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CONTAINING 

merry  wives  of  w.ndsor, 
measure  for  measure, 
twelfth  night, 
love's  labours  lost, 
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ACT      I. 

SCENE     I.     Before  PageV  Houfe  in  Windfor. 

Enter   Jufilce  Shallow,   Slender,    and  Sir  Hugh 
Evans. 

Shallotv, 

SIR  Hugh,  perfuade  me  not :  I  will  make  a  Star-cham- 
ber matter  of  it :  if  he  were  twenty  Sir  John  FalftafFs, 
he  (hall  not  abiife  Robert  Shallow;  efquife. 

Slen.  In  the  county  of  Glofter,  juflice  of  peace,  and 
coram, 

Shal.  Ay,  coufin  Sl'ender,  ahd  cuJlaUruTn. 

Slen.  Ay,  and  ratalorum  too ;  and  a  gentleman  born, 
mafter  parfon  ;  who  writes  himfelf  ^r>w/^^r^;  in  any  bill, 
warranty  quittance,  or  obligation,  armigero, 

Shal.  Ay,  that  I  do;  and  have  done  any  time  thefe 
three  hundred  years. 

Slen.  All  his  fuccelTors,  gone  before  him,  have  don't ; 
and  all  his  anceftors,  that  come  after  him,  may :  they 
may  give  the  dozen  white  luces  in  their  coat. 

Shah  It  is  an  old  coat. 

Eva.  The  dozen  white  loufes  do  become  an  old  coat 
well ;  it  agrees  well,  p'aiTant :  it  is  a  familiar  beaft  *o 
man,  and  fignifies — love. 

Shal.  The  luce  is  the  frefh  filH  ;  the  fait  fi{h  is  an  old 
coat. 

Slen.  I  may  quarter,  coz. 

Shal,  You  may  by  marrying: 

Eva.  It  is  marring,  indeed,  if  he  quarter  it. 

Shal.  Not  a  whit. 

Eva.  Yes,  py'r-lady  ;  if  he  has  a  quarter  of  your  coat, 
there  is  but  three  ikirts  for  yourfelf,  in  my  fimple  conjec- 
tures :  but  that  is  all  one  :  If  fir  John  FalftafF  have  com- 

A  a  mitted 
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jnitted  difparagements  unto  you,  I  am  of  the  church,  and 
will  be  glad  to  do  my  benevolence,  to  make  atonements 
and  compromlfes  between  you. 

Shal.  The  council  fhall  hear  it  ;  it  is  a  riot. 

Eva,  It  is  not  meet  the  council  hear  of  a  riot :  there  i§ 
no  fear  of  Got  in  a  riot:  the  council,  look  you,  fhall  de- 
fire  to  hear  the  fear  of  Got,  and  not  to  hear  a  riot;  take 
your  vizaments  in  that. 

Shal.  Ha !  o'  my  life,  if  I  were  young  again,  the  fword 
fhould  end  it. 

Eva.  It  is  petter  that  friends  is  the  fword,  and  end  it  : 
and  there  is  alfo  another  device  in  my  prain,  which,  per- 
adventure,  prings  goot  difcretions  with  it :  there  is  Anne 
Page,  which  is  daughter  to  mafler  George  Page,  which  is 
pretty  virginity. 

Slen.  Miftrefs  Anne  Page?  fhe  has  brown  hair,  and 
fpeaks  fmall  like  a  woman. 

Eva.  It  is  that  very  perlon  for  all  the  'orld,  as  jufl  as 
you  will  defire ;  and  feven  hundred  pounds  of  monies, 
and  gold,  and  filver,  is  her  grandfire,  upon  his  death's  bed 
(Got  deliver  to  a  joyful  refurre61:ions  !]  give,  when  fhe  is 
able  to  overtake  feventeen  years  old  :  it  were  a  goot  mo- 
tion, if  we  leave  our  pribbles  and  prabbles,  and  defire  a 
marriage  between  mailer  Abraham  and  miflrefs  Anne 
Page. 

Slen.  Did  her  grandfire  leave  her  feven  hundred  pounds  ? 

Eva.  Ay,  and  her  father  is  make  her  a  petter  penny. 

Slen.  I  know  the  young  gentlewoman ;  fhe  has  good 
gifts. 

Eva,  Seven  hundred  pounds,  and  pofTibilities,  is  good 
gifts. 

Shah  Well,  let  us  fee  honefl  mafter  Page:  is  Falflaff 
there  ? 

Eva.  Shall  I  tell  you  a  lie  ?  I  do  defplfe  a  liar  as  I  dp 
defpife  one  that  is  falfe ;  or  as  I  defpife  one  that  is  not 
true.  The  knight,  fir  John,  is  there  ;  and,  I  befeech  you, 
be  ruled  by  your  well-willers,  I  will  peat  the  door  [Knocks\ 
for  mafter  Page.     What,  hoa  1  Got  plefs  your  houfe  here! 

Enter 
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Enter  Page. 

Page.  Who's  there  ? 

Eva.  Here  is  Got's  plefiing,  and  your  friend,  and  juf- 
tice  Shallow  :  and  here  is  young  mailer  Slender ;  that, 
peradventures,  Ihall  tell  you  another  tale,  if  matters  grow 
to  your  likings. 

Page.  I  am  glad  to  fee  your  worfhips  well:  I  thank 
you  for  my  venifon,  mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  Mailer  Page,  I  am  glad  to  fee  you  ;  Much  good 
do  it  your  good  heart !  I  wilh'd  your  venifon  better  ;  it 
was  ill  kiird : — How  doth  good  millrefs  Page  ? — and  I 
thank  you  always  with  my  heart,  la ;  with  my  heart. 

Page.   Sir,  I  thank  you. 

Shal.  Sir,  I  thank  you;  by  yea  and  no,  I  do. 

Page.   I  am  glad  to  fee  you,  good  mailer  Slender. 

Slen.  How  does  your  fallow  greyhound,  fir  ?  I  heard 
fay,  he  was  out-run  on  Cotfale. 

Page.   It  could  not  be  judg'd,  fir. 

Slen.  You'll  not  confefs,  you'll  not  confefs. 

Shal.  That  he  will  not; — 'tis  your  fault,  'tis  your 
fault : — 'Tis  a  good  dog. 

Page,  A  cur,  fir. 

Shal.  Sir,  he's  a  good  dog,  and  a  fair  dog:  Can  there 
be  more  faid?  he  is  good,  and  fair. — Is  fir  John  FalftafF 
here  ? 

Page.  Sir,  he  is  within  ;  and  I  would  I  could  do  a  good 
office  between  you.  -> 

Eva.  It  is  fpoke  as  a  Chriflians  ought  to  fpeak. 

Shal.  He  hath  wrong'd  me,  mailer  Page. 

Page.  Sir,  he  doth  in  fome  fort  confefs  it. 

Shal.  If  it  be  confefs'd,  it  is  not  redrefs'd;  is  not  that 
fo,  mafter  Page  :  He  hath  wrong'd  me  ; — indeed,  he  hath ; 
— at  a  word  he  hath; — believe  me; — Robert  Shallow, 
efquire,  faith,  he  is  wrong'd. 

Page.  Here  comes  Sir  John. 

Enter  Sir  John   Falstaff,  Bardolph,  Nym,  and 
Pistol. 

Fal.  Now,  mafler  Shallow,  you'll  complain  of  me  to 
the  king  ? 

Shal. 
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Shal.  Knight,  you  have  beaten  my  men,  kill'd  my  deer, 
and  broke  open  my  lodge. 

Fal.  But  not  kifs'd  your  keeper's  daughter  ? 

Shal.  Tut,  a  pin!  this  (hall  be  anfwer'd, 

Fal.  I  will  anfwer  it  ftraight ; — I  have  done  all  this  ; 
— That  is  now  anfwer'd . 

Shal.  The  council  fhall  know  this. 

Fal.  'Twere  better  for  you  if  'twere  known  in  council; 
you'll  be  laugh 'd  at. 

Eva.  Pauca  verba^  Sir  John  ;  good  worts. 

Fal.  Good  worts!  good  cabbage; — Slender,  I  broke 
your  head  :  What  matter  have  you  againft  me  ? 

Slen.  Marry,  fir,  I  have  matter  in  my  head  againft  you, 
and  againft  your  coney-catching  rafcals,  Bardolph,  Nym, 
and  Piftol. 

Bar.  You  Banbury  cheefe ! 

Slen.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Fiji.  How  now,  Mephoftophilus 

Slen.  Ay,  it  is  no  matter. 

Nym.  Slice,  I  fay!  pauca,  pauca -^  dice  I  that's  my  hu- 
mour. 

Slen,  Where's  Simple,  my  man? — can  you  tell,  coufm  ? 

Eva.  Peace:  I  pray  you!  Now  let  us  underftand: 
There  is  three  umpires  in  this  matter,  as  I  underftand: 
that  is — mailer  Page,  fidellcet,  mafter  Page ;  and  there  is 
myk\ftjidclicety  myfelt ;  and  the  three  party  is,  laftly  and 
linaily,  mine  hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Page.  We  three,  to  hear  it,  and  end  it  between  them. 

Eva.  Fery  goot :  I  will  make  a  prief  of  it  in  my  note- 
book ;  and  we  will  afterwards  'ork  upon  the  caufe.  With 
as  great  difcreetly  as  we  can. 

Fal.  Piftol, 

Fiji.  He  hears  with  ears. 

Eva.  The  tevil  and  his  tarn !  what  phrafc  is  this,  H/ 
hears  with  earsP  Why,  it  is  afFeftarions. 

Fal.  Piftol,  did  you  pick  mafter  Slender's  purfe? 

Skn*  Ay,  by  thefe  gloves,  did  he  (or  I  would  I  might 
never  come  in  mine  own  great  chamber  again  elfej,  of 
feven  groats  in  mill-nxpences,  and  two  Edward  ftiovel- 

boafds. 
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hoards,  that  coft  me  two  (hillings  and  two-pence  a-piece  of 
Vead  Miller,  by  thefe  gloves. 

FaL   Is  this  true,  PiftoW 

Eva,  No  ;  it  is  falfe,  if  it  is  a  pick-purfe, 

P//?.  Ha,  thou  mountain-foreigner! Sir  John,  and 

mafter  mine, 
I  combat  challenge  of  this  latten  bilboe  : 
Word  of  denial  in  thy  labra's  here  ; 
Word  of  denial ;  froth  and  fcum,  thou  ly'ft. 

Slen.  By  thefe  gloves,  then  'twas  he. 

'Nym.  Be  avis'd,  fir,  and  pafs  good  humours  :  I  will 
fay,  7narry  trapy  with  you,  if  you  run  the  nuthook's  hu-» 
mour  on  me  ;  that  is  the  very  note  of  it. 

Slen.  By  this  hat  then,  he  in  the  red  face  had  it :  for 
though  I  cannot  remember  what  I  did  when  you  made 
mc  drunk,  yet  I  am  not  altogether  an  afs. 

FaU  What  fay  you,  Scarlet  and  John  ? 

Bard.  Why,  fir,  for  my  part,  I  fay,  the  gentleman  had 
drunk  himfelf  out  of  his  five  fentences. 

Eva.    It  is  his  five  fenfes  :  fie,  what  the  ignorance  is ! 

Bard.  And  being  fap,  fir,  was,  as  they  fay,  cafhier'd  ; 
and  fo  conclufions  pafs'd  the  careires. 

Slen.  Ay,  you  fpake  in  Latin  then  too;  but  'tis  no 
matter:  Til  never  be  drunk  whilft  I  live  again,  but  in 
honeft,  civil,  godly  company,  for  this  trick  :  if  I  be  drunk, 
III  be  drunk  with  thofe  that  have  the  fear  of  God,  and 
not  with  drunken  knaves. 

Eva.  So  Got  'udge  me,  that  is  a  virtuous  mind* 

Fal.  You  hear  all  thefe  matters  deny'4,  gentlemen  \ 
you  hear  it. 

Enter  Mijirefs  Anne  Page  with  Wine!  Mijirefs  Fori) 
and  Mijirefs  P A  G  E  following. 

Page.  Nay,  daughter,  carry  the  wine  in;  we'lldrink 
.within.  [^^t*// Anne  Page, 

Slen.  O  heaven  1  this  is  miftrefs  Anne  Page, 

Page,  How  now,  miftrefs  Ford  ? 

Fal,  Miftrefs  Ford,  by  my  trothyo  u  are  very  well 
Hiet :  by  your  leave,  good  miftrefs.  \KiJJing  her, 

Pf^e,  Wife,  bid  thefe  gentlemen  welcome : — Come, 

B  Yi^ 
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we  have  a  liot  venifon  party  to  dinner ;  come,  gcntlcmeiT^ 
I  hope  we  (hall  drink  down  all  unkindnefs. 

[^Exeunt  all  but  Shal.  Slend.  and  EvANS^ 
Skn,  I  had  rather  than  forty  (hillings,  I  had  my  book 
of  fongs  and  fonnets  here  : 

jE'/i/^r  Simple. 

How  now.  Simple;  where  have  you  been  ^  I  muft  wait 
on  myfelf,  muft  I  ?  You  have  not  the  book  of  riddles  about 
you ,  have  you  ? 

Sim.  Book  of  riddles!  why^didyou  not  lend  it  to  Alice 
Shortcake  upon  Allhallowmas  laft,  a  fortnight  afore 
Michaelmas  ? 

Shah  Come,  cox  ;  come,  coz  ;  we  ftay  for  you.  A 
word  with  you,  coz  ;  marry,  this,  coz  r  There  is,  as  'twere, 
a  tender,  a  kind  of  tender,  made  afar  ofFby  fir  Hugh  here  ; 
— Do  you  underftand  me? 

Slen.  Ay,  fir>.  you  fhall  find  me  reafonable  \  if  it  be  fo^t 
I  fhall  do  that  that  is  reafon, 

Shal,  Nay,  but  underftand  me, 

Slen.  So  I  do,  fir. 

Eva.  Give  ear  to  his  motions,  mafter  Slender :  I  will* 
defcription  the  matter  to  you,  if  you  be  capacity  of  it. 

Slen.  Nay,  I  will  do,  as  my  coufin  Shallow  fays :  T 
pray  you,  pardon  me  ;  he's  a  juftice  of  peace  in  his  coun- 
try, fimple  though  I  ft  and  here. 

Eva.  But  that  is  not  the  queftion  ;  the  queftion  is  con- 
cerning your  marriage. 

Shal,  Ay,  there's  the  point,  fir. 

Eva.  Marry,  is  it ;  the  very  point  of  it ;  to  miftrefs 
Anne  Page. 

Slen.  Why,  if  it  be  fo,  I  will  marry  her,  upon  any 
reafonable  demands. 

Eva.  But  can  you  affection  the  *oman  ?  let  us  com*, 
mand  to  know^  that  of  your  mouth,  or  of  your  lips  ;  for 
divers  philofophers  hold,  that  the  lips  is  parcel  of  the 
mouth ; — Therefore,  precifely^  can  you  carry  your  good- 
will to  the  maid  ? 

Shal.  Coufin  Abraham  Slender,  can  you  love  her  ? 

Sltn.^ 
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Skn.  I  hope,  fir, — I  will  do,  as  it  fhall  become  one 
that  would  do  reafon. 

Eva.  Nay,  Got's  lords  and  his  ladies,  you  muft  fpealc 
poditable,  it' you  can  carry  her  your  defires  towards  her. 

Shal.  I'hat  you  muft  :  Will  you,  upon  good  dowry, 
marry  her  ? 

Skn,  I  will  do  a  greater  thing  than  that,  upon  yoUr 
requeft,  coufin,  in  any  reafon. 

Shah  Nay,  conceive  iiie,  conceive  rne,  fweet  coz  ;  what 
I  do  is  to  pleafure  yoii,  coz  :  Can  you  love  the  maid  ? 

Skn.  I  will  marry  her,  fir,  at  your  requeft  ;  but  if  there 
be  no  great  love  in  the  beginnings  yet  heaven  may  decreafe 
it  upon  better  acquaintance,  when  we  are  marry'd,  and 
have  more  occafion  to  know  one  another  :  I  hope  upon 
familiarity  will  grow  more  contempt :  but  if  you  fay, 
marry  her^  I  will  marry  her,  that  I  am  freely  difTolved, 
and  diiTolutely. 

Eva.  It  is  a  very  difcretion  anfwer  ;  fave  the  faul'  is  in 
the  'ort  diflblutcly  :  the  'ort  is,  according  to  our  meaning, 
refolutely  ; — his  meaning  is  good. 

Shal.  Ay,  I  think  my  coufin  meant  well. 

Skn,  Ay,  or  elfe  I  would  I  might  be  hanged,  la. 

Re-enter  h^^'E.  Page. 

Shal.  Here  comes  fair  miftrefs  Anne  :— Would  I  were 
young  for  your  fake,  miftrefs  Anne ! 

Anne.  The  dinner  is  on  the  table  j  my  father  defires 
your  worfhip's  company. 

Shal.  I  will  wait  on  him,  fair  miftrefs  Anne. 

Eva,  Od's  plefled  will!  I  will  not  be  abfence  at  the 
grace.  [£'^.  Shal.  ^w</ Evans. 

Anne.  Will't  pleafe  your  worftiip  to  come  in,  fir  ? 

Skn.  No,  I  thank  you,  forfooth,  heartily ;  I  am  very 
well. 

Anne,  The  dinner  attends  you,  fir. 

Slen,  I  am  not  a-hungry,  I  thank  you,  forfooth  :— 
Go,  firrah,  for  all  you  are  my  man,  go,  wait  upon  my 
coufin  Shallow  :  \Ex'it  Simp.]  A  juftice  of  peace  fonie- 
time  may  be  beholden  to  his  friend  for  a  man  : — I  keep 
but  three  men  and  a  boy  yet,  till  my  mother  be  dead : 
But  what  thpugh  ?  yet  I  live  like  a  poor  gentleman  born. 

B  2  Am(» 


^o  Merry  wives  of  Windsor. 

Anne,  I  may  not  go  in  witholit  your  worfhip  :  they 
will  not  fit  till  you  come. 

Slen,  I'faith,  I'll  eat  nothing;  I  thank  you  as  much  as 
though  I  did. 

Anne,   I  pray  you,  fir,  walk  in. 

Slen.  I  had  rather  walk  here,  I  thank  you  :  I  bruis'd 
fny  Ihin  the  other  day  with  playing  at  fword  and  dagger 
with  a  mafter  of  fence,  three  veneys  for  a  difh  of  ftew'd 
prunes ;  and,  by  my  troth,  I  cannot  abide  the  fmell  of 
hot  meat  fince.  Why  do  your  dogs  bark  fo  ?  be  there 
bears  i'  the  town  ? 

Anne,  I  think  there  are,  fir  ;  I  heard  them  talk'd  of. 

Slen,  I  love  the  fport  well ;  but  I  fhall  as  foon  quarrel 
at  it  as  any  man  in  England  : — You  are  afraid  if  you  fee 
the  bear  loofe,  are  you  not  ? 

Anne,  Ay,  indeed,  fir. 

Slen,  That's  meat  and  drink  to  me  now :  I  have  fecn 
Sackerfon  loofe  twenty  times  ;  and  have  taken  him  by  the 
chain  :  but,  I  warrant  you,  the  women  have  fo  cry'd  and 
fhriek'd  at  it,  that  it  pafs'd  : — but  women,  indeed,  cannot 
abide  'em  ^  they  are  very  ill-favour'd  rough  things. 

Re-enter  Page. 

'  Page,  Come,  gentle  mafter  Slender,  come ;  we  ftay  for 
you. 

Slen,  I'll  eat  nothing,  I  thank  you,  fir. 

Page.  By  cock  and  pye,  you  (hall  not  choofe,  fir; 
Come,  come. 
•  JSlen.  Nay,  pray  you  lead  the  way. 

Page.  Come  on,  fir. 

Slen,  Miftrefs  Anne,  yourfelf  fhall  go  firft. 

Anne,  Not  I,  fir  ;  pray  you,  keep  on, 

Slen.  Truly,   I  will  not  go  firft  j   truly-la :  1  will  not. 
do  you  that  wrong. 

Anne.  I  pray  you,  fir. 

Slen,  I'll  rather  be  unmannerly,  than  troublefome :  yoi* 
jdo  yourfelf  wrong,  indeed-la,  \_Exeunt, 


SCENE 
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SCENE    ir. 

Enter  EvANS  and  Simple. 

Eva,  Go  your  ways,  and  afk  of  Dr.  Cains'  houfe  which 
is  the  way  :  and  there  dwells  one  miftrefs  Quickly,  which 
is  in  the  manner  of  his  nuife,  or  his  dry  nurfe,  or  his  cook, 
or  his  laundry,  his  wafher,  and  his  wringer. 

Simp.  Well,  fir. 

Eva.  Nay,  it  is  petteryet: — give  her  this  letter;  for 
it  is  a  'oma'n  that  altogether's  acquaintance  with  mifhefs 
Anne  Page  ;  and  the  letter  is,  to  defire  and  require  her  to 
folicit  your  mafter's  defires  to  miftrefs  Anne  Page  :  I  pray 
you,  be  gone  ;  I  will  make  an  end  of  my  dinner  ;  there's 
pippins  and  cheefe  to  come.  [Exeunt  feverally. 


SCENE     III.     The  Garter  Inn. 

Enter  Falstaff,  Host,  Bardolph,  Nym,  Pistol, 
««^/ Robin. 

Fal.  Mine  hoft  of  the  Garter, — 

Hoft.  What  fays  my  bully-rook  ?  fpeak  fcholarly  and 
wifely. 

Fal.  Truly,  mine  hoft,  I  muft  turn  away  fomeofmy 
followers. 

HoJL  Difcard,  bully  Hercules  ;  caftiier  :  let  them  wag ; 
trot,  trot. 

Fal.  I  fit  at  ten  poundsa-week. 

Hoji.  Thou'rt  an  emperor,  Casfar,  Keifar,  and  Pheezar. 
I  will  entertain  Bardolph  ;  he  ftiall  draw,  he  (hall  tap : 
faid  I  well,  bully  Hedor  ? 

Fal.  Do  fo,  good  mine  hoft. 

Hofi.  I  have  fpoke  ;  let  him  follow :  Let  me  fee  thee 
froth  and  lime  :   I  am  at  a  word;   follow.         [^Exit  HoJi. 

Fal.  Bardolph,  follow  him  ;  a  tapfter  is  a  good  trade  : 
An  old  cloak  makes  a  new  jerkin  ;  a  wither'd  fervingman, 
a  frefti  lapfter  :  Go,  adieu. 

^ard.  It  is  a  life  that  I  have  defir'd  :  I  will  thrive. 

[Exit  Bardoiph, 
Fiji. 
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Pip.  O  bafe  Gongarian  wight !  wilt  thou  the  fpigot 
wield  ? 

Nym.  He  was  gotten  in  drink  :  Is  not  the  humour  con- 
ceited ?  His  mind  is  not  heroic,  and  there's  the  humour 
ofit.      ' 

Fal,  I  am  glad  I  am  Co  acquit  of  this  tinderbox  ;  his 
thefts  were  too  open :  his  filching  was  like  an  unikilful 
fmger,  he  kept  not  time. 

Nym.  The  good  humour  is,  to  fteal  at  a  minute's  reft. 

P/y?.  Convey,  the  wife  it  call :  Steal  ^  foh !  a  fico  for 
the  phrafe ! 

Fal.  Well,  firs,  1  am  almoft  out  at  heels. 

Fiji.  Why  then  let  kibes  enfue. 

Fal,  There  is  no  remedy  ^  I  muft  cojiey-catch,  I  myft 
ihift. 

Fiji.  Young  ravens  mtift  have  food. 

Fal.  Which  of  you  know  Ford  of  this  town? 

Fiji.  I  ken  the  wight ;  he  is  of  fubftance  good. 

Fal.  My  honeft  lads,  1  will  tell  you  what  I  am  abouto 

Fiji.  Two  yards,  and  more. 

Fal.  No  quips  now,  Piftol  :  Indeed,  I  am  in  the  waifl 
two  yards  about  :  but  I  am  now  about  no  wafte :  I  ani 
about  thrift.  Briefly,  I  do  mean  to  make  love  to  Ford's 
wife ;  I  fpy  entertainment  in  her  ;  fhe  difcourfes,  fhc 
carves,  Ihe  gives  the  leer  of  invitation  :  I  can  conftrue  the 
aflion  of  her  familiar  ftyle  ;  and  the  hardeft  voice  of  her 
behaviour,  to  be  Englifh'd  rightly,  is,  /  am  Sir  'John  FaU 
Raff's. 

Fiji.  He  hath  ftudy'd  her  will,  and  tranflated  her  will  ^ 
out  of  honefty  into  Englifh 

Nym.  The  anchor  is  deep  :  Will  that  humour  pafs  ? 

Fal.  Now,  the  report  goes,  fhe  has  all  the  rule  of  heir 
hufband's  purfe  ;  fhe  hath  a  legion  of  angels. 

Pijl.  As  many  devils  entertain  ;  and.  To  her,  hoy,  fay  J, 

Nym.  The  humour  rifes  ;  it  is  good  :  humour  me  the 
angels. 

Fal.  I  have  writ  me  here  a  letter  to  her :  and  here 
another  to  Page's  wife ;  "whp  even  now  gave  m^  good 
eyes  too,  examined  my  parts  with  moft  judicious  eyelids; 

fometimes 
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romctlmes  the  beam  of  her  view  gilded  my  foot,  fome- 
timcs  my  portly  beTly. 

Piji,  Then  did  the  fun  on  dung-hill  fhine, 

JSym.  I  thank  thee  for  that  humour. 

FaL  O,  fhe  did  fo  courfe-o'er  my  exterior*  with  fuch 
a  greedy  intention,  that  the  appetite  of  her  eye  did  feem 
to  fcorch  me  up  like  a  burning-glafs  !  Here's  another  let- 
ter to  her :  fhe  bears  the  purfe  too ;  Ihe  is  a  region  in 
Guiana,  all  gold  and  bounty.  I  will  be  cheater  to  them 
both,  and  they  (liall  be  exchequers  tome;  they  Ihall  be 
my  Eaft  and  Weft  Indies,  and  I  will  trade  to  them  both. 
Go,  bear  thou  this  letter  to  miftrefs  Page  \  and  thou  this 
to  miftrefs  Ford  :   we  will  thrive,  lads,  we  will  thrive. 

PiJl,  Shall  I  fir  Pandarus  of  Troy  become, 
And  by  my  fide  wear  fteel  ?  then  Lucifer  take  all ! 

Nym.  I  will  run  no  bafe  humour:  here,  take  the  hu- 
mour letter  ;  I  will  keep  the  haviour  of  reputation. 

Fal.  Hold,  llrrah,  bear  you  thefe  letters  tightly  ; 
Sail  like  my  pinnace  to  thefe  golden  Ihores.    \To  RoBiN, 
Rogues,  hence,  avaunt!  v^aniiTi  like  hail-flones,  go; 
Trudge,  plod,  away,  o'  the  hoof;  feek  ihelter,  pack! 
FalftafFwill  learn  the  humour  of  this  age, 
French  thrift,  you  rogues ;  myfelf,  and  (kirted  page. 


[^Exeunt  Fal  staff  and  Boy* 


FIJI.  Let  vultures  gripe  thy  guts !  for  gourd  and  ful- 
1am  holds  ; 
And  high  and  low  beguiles  the  rich  and  poor: 
Tefter  I'll  have  in  pouch,  when  thou  Ihalt  lack, 
Bafe  Phrygian  Turk  ! 

Nym.  I  have  operations  in  my  head,  which  be  humourt 
of  revenge. 

Fiji,   Wilt  thou  revenge  ? 

hyrti.  By  welkin,  and  her  ftar! 

Fiji.  With  wit,  or  fteel  ? 

Nym.  With  both  the  humours,  I : 
I  will  difcufs  the  humour  of  this  love  to  Ford. 

Fiji.  And  I  to  Page  fhall  eke  unfold. 
How  FalftafF,  varlet  vile, 
Jils  dove  will  prove,  his  gold  will  hold, 
And  his  foft  couch  defile. 

A/77J, 
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Nym.  My  hutnour  fhall  not  cool :  I  will  incenre  Ford 
to  deal  with  poifon  :  I  will  poflefs  him  with  yellownefsi 
for  the  revolt  of  mien  is  dangerous :  that  is  my  true  hu- 
mour. 

■  Pifi.  Thou  art  the  Mars  oi  malecontents :  I  fecond 
thee  ;  troop  on*  {^Exemt* 

SCENE     IV.     Dr.  CaiusV  Houfe. 
infer  Mrs.  Quickly,  Simple,  and  John  Rugby. 

^Ic,  What ;  John  Rugby !— I  pray  thee,  go  to  the 
cafement,  and  fee  if  you  can  fee  my  mafter,  mafter  Do6lor 
Caius,  coming:  if  he  do,  i'faith,  and  find  any  body  in  the 
houfe,  here  will  be  an  old  abufmg  of  God's  patience,  and 
the  king's  Englifh. 

Rug.  I'll  go  watch.  l^Exif  Rugby, 

^«/r.  Go ;  and  we'll  have  a  poflet  for*t  foon  at  night, 
in  faith,  at  the  latter  end  of  a  fea-coal  fire.  An  honeft, 
willing,  kind  fellow,  as  evej:  fervant  fliall  come  in  houfe 
withal ;  and,  I  vv^arrant  you,  no  tell-tale,  nor  no  breed- 
bate  :  his  worft  fault  is,  that  he  is  given  to  prayer  ;  he  is 
fomething  peevifh  that  way  :  but  no  body  but  has  his 
fault ; — but  let  that  pafs.  Peter  Simple,  you  fay  youf 
name  is  ? 

Simp,  Ay,  for  fault  of  a  better. 

^uic.  And  mafter  Slender's  your  mafter  ? 

Sim.  Ay,  forfooth. 

^iq.  Does  he  not  wear  a  great  round  beard,  like  a 
glover's  paring-knife  ? 

Si77i.  No,  lorfooth:  he  hath  but  a  little  wee  face,  with 
a  little  yellow  beard  ;  a  Cain-colour'd  beard. 

^uic,  A  foftly-fprighted  m.an,  is  he  not? 

Sir/I.  Ay,  forfooth  :  but  he  is  as  tall  a  man  of  hishands» 
as  any  is  between  this  and  his  head ;  he  hath  fought  with 
a  warrener.  • 

^ic.  How  fay  you  ?— — oh,  I  ftiould  remember  him  ; 
Does  he  not  hold  up  his  head,  as  it  were,  and  ftrut  in  his 
gait? 

Sim.  Yes,  indeed  does  he. 
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j^«/V.  Well,  heaven  fend  Anne  Page  no  worfe  fortune ! 
Tell  mafter  parfon  Evans  I  will  do  what  I  can  for  your 
ma.fier.:  Anne  is  a  good  girl,  and  I  wifh 

Re-enter  Rugby. 

Rug.  Out,  alas  !  here  comes  my  mafter. 

^uc.  We  fhali  all  be  (lienr :  Run  in  here,  good  young 
man;  go  into  this  clofet.  [.S'/;?//^  Simple  in  the  clofet.'] 
He  will  not  (lay  long. — What,  John  Rugby  !  John,  what, 
John,  I  fay! — Go,  John,  go  inquire  for  my  mafter  ;  I 
doubt  he  be  not  well,  that  he  comes  not  home : — and 
down,  dovun,  a-down-a^  &c.  \Sings. 

Enter  DoSfor  Caius. 

Caius.  Vat  is  you  fing?  I  do  not  like  defe  toys;  Pray 
you,  go  and  vetch  me  in  my  clofet  un  boltler  vcrd ;  a  box, 
a  grcen-a  box  ;  Do  intend  vat  I  fpeak  r  a  green-a  box. 

^ic.  Ay,  forfooth,  I'll  fetch  it  you. 
I  am  glad  he  went  not  in  himfelf :  if  he  had  found  the 
young  man,  h^  would  have  been  horn-mad.  \_Afide. 

Caius.  Fej  fey  fey  fe!  ma  foly  il  fait  fort  chand.  Je 
men  vat  a  la  Coury ia  grande  affaire. 

§uic.   Is  it  this,  fir? 

Caius.  Ouy ;  7?iettez  Je  au  mon  pocket  ;  Depechez, 
quickly  : — Vere  is  dat  knave  Rugby  ? 

^lic.  What,  John  Rugby!  John  ! 

Rug.  Here,  fir. 

Caius.  You  are  John  Rugby,  and  you  are  Jack  Rugby : 
Come,  take-a  your  rapier,  and  come  after  my  heel  to  de 
court. 

Rug.  'Tis  ready,  fir,  here  in  the  porch. 

Cuius.  By  my  trot,   I   tarry  too  long. Od's   me! 

^'ay'jQuhVie  P  dere  is  fome  fimples  in  my  clofet,  dat  I 
vill  not  for  de  varld  I  fhall  leave  behind. 

^ic.  Ay  me  •  he'll  find  the  young  man  there,  and  be 
mad. 

Caius.  0  diahUy  diable  !  vat  is  in  my  clofet : — Villaine, 
Larron  !  Rugby,  my  rapier. 

l^PuUs  Simple  out  cf  the  Clofet. 
^uic. 
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^ic.  Good  m after,  be  content. 

Cuius,  Verefore  (hall  I  be  content-a  ? 

^ic.  The  young  man  is  an  lioneft  man. 

Caius.  Vat  fhall  de  honeft  man  do  in  my  clofet  ?  dcrc 
is  no  honeft  man  dat  ftiall  come  in  my  clofet. 

J^w/r.  I  befeech  you,  be  not  fo  flegmatic  ;  hear  the 
truth  of  it.  He  came  of  an  errand  to  me  from  parfoa 
Hugh. 

Caiits,  Veil. 

Sim,  Ay,  forfooth,  to  defire  her  to^ 

^ic.  Peace,  I  pray  you. 

Caius.  Peace-a  your  tongue  : — Speak-a  your  talc, 

Sirn.  To  defire  this  honeft  gentlewoman,  your  maid,  to 
fpeak  a  good  word  to  miftrefs  Anne  Page  for  my  maftcr 
in  the  way  of  marriage. 

j^M/V.  This  is  all,  indeed-la  ;  but  I'll  never  put  my 
finger  in  the  fire,  and  need  not. 

Caius,  Sir  Hugh  fend-a  you  ? — Rugby,  haillez  me  fonie 
paper :  Tarry  you  a  little  while. 

^ic.  I  am  glad  he  is  fo  quiet  :  if  he  had  been  tho- 
roughly moved,  you  fliould  have  heard  him  fo  loud,  and 
fo  melancholy  ; — But  notwithftanding,  man,  I'll  do  for 
your  mafter  what  good  I  can  :  and  the  very  yea  and  the 
no  is,  the  French  Dodor,  my  mafter, — I  may  call  him 
my  mafter,  look  you,  for  I  keep  his  houfe;  and  I  wafli, 
wring,  brew,  bake,  fcour,  drefs  meat  and  drink,  make  the 
beds,  and  do  all  myfelf. 

Sim,  'Tis  a  great  charge,  to  come  under  one  body's 
hand. 

^ic.  Are  you  avis'd  o'  that  r  you  fhall  find  it  a  great 
charge :  And  to  be  up  early,  and  down  late ;— but  not- 
withftanding (to  tell  you  in  your  ear  ;  I  would  have  no 
words  of  it),  my  mafter  himfelf  is  in  love  with  miftrefs 

Anne  Page ;  but,  notwithftanding  that, 1  know  Anne's 

mind, that's  neither  here  nor  there. 

Caius.  You  jack'nape ;  give-a  dis  letter  to  fir  Hugh  ; 
by  gar,  it  is  a  fhallenge  ;  I  vill  cut  his  throat  in  de  park  ;  - 
and  I  vill  teach  a  fcurvy  jack-a-nape  prieft  to  meddle  or 

make  : ^you  may  be  gone ;  it  is  not  good  you  tarry 

here :— 
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liere  : by  gar,   I  will  cut  all  his  two  ftones ;  by  gar, 

he  fliall  not  have  a  ftone  to  trow  at  his  dog.    [iiV/  Simp. 

^u/'c,  Alas,  he  fpeaks  but  for  his  friend. 

Cniits.  It  is  no  matter-a  for  dat  : do  you  not  tell-a 

medat  I  fhall  have  Anne  Page  for  myfelf  ? — by  gar,  I  vill 
kill  de  jack  prieft  ;  and  I  have  appointed  mine  ho(t  of  de 

Jartetre  to  meafure  our  weapon  : by  gar,  I  vill  myfelf 

have  Anne  Page. 

^iic.  Sir,  the  maid  loves  you,  and  all  fhall  be  well : 
we  muft  give  folks  leave  to  prate  :  What,  the  goujere! 

Cains.  Rugby,  come  to  the  court  vit  me  ; hy  gar, 

if  I  have  not  Anne  Page,  I  fhall  turn  your  head  out  of 

door : Follow  my  heels,  Rugby. 

[_Exeunt  Caius  and  Rugby. 

^dc.  You  fliall  have  An  Fool's-head  of  your  own. 
No,  I  know  Anne's  mind  for  that :  never  a  woman  in 
Windfor  knows  more  of  Anne's  mind  than  I  do;  nor 
can  do  more  than  I  do  with  her,  I  thank  heaven. 

Pent.  [JVithin.^  Who's  within  there,  ho  r 

^lic.  Who's  there,  I  trow  ?  come  near  the  houfe,  I 
pray  you. 

Enter  Mr.  Fenton. 

Pent.  How  now,  good  woman  ;  how  doft  thou  ? 

^ic.  The  better  that  it  pleafes  your  good  worfhip  to 
a(k. 

Pent.  What  news?  how  does  pretty  miftrefs  Anne? 

^lic.  In  truth,  fir,  and  flie  is  pretty,  and  honeft,  and 
gentle ;  and  one  that  is  your  friend,  I  can  tell  you  that  by 
the  way,  I  praife  heaven  for  it. 

Pent.  Shall  I  do  any  good,  thinkefl  thou?  fhall  I  not 
lofe  my  fuit  ? 

^ic.  Troth,  fir,  all  is  in  his  hands  above :  but  not- 
withftanding,  mafter  Fenton,  I'll  be  fworn  on  a  book  fhc 

loves  you ; Have  not  your  worfliip  a  wart  about  your 

eye  ? 

Pent.  Yes,  marry,  have  I ;  what  of  that  ? 

^ic.  Well,  thereby  hangs  a  tale; good  faith,  it  Is 

fuch  another  Nan  ; but  I  detefi,  an   honefl  maid  as 

ever  broke  bread  : — We  had  an  hour's  talk  of  that  wart ; 

I  fhall 
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' — I  mall  never  laugh  but  in  that  maid's  company! — But 
indeed,  Oie  is  given  too  much  to  allicoliy  and  mufmg: 
But  for  you — Well-— go  to. 

Pent.  Well,  I  fhall  fee  her  to-day :  Hold,  there's  mo- 
ney for  thee  ;  let  me  have  thy  voice  in  my  behalf:  if  tho)i 
feeft  her  before  me,  commend  iile — ■ — 

^ic.  Will  I  ?  ay,  faith,  that  we  will  ;  and  I  v^rill  tell 
your  Vv'orfhip  more  of  the  vv^art  the  next  time  we  have  con- 
fidence ;  and  of  other  wooers. 

Pent.  Well,  farewell ;  I  am  in  great  hafte  now. 

^iic.  Farewell  to  your  worfhip.— Truly,  an  honeft 
gentleman  ;  but  Anne  loves  him  not ;  I  know  Anne;'s 
mind  as  well  as  another  does  : — Out  iipon't !  what  have  I 
forgot  I  \^Exit. 


ACT      II. 

SCENE     I.     Before  PageV  Hgu/c. 

Enter  M'ifircjs  Page  with  a  Letter. 

Mrs.  Page. 
What,  have  I  'fcap'd  love-letters  in  the  holy-day-time 
ot  my  beauty,  and  am  I  now  a  fubje£t  for  them  ?  Let  me 
fee : 

Ajk  me  no  reajon  ivhy  I  Jove  you  ;  for  thaugh  Jove  ufe 
reajon  for  his  precifion^  he  admits  him  not  for  his  counfelJor  : 
I'ou  are  not  youngs  no  more  am  I ;  go  to  then,  there's  fym- 
pathy  :  you  are  jnerry^fo  am  1 ;  PI  a  I  ha  I  then  there's  more 
fympatJjy;  you  JovefacJcy  andfo  do  I :  WouJd you  deftre  better 
Jympathy?  Jet  it  fujfice  ihee^  viiftrefs  Page  fat  the  Jeafiy  if  the 
love  of  a  foJdier  canfufficej,  that  I  Jove  thee  :  I  wiil  not  fry, 
pity  me y  'tis  not  a  foldier-Jihe  phrafe ;  hut  I  fay,  Jove  me. 
By  me. 

Thine  own  true  knight y 

By  day  or  nighty 

Or  any  Jiind  of  iighty 

With  aU  his  mighty 

For  thee  to  fig})t,  John  FalftafF. 

What 
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What  a 'Herod  of  Jewry  is  this? — O  wicked,  wicked 
world! — one  that  is  well  nigh  worn  to  pieces  with  age» 
to  {how  himfelf  a  young  gallant!  What  an  uriwcigh'd 
behaviour  has  this  Flemish  drunkard  pick'd  (with  the 
deviFs  name)  out  of  my  converfation,  that  he  dares  in  this 
manner  allay  me  ? — Why,  he  hath  not  been  thrice  in  my 
company! — What  fhould  i  fay  to  him? — I  was  then 
frugal  of  my  mirth  : — heaven  forgive  me! — Why,  I'll  ex- 
hibit a  bill  in  the  parliament  for  the  putting  down  of  men. 
How  Ihail  I  be  reveng'd  on  him  ?  for  reveng'd  I  will  be, 
as  fure  as  his  guts  are  made  of  puddings. 

Enter  Mijirefs  Ford. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Miftrefs  Page !  truft  me,  I  was  going  to 
your  houfe. 

Mrs.  Page,  And,  truft  me,  I  was  coming  to  you.  You 
look  very  ill. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I'll  ne'er  believe  that;  I  have  to 
fhew  to  the  contrary. 

Mrs.  Page.  'Faith,  but  you  do,  in  my  mind. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Well,  I  do  then  ;  yet,  I  fay,  I  could  fhew 
you  to  the  contrary:  O,  mifcrefs  Page,  give  me  fome 
counfel ! 

Mrs.  Pag€.  What's  the  matter,  woman  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  O  v/oman,  if  it  were  not  for  one  trifling 
refpeft,  I  could  come  to  fuch  honour. 

Airs.  Page.  Hang  the  trifle,  woman  ;  take  the  honour: 
What  is  it ? — difpenfe  with  trifles  ; — what  is  it? 

Mrs.  Ford.  If  I  would  but  go  to  hell  for  an  eternal 
moment,  or  fo,  I  could  be  knighted. 

Mrs.  Page.  What  ?— thou  lieft!— Sir  Alice  Ford!— 
Thefe  knights  will  hack  ;  and  fo  thou  fhouldll  not  alter 
the  article  of  thy  gentry. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We  burn  day-light ! — here,  read,  read  ; — 
perceive  how  I  might  be  knighted. — I  ihall  think  the 
worfe  of  fat  men,  as  long  as  I  have  an  eye  to  make  diffe- 
rence of  men's  liking  :  And  yet  he  would  not  fwear ; 
prais'd  women's  modefty ;  and  gave  fuch  orderly  and 
well-behav'd  reproof  to  all  uncomelinefs,  that  I  would 
have  fworn  his  difpofjtion  would  have  gone  to  the  truth 

of 
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of  his  words  ;  but  they  do  no  more  adhere,  and  keep  place 
together,  than  the  hundredth  pfaJm  to  the  tune  of  GreeH 
Sleeves,  What  tempeft,  I  trow,  threw  this  whale,  with 
fo  many  tuns  of  oil  in  his  belly,  afhore  at  Windfor  ?  How 
ihall  I  be  reveng'd  on  him  ?  I  think  the  beft  way  were  to 
entertain  him  with  hope,  'till  the  wicked  fire  of  luft  have 
melted  him  in  his  own  greafe. — Did  you  ever  hear  the 
like  ? 

Mrs,  Page,  Letter  for  letter ;  but  that  the  name  of 
Page  and  Ford  difters !— To  thy  great  comfort  in  this 
myftery  of  ill  opinions,  here's  the  twin-brother  of  thy  let- 
ter :  but  let  thine  inherit  firft  ;  for,  I  proteft,  mine  never 
ihall.  I  warrant  he  hath  a  thoufand  of  thefe  letters,  writ 
with  blank  fpace  for  different  names  (fure  more),  and  thefe 
are  of  the  fecond  edition:  He  will  print  them  out  of 
doubt ;  for  he  cares  not  what  he  puts  into  the  prefs,  when 
ne  would  put  us  two.  I  had  rather  be  a  giantefs,  and  lie 
under  mount  Pelion.  Well,  I  will  find  you  twenty  lafcU 
Vious  turtles,  ere  one  chafte  man. 

Mrs,  Ford.  Why,  this  is  the  very  fame  ;  the  very  hand, 
the  very  v/ords :  What  doth  he  think  of  us  ? 

Mrs,  Page,  Nay,  I  know  not :  It  makes  me  almoft 
ready  to  wrangle  with  mine  own  honefty.  I'll  entertain 
myfelf  like  one  that  I  am  not  acquainted  withal ;  for* 
fure,  unlefs  he  knew  fome  ftrain  in  me,  that  I  know  not 
myfelf,  he  would  never  have  boarded  me  in  this  fury. 

Mrs,  Ford,  Boarding,  call  you  it  ?  I'll  be  fure  to  keep 
him  above  deck. 

Mrs,  Page,  So  will  I ;  if  he  come  under  my  hatches, 
I'll  never  to  fea  again.  Let's  be  reveng'd  on  him:  let's 
appoint  him  a  meeting;  give  him  a  fhow  of  comfort  in 
liis  fuit ;  and  lead  him  on  with  a  fine  baited  delay,  'till  he 
hath  pawn'd  his  horfes  to  mine  hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I  will  confent  to  a6t  any  villainy 
againO:  him,  that  may  not  fully  the  charinefs  of  our  ho- 
iiefty.  Oh,  that  my  hufband  faw  this  letter!  it  would 
give  eternal  food  to  his  jealoufy. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  look  ,where  he  comes ;  and  my  good 
man  too;  he's  as  far  from  jealoufy,  as  I  am  from  giving 
him  caufe ;  and  that,  I  hope,  is  an  unmeafurable  diftance. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs.  Ford.  You  are  the  happier  v/oraan. 
Mrs.  Page.  Let's  confult  together  againft  this  greafy 
knight :  Come  liither.  [They  retire. 

Enter  FoRD  with  Pistol,  Page  with  Nym. 

Forti.  Well  ^  I  hope  it  be  not  fo. 

Fiji.  Hope  is  a  curtail-dog  in  fome  affairs  : 
Sir  John  affeds  thy  wife. 

Ford.  Why,  fir,  my  wife  is  not  young. 

Fiji.  He  wooes  both  high  and  low,  both  rich  and  poor. 
Both  young  and  old,  one  with  another,  Ford ; 
He  loves  thy  gally-mawfry  ;   Ford,  perpend. 

Ford.  Love  my  wife  ? 

Pift.  With  liver  burning  hot:  Prevent,  or  go  thou. 
Like  fir  Ada^on  he,  with  Ring-wood  at  thy  heels  : — * 
O,  odious  is  the  name ! 

Ford.  What  name,  fir? 

Fiji.  The  horn,  I  fay  :  Farewell. 
Take  heed ;  have  open  eye ;  for  thieves  do  foot  by  night  %> 
Take  heed,  ere  fummer  comes,  or  cuckoo-birds  do  fing. — - 

Away,  fir  corporal  Nym. 

Believe  it,  Page  ;  he  fpeaks  fenfe.  [Exit  PiSTOL* 

Ford.   I  will  be  patient ;  I  will  find  out  this. 

Nym.  [Speaking  to  Page.]  And  this  is  true;  I  like 
not  the  humour  of  iying.  He  hath  wrong'd  me  in  fome 
humours  :  I  fhould  have  borne  the  humour'd  letter  to  her; 
but  I  have  a  fword,  and  it  fhalL  bite  upon  my  neceflity. 
He  loves  your  wife  ;  there's  the  fhort  and  the  long.  My 
name  is  corporal  Nym;  I  fpeak,  and  I  avouch.  'Tis 
true  : — my  name  i^  Nym,  and  Falffaif  loves  your  wife. — 
Adieu!  I  love  not  the  humour  of  bread  and  cheefe ;  and 
there's  the  humour  of  it.     Adieu.  [Exit  Nym. 

Page.  The  humour  ofity  quoth  ^'!  here's  a  fellow  frights 
humour  out  of  its  wits. 

Ford.  I  will  feek  out  Falftaff. 

Page.  I  never  heard  fuch  a  drawling,  afFe6ling  rogue. 

Ford.  If  I  do  find  it,  well. 

Page.  I  will  not  believe  fuch  a  Catalan,  though  the 
priefl  o'  the  town  commended  him  for  a  true  man. 

F&rd.  'Twas  a  good  fenfible  fellow :  Well. 

Page, 
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Page.  How  now,  Meg  ? 

Airs,  Page.   Whither  go  you,  George  r — Hark  you. 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  now,  fweet  Frank,  why  art  thoU 
melancholy  ? 

'Pord.  I  melancholy !  I  am  not  melancholy. — Get  you 
home,  go. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Faith,  thou  haft  fome  crotchets  in  thy  head 
now. — Will  you  go,  miftrefs  Page? 

Mrs.  Page.  Have  with  you. — You'll  come  to  dinnef, 
George  ? — Look,  who  comes  yonder :  Ihe  fhall  be  our 
meffenger  to  this  paltry  knight.         \_Aftde  to  Mrs,  Ford^ 

Enter  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Truft  me,  I  thought  on  her;  fhe'Il  fit  it. 

Mrs.  Page.  You  are  come  to  fee  my  daughter  Anne  ? 

^ic.  Ay,  forfooth  :  And,  I  pray,  how  does  good  Mrs* 
Anne  ? 

M?-s.  Page.  Go  in  with  us,  and  fee ;  we  have  an  hour's 
talk  with  you. 

[£x.  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford,  and  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Page.  How  now,  mafter  Ford  ? 

Ford.  You  heard  what  this  knave  told  me ;  did  you  not? 

Page.  Yes  :  And  you  heard  what  the  other  told  me  r 

Ford.  Do  you  think  there  is  truth  in  them  ? 

Page.  Hang  'em.  Haves!  I  do  not  think  the  knight 
would  offer  it :  but  thefe,  that  accufe  him  in  his  intent 
towards  our  wives,  are  a  yoke  of  his  difcarded  men  ;  very 
rogues,  nOw  they  be  out  of  fervice. 

Ford.   Were  they  his  men  ? 

Page.  Marry,  were  they. 

Ford.  I  like  it  never  the  better  for  that. — Does  he  lie 
at  the  Garter  ? 

Page.  Ay,  marry,  does  he.  If  he  fhould  intend  his 
voyage  towards  my  wife,  I  would  turn  her  loofe  to  him ; 
and  what  he  gets  more  of  her  than  fharp  words,  let  it  lie 
on  my  head. 

Ford.  I  do  not  mifdoubt  my  wife  ;  but  I  would  be  loth 
to  turn  them  together :  A  man  may  be  too  confident : 
I  would  have  nothing  lie  on  my  head  :  I  cannot  be  thus 
fatisfied. 

Pa^e. 
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Page.  Look,  where  my  ranting  hoft  of  the  Garter 
conies:  there  is  either  liquor  in  his  pate,  or  money  in  his 
purfe,  when  he  looks  fo  merrily. — How  now,  mine 
hofl? 

Enter  Hoji  and  Shallow. 

Heji.  How  now,  bully-rook  ?  thou'rt  a  gentleman : 
cavalero-juftice,  I  fay. 

Shal.  i  follow,  mine  hoft,  I  follow- — Good-even,  and 
twenty,  good  mafter  Page  !  Mafler  Page,  will  you  go  with 
lis  ?  we  have  fport  in  hand. 

HoJi.  Tell  him,  cavalero-juftice;  tell  him,  bully-rook, 

Shal,  Sir,  there  is  a  fray  to  be  fought,  between  Sir 
Hu^h  the  Welch  prieft,  and  Caius  the  French  doctor. 

Ford,  Good  mine  hoft  o'  the  Garter,  a  word  with  you. 

HoJi.   What  fay'ft  thou,  bully-rook  ? 

[They  go  a  little  aftde^ 

JShal.  \To  Page.]  Will  you  go  with  us  to  behold  it  ^ 
My  merry  hoft  hath  had  the  meafiiring  of  their  weapons  ; 
and,  I  think,  he  hath  appointed  them  contrary  places  : 
for,  believe  me,  I  hear  the  parfon  is  nd  jefter.  Hark,  I 
will  tell  you  what  our  fport  fhall  be. 

Hoft.  Haft  thou  no  fuit  againft  my  knight,  my  gueft- 
cavalier  ? 

Ford.  None,  I  proteft:  but  I'll  give  you  a  pottle  of 
Burnt  fack  to  give  me  recourfe  to  him,  and  tell  him,  mj 
name  is  Brook,  only  for  a  jeft. 

HoJi.  My  hand,  bully :  thou  fhalt  have  egrefs  and  re- 
grefs  ;  faid  I  well  ?  and  thy  name  ftiall  be  Brook  :  It  is  a 
merry  knight. — Will  you  go  an-heirs  ? 

Shal.  Have  with  you,  hiine  hoft. 

Page.  I  have  heard  the  Frenchman  hath  good  Ikill  ill 
his  rapier. 

Shal.  Tut,  fir,  I  could  have  told  you  more  :  In  thefe 
times  you  ftand  on  diftaiice,  your  paftes,  ftoccado's,  and  I 
know  not  what  :  'tis  the  heart,  mafter  Page ;  'tis  hercp 
'tis  here.  I  have  feen  the  time,  with  my  long  fword,  I 
would  have  made  you  four  tall  fellows  fkip  like  rats. 

Hojl,  Here,  boys,  here,  here  !  ftiall  we  wag  \ 
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Page.  Have  with  you  : — I  had  rather  hear  them  fcold 
than  hght.  [^Exeunt  Hoftj  Shallow,  and  Page. 

Ford.  Though  Page  be  a  fecure  fool,  and  ftand  fo  firmly 
on  his  wife's  frailty,  yet  I  cannot  put  oiF  my  opinion  fo 
eafily  :  She  was  in  his  company  at  Page's  houfe ;  and 
what  they  made  there,  I  know  not.  Well,  I  will  look 
further  into't :  and  I  have  a  difguife  to  found  FalftafF: 
If  I  fini  her  honeil,  I  lofe  not  my  labour  \  if  fhe  be  other- 
wife,  'tis  labour  v/ell  beftow'd,  \^Exlto 


SCENE     IL     The  Garter  Inn, 
Enter  Falstaff  and  Pistol. 

Fal.  I  will  not  lend  thee  a  penny. 

Fiji.  Why,  then  the  world's  mine  ayfter,  which  I  with 
fvvord  will  open.— I  will  retort  the  fum  in  equipage. 

Fal.  Not  a  penny.  I  have  been  content,  fir,  you  fhould 
lay  my  countenance  to  pawn  :  I  have  grated  upon  my 
good  friends  for  three  reprieves  for  you  and  your  coach- 
fellow,  Nym  ;  or  elfe  you  had  look'd  through  the  grate 
like  a  geminy  of  baboons.  I  am  damn'd  in  hell,  for 
fwearing  to  gentlemen  my  friends,  you  were  good  foldiers,^ 
and  tall  fellows:  and  when  miftrefs  Bridget  loft  the 
handle  of  her  fan,  I  took't  upon  mine  honour  thou  hadft 
it  not. 

Fiji.  Did'ft  thou  not  fharer  hadft  thou  not  fifteen-, 
pence  ? 

Fal,  Reafon,  you  rogue,  reafon  :  Think'ft  thou  I'll 
endanger  my  foul  gratis  f  At  a  word,  hang  no  more  about 
me,  I  am  no  gibbet  for  you : — go. — A  fhort  knife  and  a 
thong, — to  your  manor  of  Pickthatch,  go. — You'll  not 
bear  a  letter  for  me,  you  rogue ! — you  ftand  upon  your 
honour  ! — Why,  thou  unconfinable  bafenefs,  it  is  as  much 
as  I  can  do,  to  keep  the  terms  of  my  honour  precife.  I, 
I,  I  myfcif  fometimes,  leaving  the  fear  of  heaven  on  the 
left  hand,  and  hiding  mine  honour  in  my  neceflity,  an^ 
fain  to  fluiffle,  to  hedge,  and  to  lurch  ;  and  yet  you,  rogue, 
will  enfconce  your  rags,  your  cat-a-mountain  looks,- your 

red^ 
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yed-Iattice  phrafcs,  and  your  bold-beating  oaths,  under 
ihe  ilielter  of  your  honour  !  You  will  not  do  it,  you  ? 
Piji,  I  do  relent;  What  would'fl  thou  more  of  man? 

Enter  Robin. 

Roh.  Sir,  here's  a  woman  would  fpeak  with  you, 
FaL  Let  her  approach. 

Enter  Mijlrefs  QuiCKLY. 

J^«?V.  Give  your  worfhip  good-morrow. 

FaL  Good  morrow,  good  wife. 

^uic.  Not  fo,  an't  pleafe  your  worfhip, 

FaL  Good  maid,  then. 

^«/r.  I'll  be  fworn;  as  my  mother  was,  the  firft  hour 
J  was  born. 

FaL  I  do  believe  the  fwearer  :  What  with  me  ? 

J^«/V.  Shall  I  vouchfafe  your  worfhip  a  word  or  two  ? 

FaL  Two  thoufand,  fair  woman;  and  I'll  vouchfafe 
thee  the  hearing. 

^ic»  There  is  one  miftrefs  Ford,  fir ; — I  pray  come  a 
little  nearer  this  ways  : — I  myfelf  dwell  with  mailer  doc- 
tor Caius. 

FaL  Well,  on  :  Miftrefs  Ford,  you  fay, 

^ic.  Your  worfhip  fays  very  true :  I  pray  your  wor- 
ihip,  come  a  little  nearer  this  ways. 

FaL  I  warrant  thee  nobody  hears  ; — mine  own  people, 
mine  own  people. 

^ic.  Are  they  fo  ?  Heaven  blefsthem,  and  make  them 
his  fervants ! 

FaL  Well :  miflrefs  Ford  ; what  of  her  ? 

^tt/V.  Why,  fir,  (he's  a  good  creature.  Lord,  lord  J 
your  worfhip 's  a  wanton  :  Well,  heaven  forgive  you,  an4 
all  of  us,  I  pray ! 

FaL  Miftrefs  Ford  ; — corne,  miftrefs  Ford, 

^M/V.  Marry,  this  is  the  fhort  and  the  long  of  it ;  you 
have  brought  her  into  fuch  a  canaries,  as  'tis  wonderful, 
The  beft  courtier  of  them  all,  when  the  court  lay  at  Wind- 
for,  could  never  have  brought  her  to  fuch  a  canary.  Yet 
there  has  been  knights,  and  lords,  and  gentlemen,  with 
fl>eir  coaches  j  I  warrant  you,  coach  after  coach,  letter 
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after  letter,  gift  after  gift ;  fmelllng  fo  fwcetly  (all  mufkj^ 
and  fo  ruftling,  I  warrant  you,  in  filk  and  gold  ;  and  in 
fiich  alligant  terms,  and  in  fuch  wine  and  fugar  of  the 
beft,  and  the  faireft,  that  would  have  won  any  woman's 
heart ;  and,  I  warrant  you,  they  could  never  get  an  eye- 
wdnk  of  her. — I  had  myfelf  twenty  angels  given  me  this 
moj-ning  :  but  I  defy  all  angels  (in  any  fuch  fort  as  they 
fay),  but  in  the  way  of  honefty  : — and,  I  warrant  you, 
they  could  never  get  her  fo  much  as  fip  on  a  cup  with  the 
proudeft  of  them  all  :  and  yet  there  has  been  earls,  nay, 
which  is  more,  penfioners  ;  but,  I  warrant  you,  all  is  one 
with  her. 

FaL  But  what  fays  fhe  to  me  ?  be  brief,  my  good  fhe 
Mercury. 

^lic.  Marry,  fhe  hath  receiv'd  your  letter ;  for  the 
which  {[\t  thanks  you  a  thoufand  times  :  and  fhe  gives  you 
to  notify,  that  her  hufband  will  be  abfence  from  his  houfe 
between  ten  and  eleven. 

Fal.  Ten  and  eleven. 

^dc.  Ay,  forfooth ;  and  then  you  may  come  and  fee 
the  pidure,  flie  fays,  that  you  wot  of ; — mafler  Ford,  her 
hufband,  will  be  from  home.  Alas!  the  fweet  woman 
leads  an  ill  life  with  him  ;  he's  a  very  jealoufy  man  i  flie 
leads  a  very  frampold  life  with  him,  good  heart. 

FaL  Ten  and  eleven  :  Woman,  commend  me  to  her ; 
I  -vvill  not  fail  her. 

^.dc.  Why,  you  fay  well  :  But  I  have  another  mef- 
fenger  to  your  worfhip  :  Miftrefs  Page  has  her  hearty 
commendations  to  you  too  ; — and  let  me  tell  you  in  your 
ear ;  fhe's  as  fartuous  a  civil  modeft  wife,  and  one  (I  tell 
yoii)  that  will  not  mifs  you  morning  nor  evening  prayer, 
as  any  is  in  Windfor,  whoe'er  be  the  other  :  and  fhe  bade 
me  tell  your  worfhip,  that  her  hufband  is  feldom  from 
home  ;  but,  fhe  hopes,  there  will  come  a  time.  I  never 
knew  a  Woman  fo  dote  upon  a  man  ;  furely,  I  think  you 
have  charfns;  la  !  yes  in  truth. 

Fal.  Not  I,  I  aiTure  thee  ;  fetting  the  attradlion  of  my 
good  parts  aiide,  I  have  no  other  charms. 

^dc.  BleiTing  on  your  heart  for't! 

Fai.  But,  I  pray  thee,  tell  me  this  :  has  Fc7rd*s  wlf^, 
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*nd  Page's  wife,   acquainted   each  other  how  they  love 


me 


^«/V.  That  were  a  jell:  indeed  ! — they  have  not  fo  little 
gr^ce,  I  hope  : — that  were  a  trick  indeed !  But  miftrefs 
Page  would  deiire  you  to  fend  her  your  little  page,  of  all 
loves;  her  hulband  has  a  marvellous  infection  to  the  little 
page  :  and,  truly,  mafter  Page  is  an  honeil  man.  Never 
a  wife  in  Windfor  leads  a  better  life  than  Ihe  does  ;  do 
what  Ihe  will,  fay  what  Ihe  will,  take  all,  pay  all,  go  to 
bed  when  fhe  lift,  rife  when  fhe  lift,  all  is  as  (lie  will; 
and,  truly,  fhe  deferves  it ;  for  if  there  be  a  kind  woman 
in  Windfor,  Ihe  is  one.  You  muft  fend  her  your  page  ; 
no  remedy. 

Fal.  Why,  I  will. 

^uic.  Nay,  but  do  fo  then  :  and,  look  you,  he  may 
come  and  go  between  you  both  ;  and,  in  any  cafe,  have  a 
nay-word,  that  you  may  know  one  another's  mind,  and 
the  boy  never  need  to  underftand  any  thing ;  for  'tis  not 
good  that  children  fhould  know  any  wickednefs  :  old 
folks,  you  know,  have  difcretion,  as  they  fay,  and  know 
the  world. 

Fal.  Fare  thee  well :  commend  me  to  them  both  : 
there's  my  purfe  ;  I  am  yet  thy  debtor, — Boy,  go  along 
with  this  woman.     This  news  diftra6ls  me! 

[^Exeunt  Quickly  ^w^  Robin, 

P//?.  This  pink  is  one  of  Cupid's  carriers : — 
Clap  on  more  fails  ;  purfue  ;  up  with  your  fights  ; 
Give  fire  ;  fhe  is  my  prize,  or  ocean  whelm  them  all ! 

[Exit  Pistol, 

Fal.  Say'ft  thou  fo,  old  Jack  ?  go  thy  ways  ;  I'll  make 
more  of  thy  old  body  than  I  have  done.  Will  they  yet 
look  after  thee  ?  Wilt  thou,  after  the  expence  of  fo  much 
money,  be  now  a  gainer  ?  Good  body,  I  thank  thee :  Let 
them  fay  'tis  grofsly  done,  fo  it  be  fairly  done,  no  matter. 

EnferBARDOLFH. 

Bard.  Sir  John,  there's  one  mafter  Brook  below  would 
■fain  fpeak  with  you,  and  be  acquainted  with  you  ;  and 
h^th  fent  your  worfliip  a  morning's  draught  of  fack. 

falo  Brook,  is  his  name  ? 

Bard. 
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Bard.  Ay,  fir. 

Fal.  Call  him  in;  [^at// Bardolph.]  Such  Brook# 
are  welcome  to  me,  that  o'erflow  fuch  liquor.  Ah  !  hat 
miftrefs  Ford  and  miftrefs  Page,  have  I  encdmpaflbd  you? 
go  to  ;  via  ! 

R?-ehter  Bardolph,  zvifh  Fgrd  dijgulsd. 

Ford.  Blefs  you,  fir. 

Fal.  And  you,  fir:  Would  you  fpeak  with  me  ? 

Ford.  I  make  bold  to  prefs  with  fo  little  preparation 
upon  you. 

FaL-  You're  welcdme :  What's  your  will  ?  Give  uS 
leave,  drawer.  [Exit  Baruolvvl, 

Ford.  Sir,  I  am  a  gentleman  that  have  fpent  much  ; 
my  name  is  Brook. 

Fal.  Good  mafter  Brook,  I  defire  more  acquaintance  of 
you. 

Ford.  Good  fir  John,  I  fue  for  yours  :  Not  to  charge 
you  \  for  I  muft  let  you  underftand,  I  think  myfelf  in 
better  plight  for  a  lender  than  you  are  :  the  which  hath 
fomething  embolden'd  me  to  this  unfeafon'd  intrufion  ; 
for  they  fay,  if  money  go  before,  all  ways  do  lie  open. 

Fal.   Money  is  a  good  foldier,  fir,  and  will  on. 

Ford.  Troth,  and  I  have  a  bag  of  money  here  troubled 
me  :  if  you  will  help  m^e  to  bear  it,  fir  John,  take  all,  or 
half,  for  eafing  me  of  the  carriage. 

Fal  Sir,  I  know  not  how  I  may  deferve  to  be  your  porter* 

Ford.  I  will  tell  you,  fir,  if  you  will  give  me  the 
hearing. 

Fal.  Speak,  good  mafter  Brook;  I  fhall  be  glad  to  be 
your  fervant. 

Ford.  Sir,  I  hear  you  are  a  fcholar, — I  will  be  brief 
•with  you  ; — and  you  have  been  a  man  long  known  to  me, 
though  I  had  never  fo  good  means,  as  defire,  to  make  my- 
felf acquainted  with  you.  I  fhall  difcover  a  thing  to  you, 
wherein  I  mud  very  much  lay  open  mine  own  imperfec- 
tion t  but,  good  fir  John,  as  you  have  one  eye  upon  my 
follies,  as  you  hear  them  unfolded,  turri  another  into  the 
iregifter  of  your  owiii  that  I  may  pafs  with  a  reproof  the 

eafier, 
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ca'fier,  fith  you  yourfelf  know  how  eafy  it  is  to  be  fuch 
an  offender. 

Fal.   Very  well,  fir ;  proceed. 

Ford,  There  is  a  gentlewoman  in  this  town,  her  huf- 
t>and's  name  is  Ford. 

Fal.  Well,  fir. 

Ford.  I  have  long  lov'd  her,  and,  I  proteft  to  you,  be- 
ilow'd  much  on  her ;  foUow'd  her  witii  a  doting  obfer- 
vance;  engrofs'd  opportunities  to  meet  her;  fee'd  every 
flight  occafion,  that  could  but  niggardly  give  me  fight  of 
her ;  not  only  bought  many  prefents  to  give  her,  but  have 
given  largely  to  many,  to  know  what  llic  would  have 
given ;  briefly,  I  have  purfijed  her,  as  love  hath  purfued 
me  ;  which  hath  been  on  the  wing  of  all  occafions.  But 
whatfoever  I  have  merited,  either  in  my  mind,  or  in  my 
means,  meed,  I  am  fure  I  have  received  none  ;  unlefs  ex- 
perience be  a  jewel ;  that  I  have  purchas'd  at  an  iniinite 
rate  \  and  that  hath  taught  me  to  fay  this : 

Love  like  a  Jhadow fl'ieSy  whenjiihjtance  love  purfu-es ; 
Purfuing  thai  that  flies  ^  and  Jiying  what  purfues. 

Fal.  Have  you  received  no  promife  of  fatisfadion  at  her 
hands? 

Ford.  Never. 

Fal.  Have  you  importun'd  her  to  fuch  a  purpofe? 

Ford.  Never. 

Fal.  Of  what  quality  was  your  love  then  ? 

Ford.  Like  a  fair  houfe,  built  upon  another  man*s 
ground  ;  fo  that  1  have  loft  my  edifice,  by  miftaking  the 
place  where  I  ere6led  it. 

Fal.  To  what  purpofe  have  you  unfolded  this  to  me  ? 

Ford.  When  I  have  told  you  that,  I  have  told  you  all. 
Some  fay,  that,  tho*fhe  appear  honeft  to  me,  yet,  in  other 
places,  llie  enlargeth  her  mirth  fo  far,  that  there  is  fbrewd 
conftrudion  made  of  her.  Now,  fir  John,  here  is  the 
heart  of  my  purpofe  :  You  are  a  gentleman  of  excellent 
breeding,  admirable  difcourfe,  of  great  admittance,  au- 
thentic in  your  place  and  perfon,  generally  allow'd  for 
your  many  war-like,  court-like,  and  learned  preparations, 

Fah  Qfir! 

Ford, 
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Ford.  Believe  it,  for  you  know  it : — There  is  money  ; 
fpend  it,  fpend  it ;  fpend  more  ;  fpend  all  I  have  ;  only 
give  me  fo  much  of  your  time  in  exchange  of  it,  as  to  lay 
an  amiable  fiege  to  the  honefty  of  this  Ford's  wife  :  ufe 
your  art  of  w^ooing,  v^^in  her  to  confent  to  you  ;  if  any 
man  may,  you  may  as  foon  as  any. 

Fal.  Would  it  apply  well  to  the  vehemence  of  your 
aff-(Slion,  that  I  fhould  win  what  you  would  enjoy  ?  me~ 
thinksyou  pre'fcribe  to  yourfelf  very  prepofteroully. 

Ford.  O,  underftand  my  drift!  Ihe  dwells  fo  fecurely 
on  the  excellency  of  her  honour,  that  the  folly  of  my  foul 
dares  not  prefent  itfelf ;  fhe  is  too  bright  to  be  look'd 
againft.  Now  could  I  come  to  her  with  any  dete£tion  in 
my  hand,  my  defires  had  inilance  and  argument  to  com- 
mend themfelves  ;  I  could  drive  her  then  from  the  ward 
pf  her  purity,  her  reputation,  her  marriage  vow,  and  a 
thoufand  other  her  defences,  which  now  are  too,  top 
flrongly  embattled  againft  me  :  What  fay  you  to't,  fir 
John  ? 

Fal.  Mafter  Brook,  I  will  firft  make  bold  with  your 
money  ;  next,  give  me  your  hand  ;  and  lafl,  as  I  am  ^ 
gentleman,  you  Ihall,  if  you  will,  enjoy  Ford's  wife. 

Ford.  O  good  fir ! 

Fal  Mailer  Brook,  I  fay  you  fhall. 

Ford.  Want  no  money,  fir  John,  you  fliall  want  none.  ' 

Fal,  Want  no  miftrefs  Ford,  mafter  Brook,  you  fhall 
want  none.  I  fhall  be  with  her  (I  may  tell  you)  by  her 
own  appointment ;  even  as  you  came  in  to  me,  her  af- 
fiftanf,  or  go-between,  parted  from  me  :  I  fay,  I  fhall  bq 
with  her  between  ten  and  eleven  ;  for  at  that  time  the 
jealous  rafcally  knave,  her  hufband,  will  be  forth.  Come 
you  to  me  at  night ;  you  fhall  know  how  I  fpeed. 

Ford.  I  am  bleft  in  your  acquaintance.  Do  you  know 
Ford,  fir  ? 

Fal.  Hang  him,  poor  cuckoldly  knave !  I  know  him 
not  :^-yet  I  wrong  him  to  call  him  poor ;  they  fay,  the 
jealous  wittolly  knave  hath  maftes  of  money  ;  for  the 
which  his  wife  feems  to  me  well-favour'd.  I  will  ufe  her 
as  the  key  of  the  cuckoldly  rogue's  cofJer  j  and  there's  my 
ifiarveft-home. 

Ford. 
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Ford.  I  would  you  knew  Ford,  fir  j  that  you  riiight 
a^oid  him  if  you  faw  him. 

Fal.  Hang  him,  mechanical  falt-butter  rogue!  I  will 
fjare  him  out  of  his  wits  ;  I  will  awe  him  with  my  cudgel; 
it  fhall  hang  like  a  meteor  o'er  the  cuckold's  horns  :  maf- 
ter  Brook,  thou  llialt  know  1  will  predominate  over  the 
peafant,  and  thou  Ihalt  lie  with  his  wife. — Come  to  me 
ibon  at  night : — Ford's  a  knave,  and  I  will  aggravate  his 
flyle  ;  thou,  mafter  Brook,  (halt  know  him  for  knave  and 
cuckold  : — come  to  me  foon  at  night.  S^Exit, 

Ford.  What  a  damn'd  Epicurean  rafcal  is  this! — My 
heart  is  ready  to  crack  with  impatience. — Who  fays,  this 
is  improvident  jealoufy ;  my  wife  hath  fent  to  him,  the 
hour  is  fix'd,  the  match  is  made:  Would  any  man  have 
thought  this  ? — See  the  hell  of  having  a  falfe  woman  !  my 
bed  (hall  be  abus'd,  my  coffers  ranfackM,  my  reputation 
gnawn  at ;  and  I  fhall  not  only  receive  this  villainous 
wrong,  but  ftand  under  the  adoption  of  abominable  terms, 
and  by  him  that  does  me  this  wrong.  Terms!  names! 
. — Amaimon  founds  well ;  Lucifer,  well ;  Barbafon,  well ; 
yet  they  are  devils'  additions,  the  names  of  fiends  :  but 
cuckold !  wittol !  cuckold !  the  devil  himfelf  hath  not 
fuch  a  name..  Page  is  an  afs,  a  fecure  afs  ;  he  will  truft 
his  wife,  he  will  not  be  jealous  :  I  will  rather  trufta  Fle- 
ming with  my  butter,  parfon  Hugh  the  Welchman  with 
my  cheefe,  an  Irifhman  with  my  aqua-vits  bottle,  or  a 
"thief  to  walk  my  ambling  gelding,  than  my  wife  with  her- 
felf :  then  (he  plots,  then  Ihe  ruminates,  then  (hedevifes ; 
and  what  they  think  in  their  hearts  they  may  effed,  they 
will  break  their  hearts  but  they  will  effe6l.  Heaven  be 
prais'd  for  my  jealoufy ! — Eleven  o'clock  the  hour  ; — I 
will  prevent  this,  dete<Sl  my  wife,  be  reveng'd  on  Falftaff, 
and  laugh  at  Page  :  I  will  about  it  ; — better  three  hours 
too  foon,  than  a  minute  too  late.  Fie,  fie,  fie  !  cuckold  I 
cuckold  I  cuckold  1  •  S^Exit. 

SCENE     HI.     mndJor-Parh 
Enter  Caius  and  Rugby. 
Cams.  Jack  Rugby  ! 
R.ng,  Sin 

Caius» 
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Caius.  Vat  is  de  clock,  Jack  ? 

Rug.  'Tis  pail  the  hour,  fir,  that  fir  Hugh  promised  t# 
meet. 

Caius.  By  gar,  he  has  fave  his  foul  dat  he  is  no  come  ; 
he  has  pray  his  Pible  veil,  dat  he  is  no  come:  by  gar. 
Jack  Rugby,  he  is  dead  already,  if  he  be  come. 

Rug.  He  is  wife,  fir  ;  he  knew  your  worfhip  would 
^ill  him  if  became. 

Caius.  By  gar,  de  herring  is  no  dead,  fo  as  I  vill  kill 
him.  Take  your  rapier.  Jack  ^  I  vill  tell  you  how  I  viU 
kill  him. 

Rug.  Alas,  fir,  I  cannot  fence, 

Caius.  Villain-a,  take  your  rapier* 

Rug.  Forbear ;  here's  company. 

Enter  Hpjly  Shallow,  Slender,  and  Page. 

E^ft.  'Blefs  thee,  bully  dodor. 

Shal.  'Save  you,  mafter  do6tor  Caius. 

Page.  Now,  good  mailer  do6tor! 

8len.  Give  you  good-morrow,  fir. 

Caius,  Vat  be  all  you,  one,  two,  tree,  four,  come  for  ? 

Mojl.  To  fee  thee  fights  to  fee  thee  foin,  to  fee  thee 
traverfe,  to  fee  thee  here,  to  fee  thee  there  ;  to  fee  thee 
pafs  thy  punto,  thy  (lock,  thy  reverfe,  thy  diftance,  thy 
montant.  Is  he  dead,  my  Ethiopian  ?  is  he  dead,  my 
Francifco  r  ha,  bully !  What  fays  my  ^fculapius  ?  my 
Galen  ?  my  heart  of  elder  r  ha !  is  he  dead,  bully  Stale  ? 
is  he  dead  ? 

Caius.  By  gar,  he  is  de  coward  jack  prieft  of  the  vorld  i 
he  is  not  (hew  his  face. 

Hofi.  Thou  art  a  Caftalian  king.  Urinal !  He6l:or  of 
Greece,  my  boy ! 

Caius.  I  pray  you  bear  vitnefs  that  me  have  (lay  fix  or 
feven,  two,  tree  hours  for  him,  and  he  is  no  come. 

Shal.  He  is  the  wifer  man,  mafter  dodor  :  he  is  a  curcr 
of  fouls,  and  you  a  curer  of  bodies  ;  if  you  fhould  fight, 
you  go  againft  the  hair  of  your  profeffions  :  is  it  not  true, 
mafter  Page? 

Page.  Mafter  Shallow,  you  have  yourfelf  been  a  great 
fighter,  though  now  a  man  of  peace. 

ShaU 
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Shat.  Body-kins,  mafter  Page,  though  I  now  be  old,  and 
of  the  peace,  if  I  fee  a  fword  out,  my  finger  itches  to 
make  one  :  though  "vve  are  juftices,  and  dodors,  and 
churchmen,  mafter  Page,  we  have  fome  fait  of  our  youth 
in  us ;  we  are  the  fons  of  women,  mafter  Page. 

Pag€.   'Tis  true,  mafter  Shallow. 

Shal.  It  will  be  found  fo,  mafter  Page.  Mafter  do6lor 
Caius,  I  am  come  to  fetch  you  home.  I  am  fworn  of 
the  peace  :  you  have  (hewn  yourfelf  a  Vv^ife  phyfician,  and 
fir  Hugh  hath  fhewn  himfelf  a  wife  and  patient  church- 
man :  you  muft  go  with  me,  mafter  dodor. 

Hoji,  Pardon,  gueft  juftice : — A  word,  monfieur  mock- 
water. 

Caius.  Mock-vater !  Vat  is  dat  ? 

Hoft,  Mock-water,  in  our  Englifti  tongue,  is  valour^ 
bully. 

Caius.  By  gar,  then  I  have  as  much  mock-vater  as  de 
Englifhman: — Scurvy-jack -dog-prieft!  by  gar>  me  vill 
cut  his  ears. 

Hoji.  He  will  clapper-claw  thee  tightly,  bully. 

Caius.  Clapper-de-claw  !  vat  is  dat  ? 

HoJi.  That  is,  he  will  make  thee  amends. 

Caius.  By  gar,  me  do  look,  he  Ihall  clapper-de-clavT 
me  ;  for,  by  gar,  me  vill  have  it. 

HoJi.  And  I  will  provoke  him  to't,  or  let  him  wag. 

Caius.  Me  tank  you  for  dat. 

Hoji.  And  moreover,  bully, — But  firft,  mafter  gueft, 
and  mafter  Page,  and  eke  cavalero  Slender,  go  you  through 
the  town  to  Frogmore.  [4A^^  ^^  them. 

Page.  Sir  Hugh  is  there,  Is  he? 

HoJi.  He  is  there  :  fee  what  hurnour  he  is  in ;  and  I 
will  bring  the  do6lor  about  the  fields  ;  will  it  do  well  r 

Shah   We  will  do  it. 

All.  Adieu,  good  mafter  dodor. 

\_Exeunt  Page,  Shallow, /7w^  Slender. 

Caius.  By  gar,  me  vill  kill  de  prieft  ;  for  he  fpeak  for  a 
jack-an-ape  to  Anne  Page. 

Hoft.  Let  him  die  :  but,  firft,  fheath  thy  impatience  ; 
throw  cold  water  on  thy  choler :  go  about  the  fields  with 
^e  through  Frogmore  ,  I  will  bring  thee  where  miftrefs 

Anne 
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Anne  Page  is,  at  a  farm-houfe  a  feafting  ;  and  thou  Ihall 
woo  her  :  Cry'd  game,  faid  I  well  ? 

Cuius,  By  gar,  me  tank  you  for  dat :  by  gar,  I  love 
you  ;  and  I  fhail  procure-a  you  de  good  guefl,  de  earl,  de 
knight,  de  lords,  de  gentlemen,  my  patients. 

Hoji.  For  the  which  I  will  be  thy  adverfary  toward 
Anne  Page  ;  faid  I  well  r 

Caius,  By  gar,  'tis  good ;  veil  faid. 

HoJi.  Let  us  wag  then. 

Caius.  Come  at  my  heels.  Jack  Rugby,  \_Exeunt. 


ACT      III. 

SCENE     I.     Frogmore. 
Enter  Evans  and  Simple. 

Evans, 
I  PRAY  you  now,  good  mafter  Slender'sferving-man,  and 
friend  Simple  by  your  name,  which  way  have  you  looked 
for  mafter  Caius,  that  calls  himfelf  Do£lor  of  PhyftckP 

,  Simp.  Marry,  fir,  the  Pitty-wary,  the  Park-ward,  every 
way ;  old  Windfor  way^,  and  every  way  but  the  town 
way. 

Eva.  I  moft  fehemently  defire  you,  you  will  alfo  lool^ 
t]iat  way. 

Simp.  I  will,  fir. 

Eva,  'Plefs  my  foul!  how  full  of  cholers  J  am,  and 
trempling  of  mind!  I  fhall  be  glad  if  he  have  deceive  me: 
how  melancholies  I  am! — I  will  knog  his  urinals  about 
his  knave's  coftard,  when  I  have  good  opportunities  for  the 
'prk  j — 'plefs  my  foul !  [*^^^^.^» 

By  fldollow  rivers,  to  who fe  falls 
Melodious  birds  fin g  madrigals  ; 
There  will  we  make  our  peds  of  rofes. 
And  a  ihouf and  vagrant  pojies. 
By  jh  allow ^ 

'Merc)if 
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*Mercy  on  me !  I  have  a  great  dlfpofitions  to  cry. 

Melodious  birds  fing  madrigals  \ 

JVhen  as  I  fat  in  Babylon 

And  a  thoujand  vagrant  poftes, 
Byfliaihw 

Simp.  Yonder  he  is  coming  this  way,  fir  Hugh. 
Eva.  He's  welcome: 

By  Jhallow  rivers,  to  whoje  falls — 

Heaven  profper  the  right !— What  weapons  is  he  ? 

Simp.' No  weapons,  fir:  There  comes  my  mafter, 
mafter  Shallow,  and  another  gentleman  from  Frogmore, 
over  the  ftile,  this  way. 

Eva.  Pray  you,  give  me  my  gown  ;  or  clfe  keep  it  in 
your  arms. 

Enter  Page,  Shallow,  and  Slender. 

Shal.  How  now,  mafter  parfon  ?  Good-morrow,  good 
fir  Hugh.  Keep  a  gamefter  from  the  dice,  and  a  good 
ftudent  from  his  book,  and  it  is  wonderful. 

Slen.  Ah  fweet  Anne  Page! 

Fage.  Save  you,  good  fir  Hugh! 

Eva.  'Plefs  you  from  his  mercy  fake,  all  of  you  ! 

Shal.  What !  the  fword  and  the  Word  !  do  you  ftudy 
them  both,  mafter  parfon  ? 

Page.  And  youthful  ftill,  in  your  doublet  and  hofe,  this 
raw  rheumatic  day  ? 

Eva.  There  is  reafons  and  caufes  for  it. 

Page.  We  are  come  to  you  to  do  a  good  office,  mafter 
parl'oa. 

Eva.  Fery  well  :  What  is  it  ? 

Page.  Yonder  is  a  moft  reverend  gentleman,  who,  be- 
like, having  receiv'd  wrong  by  fome  perfon,  is  at  moft: 
odds  With  his  own  gravity  and  patience,  that  ever  you 
faw. 

Shal.  I  have  liv'd  fourfcore  years,  and  upward  ;  I  never 
heard  a  man  of  his  place,  gravity,  and  learning,  fo  wide 
of  his  own  refpe£l. 

Eva.  What  is  he  ^ 

Page. 
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Page.  I  think  you  know  him  \  mafkr  do£lor  Caiiis, 
the  renowned  French  phyfician, 

Eva.  Got's  will,  and  his  paffion  o'  my  heart !  I  had  as 
lief  you  would  tell  me  of  a  mefs  of  porridge. 

Page.  Why? 

Eva.  He  has  no  more  knowledge  in  Hibocrates  and 
Galen, — arid  he  is  a  knave  befides  ;  a  cowardly  knave,  as 
you  would  defires  to  be  acquainted  withal. 

Page.  I  warrant  you,  he's  the  rrian  fhould  fight  with 
him. 

Slen,  O,  fweet  Anne  Page ! 

Enfer  Ho/if  Caius,  and  Rugby, 

ShaJ.  It  appears  fo  by  his  weapons  : — Keep  them  afuri- 
«Jer ; — here  comes  do<3:or  Caius. 

Page.  Nay,  good  mafter  parfon,  keep  in  your  weapon, 

Shal.  So  do  you,  good  mafter  do(!:lor. 

Hoft.  Difarm  them,  and  let  them  queftion  j  let  thera 
keep  their  limbs  whole,  and  hack  our  Englifli. 

Caius.  I  pray  you,  let-a  me  fpeak  a  vord  vit  your  ear  : 
Vereforevill  you  not  meet-a  me? 

Eva.  Pray  you,  ufe  your  patience :   In  good  time. 

Caius.  By  gar,  you  are  de  coward,  de  Jack  dog,  John 
ape. 

Eva,  Pray  you,  let  us  not  be  laughing-ftogs  to  other 
men's  humours  ;  I  defire  you  in  friendfhip,  and  will  one 
way  or  other  make  you  amends  : — I  will  knog  your  uri- 
nals about  your  knave's  cogs-combs,  for  miiling  your 
meetings  and  appointments. 

Caius,  Diable! — Jack  Rugby, — mine  Hoji  de  Jarterre, 
have  I  not  ftay  for  him,  to  kill  him  ?  have  I  not,  at  de 
place  I  did  appoint? 

Eva.  As  I  am  a  Chriftians  foul,  now,  look  you,  this 
is  the  place  appointed  ;  I'll  be  judgment  by  mine  hoft  of 
the  Garter. 

Hoft.  Peace,  I  fay,  Gallia  and  Gaul,  French  and  Welch, 
foul-curer  and  body-curer. 

Caius.  Ay,  dat  is  very  good  !  excellent ! 

Hoji.  Peace,  I  fay  ;  hear  mine  hoft  of  the  Garter. 
Am   I    politic  ?    am  I  fubtle  ?  am  I  Machiavel  ?   Shall 

I  lofo 
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I  lofe  my  do6tor  ?  no ;  he  gives  me  the  potions  and  the 
motions.  Shall  I  lofe  my  parfon  ?  my  prieft?  my  Ik 
Hugh  ?  no  ;  he  gives  me  the  pro-verbs  and  the  no-verbs. 
— Give  me  thy  hand,  terreftrial ;  fo  : — Give  me  thy  hand, 
celeflial  ;  fo. — Boys  of  art,  I  have  deceived  you  both ;  I 
have  directed  you  to  wrong  places  :  your  hearts  are  mighty, 
your  fkins  are  whole,  and  let  burnt  fack  be  the  iifue-. — 
Come,  lay  their  fvvords  to  pawn  :  Follow  me,  lad  of 
peace  ;  follow,  follow,  follow. 

Sha/,  Truft  me,  a  mad  hoft. — Follow,  gentlemen,  fol- 
low, 

SUfi.  O,  fvv^eet  Anne  Page ! 

[^Exeunt  Shal.  Slen.  Page,  and  Hojl, 

Caius,  Ha  !  do  I  perceive  dat  r  liave  you  make-a  d<; 
fot  of  us  r  ha,  ha  ! 

Eva.  This  is  well  ;  he  has  made  us  his  vlouting-flog, 
— I  defire  you,  that  we  may  be  friends  ;  and  let  us  knog 
our  prains  together,  to  be  revenge  on  this  fame  fcald, 
fcurvy,  cogging  companion,  the  hoft  of  the  Garter. 

Caiuf.  By  gar,  vit  all  my  heart ;  he  promife  to  bring 
me  vere  is  Anne  Page  ;  by  gar,  he  deceive  me  too. 

Eva.  Well,    I   will  fmite  his  noddles  ; Pray  you 

follow. 


SCENE     II.     The  Street  in  JVindJor, 
Enter  Mijlrejs  Page  and  Robin, 

Mrs.  page.  Nay,  keep  your  w^ay,  little  gallant  ;  you 
were  wont  to  be  a  follower,  but  now  you  are  a  leader : 
Whether  had  you  rather  lead  mine  eyes,  or  eye  your  maf- 
ter's  heels  ? 

Rob.  I  had  rather,  forfooth,  go  before  you  like  a  mau, 
than  follow  him  like  a  dwarf. 

Mrs.  Page.  O,  you  are  a  flattering  boy  ;  now,  I  fee, 
you'll  be  a  courtier. 

Enter  FoRD. 
p§rd.  Well  met,  mifkef^  Page  :  Whither  go  you 
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Mrs.  Page,  Tl-uly,  fir,  to  fee  your  wife :  Is  fhe  at 
home? 

Ford.  Ay :  and  as  idle  as  fhe  may  hang  together,  for 
want  of  company  :  I  .think,  if  your  hulband^  were  dead,» 
you  two  would  marry. 

Mrs.  Page.  Be  fure  of  that, — two  other  hufbands. 

Pord.  Where  had  you  this  pretty  weather-cock  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  I  cannot  tell  what  the  dickens  his  name  is 
my  hufband  had  him  of :  What  do  you  call  your  knight's 
name,  firrah  ? 

Rob.  Sir  John  Famaff. 

Ford,  Sir  John  FalflatF! 

Mrs.  Page,  He,  he  ;  I  can  never  hit  on's  name.  There 
is  fuch  a  league  between  my  good  man  and  he ! — Is  your 
wife  at  home,  indeed  ? 

Ford.  Indeed,  fhe  is. 

Mrs,  Page.  By  your  leave,  fir ; — I  am  fick  'till  I  fe-e 
her;  \^Exeiwt  Mrs.?  AGE  and  KoBi}^, 

Ford.  Has  Page  any  brains  ?  hath  he  any  eyes  ?  hath 
he  any  thinking  ?  fure  they  fleep  ^  he  hath  no  ufe  of  them. 
Why,  this  boy  will  carry  a  letter  twenty  miles,  as  eafy  as 
a  cannon  will  fhoot  point  blank  twelve  fcorCi  He  pieces 
out  his  wife's  inclination  ;  he  gives  her  folly  motion  and 
advantage  \  and  now  flue's  going  to  my  wqfe,  and  FalftafF's 
boy  with  her.     A   man    may  hear  this  fhower  fmg  in 

the  wind  ! — and  FalftafF's  boy  with  her  ! Good  plots  ! 

— they  are  laid  ;  and  our  revolted  wives  fhare  damnation 
together.  Well ;  I  will  take  him,  then  torture  my  wife, 
pluck  the  borrow'd  veil  of  modefly  from  the  fo  feeming 
miftrefs  Page,  divulge  Page  himfelf  for  a  fecure  and  wil- 
ful Adason  ;  and  to  thefe  violent  proceedings  all  my 
neighbours  fhall  cry  aim.  The  clock  gives  me  my  cue, 
andmy  aflurance  bids  me  fearch  ;  there  I  fhall  find  Fal- 
ftaff :  I  fhall  be  rather  prais  d  for  this,  than  mock'd  ;  for 
it  is  as  pofitive  as  the  earth  is  firm,  that  FalflafFis  there  : 
I  will  go. 

Enter  Page,  Shallow,  Slender,  //*/?,  Evans,  and 
Caius. 

5/fl/.  P^^^,  ^f.  Well  met,  mafter  Ford. 

FQrdi. 
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Tord.  Truft  me,  a  good  knot :  I  haVe  good  cheet  at 
Iionie ;  and,  I  pray  you,  all  go  with  me. 

Shal,  I  muft  excufe  myfelf,  maftcr  Ford. 

Sleti.  And  fo  muft  I,  lir  ;  we  have  appointed  to  dine 
with  miflrefs  Anne,  and  I  would  not  break  with  her  for 
more  money  than  I'll  fpeak  of. 

ShaJ.  We  have  linger'd  about  a  match  between  Anne 
Page  and  my  coufm  Slender,  and  this  diy  vv^e  fhall  have 
OUT  anfvver. 

Slen,  I  hope  I  have  your  good-will,  fa  the'*  Page. 

Page,  You  have,  mafter  Slender ;  I  Itanct  wholly  for 
you : — but  my  wife,  mafter  do6lor,  is  for  you  altogether. 

Cuius,  Ay,  by  gar  ;  and  de  m.aid  is  love-a  me^  my 
nurfti-a  Qi^iickly  tell  me  fo  mufti. 

Hoji,  What  fay  you  to  young  mafter  Fenton  ?  he  ca- 
pers, he  dances,  he  has  eyes  of  youth,  he  writes  verfes,  he 
fpeaks  holy-day,  he  fmells  April  and  May  :  he  will  carry't^ 
he  will  carry 't ;  'tis  in  his  buttons  ;   he  will  carry  t. 

Page,  Not  by  my  confent,  I  promife  you.  The  gentle- 
man is  of  no  having :  he  kept  company  with  the 
wild  prince  and  Poins  ;  he  is  of  too  high  a  region,  he 
knows  too  much.  ^To,  he  Ihall  not  knit  a  knot  in  his 
fortunes  with  the  finger  of  my  fubftance:  if  he  take  her; 
let  him  take  her  fimply  ;  the  wealth  I  have  waits  on  my 
confent,  and  my  confent  goes  not  that  way. 

Ford.  I  befeech  you,  heartily,  fome  of  you  go  home 
with  me  to  dinner:  befides  your  cheer,  you  ftiall  have 
fport ;  I  will  ftiew  you  a  monfter. — Mafter  do6tor,  yoii 
fhall  go  ;— fo  ftiall  you,  mafter  Page  ; — and  you,  fir  Hugh. 

Shah  Well,  fare  you  well: — we  ftiall  have  the  freer 
wooing  at  mafter  Page's. 

Caius.  Go  home,  John  Rugby  ;  I  come  anon. 

Hofl.  Farewell,  my  hearts  :  I  will  to  my  honeft  knight 
Falftaff,  and  drink  canary  with  him. 

Ford,  [Afide.']  I  think  I  ftiall  drink  in  pipe-wine  firft 
with  him  ;  Fll  make  him  dance.     Will  you  go,  gentles  ? 

^U.  Have  with  you>  to  fee  this  monfter. 
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SCENE    III.    FordV  Houfe. 
Enter  Mrs.  Ford,  Mr.  Page,  and  Servants  with  a  Bafieii 

Mrs.  Ford.  What,  John  !  what,  Robert! 

Mrs,  Page.  Qi_iickly,  quickly  ;  is  the  buck-baflcet — 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  warrant : What,  Robin,  I  fay. 

Mrs.  Page.  Come,  come,  come. 

Mrs.  Ford.   Here,  fet  it  down. 

Mrs.  Page.  Give  your  men  the  charge ;  we  mufl  be 
brief. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Marry,  as  I  told  you  before,  John  and 
Robert,  be  ready  here  hard  by  in  the  brew-houfe  ;  and 
when  I  fuddenly  call  on  you,  come  forth,  and  (without 
any  paufe  or  ftaggering)  take  this  baiketonyour  fhoulders: 
that  done,  trudge  with  it  in  all  hafte,  and  carry  it  among 
the  whitflers  in  Datchet  mead,  and  there  empty  it  in  the 
muddy  ditch,  clofe  by  the  Thames  fide. 

Mrs.  Page.  You  will  do  it  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  have  told  them  over  and  over;  they  lack 
no  diredlion  :  Be  gone,  and  come  when  you  are  call'd. 

\_Exeunt  Servants. 

jkfri.  P^^^.  Here  comes  little  Robin. 

Enter  Robin. 

Mrs.  Ford.  How  now,  my  eyas-mufket  I  what  news 
with  you  ? 

Rob.  My  mafter,  fir  John,  is  come  in  at  your  back- 
door, miftrefs  Ford  ;  and  requefts  your  company. 

Mrs.  Page.  You  little  Jack-a-lent,  have  you  been  true 
to  us  ? 

Rob.  Ay,  I'll  be  fworn :  My  mafter  knows  not  of 
your  being  here  ;  and  hath  threaten'd  to  put  me  into  ever- 
lading  liberty  if  I  tell  you  of  it ;  for,  he  fwears,  he'll  turn 
me  away, 

Mrs.  Page.  Thou'rt  a  good  boy  ;  this  fecrecy  of  thine 
fliall  be  a  tailor  to  thee,  and  ihall  make  thee  a  new  doublet 
and  hofe.= — I'll  go  hide  me. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Do  fo : — Go  tell  thy  mafler  I  am  alone, 
Miftrefs  Page,  remember  you  your  cue.       [Exit  Robin. 

Mn. 


MERRY  WIVES  OF  WINDSOR.         41 

Mrs.  Page,  I  warrant  thee  ;  if  I  do  not  afl  it,  hifs  me. 

\_Exit  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs  Ford.  Go  to  then  ; — we'll  ufe  this  unwholefome 
humidity,  this  grofs  watry  pumpion  j — we'll  teacn  him 
to  know  turtles  from  jays. 

Enter  Falstaj??. 

Fal.  Have  I  caught  tiiee,  my  heavenly  jewel!  Why,  now 
let  m.e  die,  for  I  have  liv'd  long  enough  ;  this  is  the  pe- 
riod of  my  ambition:  O  this  blelfed  hour! 

Mrs.  Ford.  O  fweet  fir  John  ! 

Fal.  Miitrefs  Ford,  I  cannot  cog,  I  cannot  prate,  mif- 
trefs  Forti.  Now  (liall  I  lin  in  my  wifh  :  I  would  thy 
hufband  w^ere  dead  ;  Til  fpeak  it  before  the  bell  lord,  I 
would  make  thee  my  lady. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  your  lady,  fir  John !  alas,  I  fhould  be  a 
pitiful  lady. 

Fal.  Let  the  court  of  France  fhew  me  fuch  another ; 
I  fee  how  thine  eye  would  emulate  the- diamond  :  Thou 
had  the  right  arched  bent  of  the  brow,  that  becomes  the 
fhip-tire,  the  tire-valiant,  or  any  tire  of  Venetian  ad- 
mittance. 

Mrs.  Ford.  A  plain  kerchief,  fir  John :  my  brows  be- 
come nothing  elfe,  nor  that  well  neither. 

Fal.  Thou  art  a  traitor  to  fay  fo :  thou  w^ould'ft  make 
an  abfolute  courtier ;  and  the  firm  fixture  of  thy  foot 
would  give  an  excellent  motion  to  thy  gait,  in  a  femi-cir- 
cled  farthingale.  I  fee  what  thou  wert,  if  fortune  thy  foe 
•were  not ;  nature  is  thy  friend  :  Come/  thou  canft  not 
hide  it. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Believe  me,  there  is  no  fuch  thing  in  me. 

Fal.  What  made  me  love  thee  ?  let  that  perfuade  thee, 
there's  fomething  extraordinary  in  thee.  Come,  I  cannot 
cog,  and  fay,  thou  art  this  and  that,  like  a  many  of  thefe 
lifping  hawthorn  buds,  that  come  like  women  in  men's 
apparel,  and  fmell  like  Bucklers-bury  in  fimple-time  ; 
I  cannot :  but  I  love  thee  ;  none  but  thee ;  and  thou  de- 
fer veft  it. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Do  not  betray  me,  fir ;  I  fear  you  love 
fliiftrefs  Page, 

D2  FciU 
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FaL  Thou  might'ft  as  well  fay,  I  love  to  walk  by  the 
Counter-gate  ;  which  is  as  hateful  to  me  as  the  reek  of  a 
lime-kiln. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Well,  heaven  knows  how  I  love  you  ;  ancj 
you  (hall  one  day  find  it. 

FaL  Keep  in  that  mind  ;  I'll  deferve  it, 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  I  muft  tell  you,  fo  }0U  do  ;  or  clfe  I 
could  not  be  in  that  mind. 

Rob.  [Within.']  Miftrefs  Ford,  miflrefs  Ford!  here's 
^lift ref§.  Page  at  the  door,  fweating,  and  blowing,  and 
looking  wildly,  and  would  needs  fpeak  with  youprefently» 

Fal.  She  fliall  not  fee  me  ;  I  will  enfconce  me  behind 
the  arras. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Pray  you,  do  fo  ;  fhe's  a  very  tattling  wo« 
man. [Falstaff  hides  himjelf. 

Enter  Mijirefs  Page. 

What's  the  matter  ?  how  now  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  O  miftrefs  Ford,  what  have  you  done? 
you're  fliam'd,  you  are  overthrown,  you  are  undone  fo;; 
ever. 

Mrs.  Ford,  What's  the  matter,  good  miftrefs  Page  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  O  well-a-day,  miltrefs  Ford!  having  an 
honeft  man  to  your  hufband,  to  giye  hii:?i  fuch  caufe  o{ 
fufpicion ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  caufe  of  fufpicion  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  What  caufe  of  fufpicion? — Out  upon  you  J 
— ^how  am  1  miftook  in  you  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  alas!  what's  the  matter? 

Mrs.  Page.  Your  hufband's  coming  hither,  woman, 
with  all  the  officers  in  Windfor,  to  fearch  for  a  gentle- 
man, that,  he  fays,  is  here  now  in  the  houfe,  by  your  con- 
fent,  to  take  an  ill  advantage  of  his  ab fence  :  You  are  un- 
done. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Speak  louder. — [^Aftde.]  'Tis  not  fo,  I 
hope. 

Mrs.  Page.  Pray  heaven  it  l)e  not  fo,  that  you  have  fuch 

a  man  here :  but  'tis  moft  certain  your  hufband's  coming 

with  half  Windfor  at  his  heels,  to  fearch  for  fuch  a  one. 

^  I  come  before  to  tell  you:  If  you  knovy  yourfelf  clear, 

why 
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why  I  am  glad  of  it  :  but  if  you  have  a  friend  here,  con- 
vey, convey  him  out.  Be  not  amaz'd ;  call  all  your  fenfes 
to  you  ;  defend  your  reputation,  or  bid  farewell  to  your 
good  life  for  ever. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What  fh^ll  I  do  ? — There  is  a  gentleman, 
my  dear  friend  ;  and  I  fear  not  mine  own  fhame,  fo  much 
as  his  peril  :  I  had  rather  than  a  thoufand  pound  he  were 
out  of  the  houfe. 

Mrs.  Page.  For  fhame,  never  ftand  you  had  rather ^  and 
you  had  rather  ;  your  hufband's  here  at  hand,  bethink  you 
of  fome  conveyance:  in  the  houfe  you  cannot  hide  him. — ■ 
Oh,  how  have  you  deceived  me!— Look,  here  is  a  bafket; 
if  he  be  of  any  reafonable  ftature,  he  may  creep  in  here  - 
and  throw  foul  linen  upon  him,  as  if  it  were  going  to 
bucking :  Or,  it  is  whiting-time,  fend  him  by  your  two 
nien  to  Datchet  mead. 

Mrs.  Ford.  He's  too  big  to  go  in  there ;  What  IhaH 
I  do? 

Re-enter  Falstaff, 

Tal.  Let  me  fee't,  let  me  fee't !  O  let  me  fee't !  I'll  in, 
I'll  in  ^—follow  your  friend's  counfel ; — I'll  in. 

Mrs.  Page.  What!  fir  John  Falftaff!  Are  thefe  your 
letters,  knight  ? 

Fah  I  love  thee, — help  me  away :  let  me  creep  in  here ; 

I'll  never 

\He  goes  into   the  Bajhet,  they  cover  him  with  foul 
Linen , 

Mrs.  Page.  Help  to  cover  your  mafter,  boy  ;  Call 
your  men,  miftrefs  Ford  : — You  diffembling  knight ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  What,  John,  Robert,  John!  Go  take  up 
thefe  clothes  here,  quickly  :  Where's  the  cowUftafF?  look, 
how  you  drumble  :  carry  them  to  the  laundrefs  in  Datchet 
xncad ;  quickly,  come. 

Enter  Ford,  Page,  Caius,  and  Sir  Hugh  Evans. 

Ford.  Pray  you,  come  near:  if  I  fufped  without  caufe, 
why  then  make  fport  at  me,  then  let  me  be  your  jeft,  I 
lieferve  it. — How  now  ?  whither  bear  you  this  ? 

Serv.  To  the  laundrefs,  forfooth. 

Mrs, 
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Mrs,  Ford,  Why,  what  have  you  to  do  whither  they 
bear  it  ?  you  were  beft  meddle  with  buck-wafhing. 

Ford.  Buck  !  I  would  I  could  wafh  myfelf  of  the  buck  ( 
Buck,  buck,  buck!  Ay,  buck!  I  warrant  you,  buck! 
and  of  the  feafo:.  too,  it  fhall  appear.  [Exeunt  Servants 
vjith  the  Bajhet.']  Gentlemen,  I  have  dream'd  to-night; 
I'll  tell  you  my  dream.  Here,  here,  here  be  my  keys: 
afcend  my  chambers,  fearch,  feek,  find  out :  III  warrant 
we'll  unkennel  the  fox  : — Let  me  flop  this  way  firll : — 
So,  now  uncape. 

Page.  Good  mafter  Ford,  be  contented:  you  wrong 
yourfelf  too  much. 

Ford.  True,  mafter  Page : — Up,  gentlemen  ;  yon  fhall 
fee  fport  anon  :   follow  me,  gentlemen.  \Exit» 

Eva.  This  is  fery  fantaftical  humours  and  jealoufies. 

Caius.  By  gar,  'tis  no  de  fafhion  of  France  :  it  is  not 
jealous  in  France. 

Page.  Nay,  follow  him,  gentlemen  ;  fee  the  ilTue  of 
his  fearch.  \_Exeunt, 

Mrs.  Page.  Is  there  not  a  double  excellency  in  this  I 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  know  not  which  pleafes  me  better,  that 
my  hufband  is  deceiv'd,  or  fir  John. 

Mrs.  Page..  What  a  taking  was  he  in,  when  your  huf- 
band afk'd  who  was  in  the  bafket ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  am  half  afraid  he  will  have  need  of  wafh- 
ing  \  fo  throwing  him  into  the  water  will  do  him  a  be-, 
nefit. 

Mrs.  Page.  Hang  him,  difhoneft  rafcal !  I  would  all 
of  the  fame  Itrain  were  in  the  fame  diftrefs. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  think  my  hufband  had  fome  fpecial  fuf- 
plcion  of  FalftafF's  being  here;  for  V  never  faw  him  fo 
grofs  in  his  jealoufy  till  now. 

Mrs.  Page.  I  will  lay  a  plot  to  try  that :  And  we 
will  yet  have  more  tricks  with  FalftafF:  his  dilTolute  dif- 
eafe  will  fcarce  obey  this  medicine.    ' 

Mrs.  Ford.  Shall  we  fend  that  foolifh  carrion,  miflrefs 
Qiiickly,  to  him,  and  excufe  his  throwing  into  the  water  5 
and  give  him  another  hope,  to  betray  him  to  another  pu- 
nifhment.^ 

Mn% 
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Mrs  Page.  We'll  do  it ;  let  him  be  fent  for  to-morrow 
br  eight  o'clock,  to  have  amends. 

Re-enter  Ford,  Page,  atjd  the  rcj}  at  a  Dijlance. 

ford.  I  cannot  find  him  :  may  be  the  knave  bragg'd  of 
that  he  could  not  compafs. 

Mrs,  Page.  Heard  you  that  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  I,  I  ;  peace! You  ufe  me  well,  mafter 

Ford,  do  you? 

Ford.  Ay,  I  do  fo. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heaven  make  you  better  than  your  thoughts! 

Ford.  Amen. 

Mrs.  Page.  You  do  yourfelf  mighty  wrong,  mafter 
Ford. 

Ford.  Ay,  ay ;  I  mufl:  bear  it. 

Eva.  If  there  be  any  pody  in  the  houfe,  and  in  the 
chambers,  and  in  the  coffers,  and  in  the  preffes,  heaven 
forgive  my  fins  at  the  day  of  judgment ! 

Caius.  By  gar,  nor  I  too ;  dere  is  no  bodies. 

Page.  Fie,  fie,  mafter  Ford!  are  you  not  afham'd  ? 
what  rpirit,  what  devil  fuggefts  this  imagination:  I  vs^ould 
not  have  your  diftemper  in  this  kind,  for  the  wealth  of 
Windfor-Caftle. 

Ford.  'Tis  my  fault,  mailer  Page  :  I  fuffer  for  it. 

Eva.  You  fuffer  for  a  pad  confcience:  your  wife  is  as 
honcft  a  *omans,  as  I  will  defires  among  five  thoufand, 
and  five  hundred  too. 

Caius,  By  gar,  I  fee  'tis  an  honeft  woman. 

Ford.  Well  ; — I  promis'd  you  a  dinner  ; — Come, 
come,  walk  in  the  park  ;  I  pray  you,  pardon  me  ;  I  will 
hereafter  make  known  to  you  why  I  have  done  this.  Come, 
wife  ;  come,  miftrefs  Page;  I  pray  you  pardon  me  \  pray- 
heartily  pardon  me. 

Page.  Lti's  go  in,  gentlemen;  but,  truft  me,  we'll 
mock  him.  I  do  invite  you  to-morrow  morning  to  my 
houfe  to  breakfaft;  after,  we'll  a  birdmg  together;  I 
have  a  fine  hawk  for  the  bufh  :  Ihall  it  be  fo  r 

Ford.  Any  thing. 

Eva.  If  there  is  one,  I  fhall  make  two  in  the  company. 

Caius,  If  there  be  or.e  or  two,  I  fhall  make-a  de  turd. 

Eva. 
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Eva.  In  your  teeth  : — for  fhame. 

lord.  Pray  you  go,  mafter  Page. 

Eva.  I  pray  you  now,  remembrance  to-morrow  on  tlie 
loufy  knave,  mine  hod* 

Cuius.  Dat  is  good  ;  by  gar,  vit  all  my  heart. 

Eva,  A  loufy  knave  \  to  have  his  gibes,  and  his  mocke- 
ries. \Exenni, 


SCENE    IV.     Face's  Houfe. 
Enter  Fenton,  and  Mtfirejs  Anne  Page. 

Eeni.  I  fee  I  cannot  get  thy  father's  love ; 
Therefore  no  more  turn  me  to  him,  fweet  Nan. 

Anne.  Alas  !  how  then  ? 

Fent.  Why,  thou  muft  be  thyfelf. 
He  doth  objed  I  am  too  great  of  birth  ; 
And  that,  my  ftate  being  gall' d  with  my  eXpence, 
I  feek  to  heal  it  only  by  his  wealth  : 
Bcfides  thefe,  other  bars  he  lays  before  me,—— 
My  riots  pad,  my  wild  focieties  ; 
And  tells  me,  'tis  a  thing  impoffible 
I  fhould  love  thee,  but  as  a  property. 

Anne.  May  be  he  tells  you  true. 

Fent.  No,  heaven  fo  fpeed  me  in  my  time  to  conjc ! 
Albeit,  I  will  confefs,  thy  father's  wealth 
Was  the  firft  motive  that  I  woo'd  thee,  Anne  : 
Yet,  wooing  thee,  I  found  thee  of  more  value 
Than  (lamps  in  gold,  or  fums  in  fealed  bags ; 
And  'tis  the  very  riches  of  thyfelf 
That  now  I  aim  at. 

^«»f.  Gentle  mafter  Fenton, 
Yet  feek  my  father's  love  ;  ftill  feek  it,  fir : 
If  opportunity  and  humbleft  fuit 

Cannot  attain  it,  why  then, Hark  you  hither. 

[Fenton  and  Mijirefs  Anue go  apart* 

Enter  Shallow,  Slender,  and  Mrs,  Quickly. 

ShaL  Break  their  talk,  miilrefs  Quickly  j  my  kinfmart 
Ihall  fpeak  for  himfelf^ 

Slc?f, 
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Bkn.  VVi  make  a  fhaft  or  a  bolt  on't :  'Aid,  'tis  but 
Venturing. 

Shal.  Be  not  difmay'd. 

Slen.  No,  fhe  fhall  not  difmay  me  :  I  care  not  for 
that, — but  that  I  am  afcard. 

^ic.  Hark  ye,  mafter  Slender  would  fpeak  a  word 
with  you. 

Anne.  I  come  to  him. — This  is  my  father's  choice. 
O,  what  a  world  of  vile  ill-favour'd  faults 
Look  handfome  in  three  hundred  pounds  a-year !     \_Afide^ 

^ic,  And  how  does  good  mailer  Fenton  ?  Pray  you, 
a  word  with  you. 

Shal,  She's  coming  ;  to  her,  coz.  O  boy,  thou  had'fl 
a  father ! 

Slen.  I  had  a  father,  miflrefs  Anne  ; — my  uncle  can  tell 
you  good  j efts  of  him: — Pray  you,  uncle,  tell  miftrefs 
Anne  the  jeft,  how  my  father  ftole  two  geefe  out  of  a  pen, 
good  uncle. 

Shal.  Miftrefs  Anne,  my  coufm  loves  you. 

Slen.  Ay,  that  I  do  i  as  well  as  I  love  any  woman  in 
Glocefterfhire. 

Shal.  He  will  maintain  you  like  a  gentlewoman. 

Slen.  Ay,  that  I  will,  come  cut  and  long  tail,  under  the 
degree  of  a  Tquire. 

Shah  He  will  make  you  a  hundred  and  fifty  pounds 
jointure. 

Anne.  Good  mafter  Shallow,  let  him  woo  for  himfelf. 

Shal.  Marry,  I  thank  you  for  it  ;  I  thank  you  for  that 
— good  comfort.     She  calls  you,  coz  j  I'll  leave  you. 

Anne.  Now,  mafter  Slender, 

Slen.  Now,  good  miftrefs  Anne. 

Anne.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Slen.  My  will  ?  od's  heartlings,  that's  a  pretty  jeft,  in- 
deed !  I  ne'er  made  my  will  yet,  I  thank  heaven ;  I  am 
not  fuch  a  fickly  creature,  I  give  heaven  praife. 

Anne.  I  mean,  mafter  Slender,  what  would  you  with 
me? 

Slen.  Truly,  for  mine  own  part,  I  would  little  or  no- 
thing with  you  :  Your  father  and  my  uncle  have  made 
motions  ;  if  it  be  my  luck,  fo  ;  if  not,  happy  man  be  hi? 

E  dole! 
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dole  !  They  can  tell  you  how  things  go,  better  than  I  can: 
You  may  afk  your  father ;  here  he  comes. 

Enter  Page  and  Mtjlrejs  Page. 

page    Now,    mafter   Slender: — Love  him,    daughter 

Anne. 

Why,  how  now  !  what  does  mafter  Fertton  here? 
You  wrong  me,  fir,  thus  ftill  to  haunt  my  hoiife  : 
I  told  you,  fir,  my  daughter  is  difpos'd  of, 

Fent,  Nay,  mafter  Page,  be  not  impatient. 

Mrs,  page.  Good  mafter  Fenton,  come  not  to  my  child. 

Page.  She  is  no  match  for  you. 

Fent,  Sir,  will  you  hear  me  ? 

Page.  No,  good  mafter  Fenton. 
Come,  mafter  Shallow ;— come,  fon  Slender ;  in : — 
Knowing  my  mind,  you  wrong  me,  mafter  Fenton. 

\_Exeunt  Page,  Shallow,  and  Slender. 

^lic.  Speak  to  miftrefs  Page. 

Pent.   Good  miftrefs  Page,  for  that  I  love  your  daughter 
In  fuch  a  righteous  fafliion  as  I  do, 
Perforce,  againft  all  checks,  rebukes,  and  manners, 
I  muft  advance  the  colours  of  my  love. 
And  not  retire  :  Let  me  have  your  good  will. 

Anne.  Good  mother,  do  not  marry  me  to  yon*  fool. 

Mrs.  Page.  I  mean  it  not ;  I  feek  you  a  better  huf- 
band. 

^ic.  That's  my  mafter,  mafter  do6lor. 

Anne.  Alas  !  I  had  rather  be  fet  quick  i'  the  earth. 
And  bowl'd  to  death  with  turnips. 

Mrs^  Page.  Come,  trouble  not  yourfelf:  Good  mafter 
Fenton, 
I  will  not  be  your  friend  nor  enemy  : 
My  daughter  will  I  queftion  how  ftie  loves  you. 
And  as  I  find  her,  fo  am  I  affeded  ; 
'Till  then,  farewell,  fir  : — She  muft  needs  go  in. 
Her  father  will  he  angry.       \Ex.  Mr^.  Page  and  Anne. 

Pent.   Farewell,  gentle  miftrefs  ;  farewell,  Nan. 

§j^iic.  This  is  my  doing  now  ; — Nay,  faid  I,  will  you 
caft  away  your  child  on  a  fool,  and  a  phyficran?  Look  on 
mafter  Fenton  : — this  is  my  doing. 
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Pent,  i  thank  thee ;  and  I  pray  thee,  once  to-night 
give  my  fvveet  Nan  this  ring  i  There's  for  thy  pains. 

^uic.  Now  heaven  fend  thee  good  fortune!  A  kind 
heart  he  hath  :  a  woman  would  run  through  fire  and 
water  for  fuch  a  kind  heart.  But  yet,  I  would  my  mafter 
had  miftrefs  Anne  ;  or  I  would  mafter  Slender  had  her ; 
or,  in  footh,  I  would  mafter  Fenton  had  hef :  I  will  do 
what  I  can  for  them  all  three !  for  fo  I  have  promis'd,  and 
I'll  be  as  good  as  my  word;  but  fpecioufly  for  mafter 
Fenton.  Well,  I  muft  of  another  errand  to  Sir  John 
FalftafFfor  my  two  miftrefles :  What  a  beaft  am  I  to  ilack 
it?  [Exiio 


SCENE      V.     The  Garter  Inm 
Enter  Falstaff  ewis/BARDOLPH* 

lEal,  Bardolph,  I  fay. 

Bard,  Here,  fir. 

Fal,  Go  fetch  me  a  quart  of  fack ;  put  a  toaft  in*t* 
\Exit  Bard.]  Have  I  liv'd  to  be  carried  in  a  balket,  like 
a  barrow  of  Dutcher*s  offal  ;  and  to  be  thrown  into  the 
Thames!  Well;  if  I  be  ferv'd  fuch  another  trick,  I'll 
have  my  brains  ta'en  out,  and  butter'd,  and  give  them  to 
a  dog  for  a  new  year's  gift*  The  rogues  flighted  me  into 
the  river  with  as  little  remorfe  as  they  would  have  drown'd 
a  bitch's  blind  puppies,  fifteen  i'  the  litter  ;  and  you  may 
know  by  my  fize,  that  I  have  a  kind  of  alacrity  in  fmking; 
if  the  bottom  were  as  deep  as  hell,  I  (hould  down.  I  had 
been  drown'd,  but  that  the  fhore  was  fhelvy  and  fhallow  : 
a  death  t!iat  I  abhor  ;  for  the  water  fwells  a  man  ;  and 
what  a  thing  fhould  I  have  been,  when  I  had  been  fweU'd! 
I  Ihould  have  been  a  mountain  of  mummy. 

Re-enter  Bardolph,  with  the  W'lne^ 
Now,  is  the  fack  brew'd  ? 

Bard,  Ay,  fir:  there's  a  woman  below  would  fpeak 
with  youi 

E  s  faU 
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FaL  Come,  let  me  pour  in  fome  fack  to  the  Thames 
^vater  ;  for  my  belly's  as  cold,  as  if  I  had  fvvallow'd  fiiow- 
balls  for  pills  to  cool  the  reins.     Call  her  in. 

Bard,  Come  in,  woman. 

Enter  Mijirefs  Quickly. 

J^K/V.  By  your  leave  ; — I  cry  you  mercy: — Give  your 
worlhip  good  morrow. 

Fal.  Take  away  thefe  chalices:  Go  brew  me  a  pottle 
of  fack  finely. 

Bard.   With  eggs,  fir? 

FaL  Simple  of  itfelf;  Tli  no  puUet-fpcxm  in  mr 
brewage. — How  now  ? 

^ic.  Marry,  fir,  I  come  to  your  worfhip  from  mif- 
trefs  Ford, 

FaL  Miftrefs  Ford!  I  have  had  ford  enough:  I  v/as 
thrown  into  the  ford  ;  I  have  m.y  belly- full  of  ford. 

^ic.  Alas  the  day!  good  heart,  that  was  not  her 
fault :  fhc  does  fo  take  on  with  her  men  ;  they  miflook 
their  ere^lion. 

FaL  So  did  I  mine,  to  build  upon  a  foolifh  woman's 
promiife. 

^Lc,  Well,  {he  laments,  fir,  for  it,  that  "it  would  yera 
your  heart  to  fee  it.  Her  hufband  goes  this  morning  a 
birdjng  ;  {he  defires  you  once  m.ore  to  com^e  to  her  be- 
tween eight  and  nine:  I  muft  carry  her  word  quickly  : 
fhe'll make  you  amends,  I  warrant  you. 

FaL  Well,  I  v/iii  vifit  her :  Tell  her  fo  :  and  bid  her 
think  what  a  man  is  :  let  her  confider  his  frailty,  and  then 
judge  of  my  merit. 

^iic,   I  'will  tell  her. 

FaL  Do  fo.     Between  nine  and  ten,  fay 'ft  thou  ? 

^dc.  Eight  and  nine,  fir. 

FaL  Well,  be  gone  :  I  will  not  mifs  her. 

^lic.  Peace  be  with  you,  fir !  {^Exit, 

FaL  I  marvel,  I  hear  not  of  mafter  Brook  ;  he  fent 
me  word  to  ftay  within  :  I  like  his  money  well.  Oh, 
here  he  comes. 

Enter  FoRo. 

Ftrd.  Blcfs  you,  fir! 
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Fal.  Now,  mnfter  Brook  ?  you  conie  to  know  what 
hath  pafs'd  between  me  and  Ford's  wife? 

Ferd.  That,  indeed,  fir  John,  is  my  bufmefs. 

Fid.  Mafter  Brook,  I  v/ill  not  lie  to  you  ;  I  W2^  at 
her  houfe  the  hour  (he  appointed  me. 

Ford.  And  you  fped,  iirr 

Fal.  Very  ill-favour'dly,  mafter  Brook. 

Ford.  How,  fir?   Did  Ihe  change  her  determination? 

Ful.  No,  mafter  Brook  :  but  the  peaking  cornuto  her 
huftjand,  m.aftcr  Brook,  dwelling  in  a  continual  'larum  of 
jealoufy,  comes  me  in  the  inftant  of  our  encounter,  after 
we  had  embraced,  kifs'd,  protefted,  and,  as  it  were,  fpoke 
the  prologue  of  our  comedy ;  and  at  his  heels  a  rabble  of 
•his  companions,  thither  provok'd  and  inftigated  by  his 
diftemper,  and,  forfooth,  to  fearch  his  houfe  for  his  wife's 
love. 

Ford.  What,  while  you  were  there  ? 

Fal.  While  I  was  there. 

Ford.  And  did  he  fearch  for  you,  and  could  not  find 
you  r 

FaJ,  You  fhall  hear.  As  good  luck  would  have  it, 
conaes  in  one  miftrefs  Page  ;  gives  intelligence  of  Ford's 
approach  ;  and,  by  her  invention,  and  Pord's  wife's  dif- 
tradion,they  convey 'd  me  into  a  buck-balket. 

Ford.  A  buck-balket ! 

Fal.  Yea,  a  buck-baflcet :  ramm'd  m.e  in  with  foul 
fhirts  and  fmocks,  focks,  foul  ftockings,  and  greafy  nap- 
kins ;  that,  mafter  Brook,  there  was  the  rankeft  com- 
pound of  villanous  fmell  that  ever  offended  noftril. 

Ford.  And  how  long  lay  you  there  r 

Fal.  Nay,  you  fnall  hear,  mafter  Brook,  what  I  have 
fufter'd  to  bring  this  woman  to  evil,  for  your  good..  Being 
thus  cramm'd  in  the  bafket,  a  couple  of  Ford's  knaves,  his 
hinds,  were  call'd  forth  by  their  miitrefs,  to  carry  me  in 
the  name  of  foul  clothes  to  Datchet-lane  :  they  took  me 
on  their  fhoulders :  met  the  jealous  knave  their  mafter  ia 
the  door ;  who  afl:'d  them  once  or  twice  what  they  had 
in  their  bafl^et  :  I  quak'd  for  fear,  left  the  lunatic  knave 
would  have  fearch'd  it ;  but  fate,  ordaining  he  ftiould  be 
^  cuckold,  held  his  hand.    Well  j  on  went  he  for  a  fearch, 

and 
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jind  away  went  I  for  foul  clothes.  But  mark  the  fequel, 
mafter  Prook  :  I  futFer'd  the  pangs  of  three  feveral  deaths: 
firft,  an  intolerable  fright,  to  be  dete6i:ed  with  a  jealous 
rotten  bell-weather :  next,  to  be  compafs'd,  like  a  good 
bilbo,  in  the  circumference  of  a  peck,  hilt  to  point,  heel 
to  head  :  and  then,  to  be  ftopp'd  in,  like  a  ftrong  dillilla- 
tion,  with  ftinking  clothes  that  fretted  in  their  own  greafe  ; 
think  of  that,-r-a  rpan  of  my  kidney — think  of  that ;  that 
am  as  fubjedl  to  heat  as  butter  ;  a  man  of  continual  diifo- 
lution  and  thaw ;  it  was  a  miracle  to  'fcape  fufFocation, 
And  in  the  height  of  this  bath,  when  I  was  more  than 
half-ftew'd  in  greefe,  like  a  Dutch  difh,  to  be  thrown  into 
the  Thames,  and  cool'd,  glowing  hot,  in  that  furge,  like 
a  horfe-fhoe  ;  think  of  that— rhilfrng  hot — think  of  that, 
mafter  Brook, 

Ford.  In  good  fadnefs,  fir,  I  am  forry  that  for  my  fake 
you  have  fuffer'd  all  this.  My  fuit  is  then  defperate; 
you'll  undertake  her  no  more  ? 

laL  Mafter  Brook,  I  will  be  thrown  into  yf  tna,  as  I 
have  been  into  Thames,  ere  I  will  leave  her  thus.  Her 
hufband  is  this  morning  gone  a  birding :  \  have  received 
from  her  another  embaify  of  meeting;  'twixt  eight  and 
nine  is  the  hour,  mafter  Brook. 

Ford.  Tis  paft  eight  already,  fir. 

Fal,  Is  it?  I  will  then  addrefsme  to  my  appointment, 
Come  to  me  at  your  convenient  leifure,  and  you  {hall 
know  hov/  I  fpeed ;  and  the  conclufion  ftiall  be  crown'd 
with  your  enjoying  her:  Adieu.  You  fhall  have  her, 
mafter  Brook  ;  mafter  3rook,  you  ftiall  cuckold  Ford. 

Ford.  Hum  !  ha  !  is  this  a  vifion  ?  is  this  a  dream  ?  do 
I  fleep  ?  mafter  Ford,  awake  ;  awake,  mafter  Ford  ;  there's 
a  hole  made  in  your  beft  coat,  mafter  Ford.  This  'tis  to  be 
married !  this  'tis  to  have  linen,  and  buck-baftcets  ! — Well, 
I  will  proclaim  myfelf  what  I  am  :  I  will  now  take  the 
lecher  ;  he  is  at  my  houfe,  he  cannot  'fcape  mq  ;  'tis  im- 
poftible  he  fhould ;  he  cannot  creep  into  a  half-penny 
purfe,  nor  intoc  a  pepper-box :  but,  left  the  devil  that 
guides  him  fhould  aid  him,  I  will  fearch  impoftible  places. 

Tj^ough 
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Though  what  I  am  I  cannot  avoid,  yet  to  be  what  I  would 
not,  Ihall  not  make  me  tame:  if  I  have  horns  to  make 
one  mad,  let  the  proverb  go  with  me,  I'll  be  horn-mad. 


ACT    IV. 

SCENE     I.     Face's  Houfe. 

Enter  Mrs.  Page,  Mrs.  Quickly,  and  William, 

Airs.  Page. 
Is  he  at  mafter  Ford's  already,  think'ft  thou  ? 

^lic.  Sure,  he  is  by  this;  or  will  be  prefently;  but 
truly,  he  is  very  courageous  mad,  about  his  throwing  into 
the  water.     Miftrefs  Ford  defires  you  to  come  fuddenly. 

Mrs.  Page.  I'll  be  with  her  by  and  by  ;  Til  but  bring 
my  young  man  here  to  fchool  :  Look,  where  his  mafter 
comes;  'tis  a  playing-day,  I  fee. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans, 

How  nov!s  fir  Hugh  ?  no  fchool  to-day  ? 

Eva.  No  ;  mafter  Slender  is  let  the  boys  leave  to  play. 

^«/V.  BlelTing  of  his  heart ! 

Mrs.  Page.  Sir  Hugh,  my  hufband  fays,  my  fon  profits 
nothing  in  the  world  at  his  book  ;  I  pray  you,  alk  him 
fome  queftions  in  his  accidence. 

Eva.  Come  hither,  William ; — hold  up  your  head  ; 
come^ 

Mrs.  Page.  Come  on,  firrah  ;  hold  up  your  head  ;  an- 
r.vcr  your  mafter,  be  not  afraid. 

Eva.  William,  how  many  numbers  is  in  nouns  ? 

^///.  Two. 

J^w/V.  Truly  I  thought  there  had  Been  one  numbei: 
more;  becaufe  ihey  fay,  od's  nouns. 

Eva.  Peace  your  tatlings.     What  is  fair,  William? 

^FilL  Pukher. 

^ic.  Poukats !  there  are  fairer  thing?  thgn  poulcats. 
Aire. 

Eva, 
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Eva. 

You  are  a  very  fimplicity  'oman ;  I  pray  yoU| 

peace. 

What  is  Lapis,  William  ? 

mil. 

A  flone. 

Eva. 

And  what  is  a  ftone,  William  ? 

Will, 

A  pebble. 

Eva. 

No,  it  is  Lapis ;  I  pray  you,  remember  in  your 

prain. 

mil. 

Lapis. 

Eva.  That  is  a  good  William :  What  is  he,  William, 
tliat  does  lend  articles  r 

mil.  Articles  are  borrowed  of  the  pronoun  ;  and  be 
thus  declin'd,  Singulariter,  nominativOy  hie,  hcEC,  hoc. 

Eva.  Nominativo,  hig,  hag,  hog  ; — pray  you,  mark. ; 
genitivo,  hujus :  Well,  what  is  your  accujative  cafeP 

mil.  Accujative,  hinc. 

Eva.  I  pray  you,  have  your  remembrance,  child  ;  Ac' 
cujativo,  hung,  hang,  hog. 

^iic.  Hang  hog  is  Latin  for  bacon,  I  warrant  you. 

Eva.  Leave  your  prabbles,  oman.  What  is  the  foca-* 
tive  cafe,  William  ? 

J'Vill.  O — vscativo,  O. 

Eva.  Remember,  William,  focative  is,  carets 

^iic.  And  that's  a  good  root. 

Eva,  'Oman,  forbear. 

Mrs.  Page.  Peace. 

Eva.  What  is  your  genitive  cafe  plural ,  William? 

mil.   Genitive  cafe  f 

Eva.  Ay. 

fVtU.  Genitive,  horum,  harum,  horum. 

^iic.  'Vengeance  of  Gineys  cafe !  fie  on  her  ! — nevc^ 
name  her,  child,  if  fhe  be  a  whore. 

Eva.  For  fhame,  'oman. 

^ic.  You  do  ill  to  teach  the  child  fuch  words  :  he 
teaches  him  to  hick  and  to  hack,  which  they'll  do  faft 
enough  of  themfelves  ;  and  to  call  horum  : — fie  upon  you! 

Eva.  'Oman  art  thou  lunatics  ?  haft  thou  no  unde^- 
{landing  for  thy  cafes,  and  the  numbers  of  the  genders  r 
thou  art  a  foolifh  Chriftian  creatures,  as  I  would  defires, 

Mrss  Page.  Pr'ythee,  hold  thy  peace. 

Eva^ 
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"Eva.  Shew  me  now,  William,  fome  declenfions  of 
your  pronouns. 

^7//.  Forlboth,  I  have  forgot. 

Eva.  It  is  ki,  kay  cod:  if  you  forget  your  hes^  your 
las,  and  your  cods,  you  muft  be  preeches.  Go  your  ways 
and  pby,  go. 

Mrs.  Page.  He  is  a  better  fcholar  than  I  thought  he 
was. 

Eva.  He  is  a  good  fprag  memory.  Farewell,  miftrefs 
Page. 

Mrs.  Page.  Adieu,  good  fir  Hugh.  Get  you  home, 
boy. — Come,  we  ftay  too  long.  \_Exeunt. 


SCENE      II.      FordV  Houfe. 
Enter  Falstaff,  and  Mrs,  Ford. 

Tal.  Miftrefs  Ford,  your  forrow  hath  eaten  up  my 
fufferance  :  I  fee  you  are  obfequious  in  your  love,  and  I 
profefs  requital  lo  a  hair's  breadth  ;  not  only,  miftrefs 
Ford,  in  the  fimple  office  of  love,  but  in  all  the  accoutre- 
ment, complement,  and  ceremony  of  it.  But  are  you  fure 
of  your  hufband  now  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.   He's  a  birding,  fweet  fir  John. 

Mrs.  Page.  [fFithin.']  What  hoa,  gollip  Ford !  what 
Jioa ! 

Mrs.  Ford.  Step  into  the  chamber,  fir  John. 

[^Exit  Falstaff- 

Enter  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Page.  How  now,  fweatheart  ?  who's  at  home 
tefides  yourfelf  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  none  but  mine  own  people, 

Mrs.  Page.  Indeed  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  No,  certainly — Speak  louder.  \Afide» 

-Mrs.  Page.  Truly,  I  am  fo  glad  you  have  nobody 
here. 

Mrs.  Ford.   Why? 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  woman,  your  hufband  is  in  his  old 
Junes  again  :   he  fo  takes  on  yonder  with  my  hufband  ; 

f9 
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fo  rails  again  ft  all  mankind  ;  fo  curfes  all  Eve*s  daughters, 
of  what  complexion  foever ;  and  fo  buffets  himfelf  on  the 
iorehead,  crying,  Peer-out y  peer-out !  that  any  madnefs  I 
ever  yet  beheld,  feem'd  but  tamenefs,  civility,  and  patience, 
to  thisdiftemper  he  is  in  now :  I  am  glad  the  fat  knight  is 
not  here. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why,  does  he  talk  of  him  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Of  none  but  him;  and  fwears  he  was 
carried  out,  the  laft  time  be  fearch'd  for  him,  in  a  baiket : 
protefls  to  my  hufband  he  is  now  here  :  and  hath  drawn 
him  and  the  reft  of  their  company  from  their  fport,  to 
make  another  experiment  of  his  fufpicion :  but  I  am  glacj 
the  knight  is  not  here  ;  now  he  (hall  fee  his  own  foolery, 

Mrs.  Ftrd.  How  near  Is  he,  rriiftrefs  Page  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Hard  by  ;  at  ftreet  end ;  he  will  be  here 
anon. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I  am  undone  ! — the  knight  is  here. 

Mrs,  Page,  Why,  then  thou  art  utterly  Iham'd,  and 
he's  but  a  dead  man.  What  a  woman  are  you  ? — Away 
with  him,  away  with  him;  better  iliame  than  murder. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Which  way  fhould  he  go?  how  (hould  | 
beilow  him  ?  Shall  I  put  him  into  the  bafket  again  ? 

^w/^r  Falstaff. 

Fal.  No,  I'll  come  no  more  i'  the  bafket :  May  I  not 
go  out  ere  he  come  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas  I  three  of  mafter  Ford's  brothers  watch 
the  door  with  piflols,  that  none  fnould  ilTue  out ;  other- 
wife  you  might  flip  away  ere  he  came. — But  what  make 
you  here  ? 

Fal.  What  fhall  I  do;   I'll  creep  up  into  the  chimney. 

Mrs.  Ford.  There  they  always  ufe  to  difcharge  their 
birding-pieces  :  creep  into  the  kiln-hole, 

Fal.   Where  is  it  ? 
.  Mrs.  Ford.  He  will  feek  there  on  my  word.     Neither 
prefs,  coffer,  chcfl,  trunk,  well,  vault,  but  he  hath  an  ab- 
ftra6t  for  the  remembq^ance  of  fuch  places,  and  goes  to 
them  by  his  note  :  There  is  no  Hiding  you  in  the  houfe, 

Fal.  I'll  go  out  then. 

Mrs.  Ford.  If  you  go  out  in  your  own  femblance,  you 
.  die. 
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die,  fir  John  ;  unlefs  you  go  out  difguis'd How  might 

we  difguife  him  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas  the  day !  I  know  not.  There  is  no 
woman's  gown  big  enough  for  him ;  otherwife,  he  might 
put  on  a  hat,  a  muffler,  and  a  kerchief,  and  fo  efcape. 

Fal.  Good  hearts,  devife  fomething :  any  extremity, 
rather  than  a  mifchief, 

Mrs.  Ford.  My  maid's  aunt,  the  fat  woman  of  Brent- 
ford, has  a  gown  above. 

Mrs.  Page.  On  my  word,  it  will  ferve  him;  file's  as 
big  as  he  is ;  and  there's  her  thrum  hat,  and  her  muffler 
too:  Run  up,  fir  John. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Go,  go,  fweet  fir  John  :  miftrcfs  Page,  and 
I,  will  look  fome  linen  for  your  head. 

Mrs.  Pag£.  Quick,  quick;  we'll  come  drefs  you  ftraight: 
put  on  the  gown  the  while.  \_Exit  Falstaff. 

Mrs.  Ford,  I  would  my  hufband  would  meet  him  in 
this  iliape  ;  he  cannot  abide  the  old  woman  of  Brentford ; 
he  fvvears  (he's  a  witch ;  forbade  her  my  houfe,  and  hath 
threatcn'd  to  beat  her. 

Mrs.  Page.  Heaven  guide  him  to  thy  hufband's  cud- 
gel ;  and  the  devil  guide  his  cudgel  afterwards  i 

Mrs.  Ford.  But  is  my  hufband  coming  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Ay,  in  good  fadnefs  is  he  ;  and  talks  of  the 
bafket  too,  howfoever  he  hath  had  intelligence. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We'll  try  that ;  for  I'll  appoint  my  men  to 
carry  the  balket  again,  to  meet  him  at  the  door  with  it,  as 
they  did  laft  time. 

Mrs.  Page.  Nay,  but  he'll  be  here  prefently :  let's  go 
drefs  him  like  the  witch  of  Brentford. 

Mrs.  Ford.  I'll  firfl  direft  my  men  what  they  fhall  do 
with  the  bafket.     Go  up,  I'll  bring  linen  for  him  ftraight. 

Mrs.  Page.  Hang  him,  dillioncft  varlet!  we  cannot 
mifufe  him  enough. 

We'll  leave  a  proof,  by  that  which  we  will  do. 
Wives  may  be  merry,  and  yet  honeft  too  : 
We  do  not  ad,  that  often  jeft  and  laugh  ; 
'Tis  old,  but  true.  Still  Jwine  eat  all  the  draff. 

J^rs,  Ford.  Co,  firs,  take  the  bafket  again  on  your 

ihoulders ; 
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thoulders  ;  your  mafter  is  hard  at  door  ;  if  he  bid  ybu  fct 
itdown,  obey  him  ;  quickly,  difpatch. 

^Exeunt  Mrs,  Page  and  Mrs,  Ford. 

Enter  Servants  -with  the  Bafket. 

I  Serv,  Come,  come,  take  up. 

^  Serv,   Pray  heaven  it  be  not  full  of  the  knight  again. 

I  S'erv.   I  hope  not  ;  I  had  as  lief  bear  fo  much  lead. 

Enter  Ford>  Shallow,  Page,  Caius,  and  S{rY{\iQ\\ 

Evans, 

Ford.  Ay,  but  if  it  prove  true,  mafter  Page,  have  you 
any  way  then  to  unfool  me  again  r — Set  down  the  bafket, 
villain  : — Somebody  call  ray  wife  : — Youth  in  a  baiket!-— 
Oh,  you  panderly  rafcal? !  there's  a  knot,  a  gang,  a  pack, 
a  confpiracy  againft  me  : — Now  fhall  the  devil  be  Iham'ck. 
What  !  wife,  I  fay !  come,  come  forth  ;  behold  what 
honed  clothes  you  fend  forth  to  bleaching. 

Page,  Why,  this  pafles  !  Mailer  Ford,  you  arc  not  to 
go  loofe  any  longer ;  you  muft  be  pinion'd. 

ir\'ff.  Why,  this  is  lunatics!  this  is  mad  as  a  mad 
dog  ! 

^ha].  Indeed,  mafter  Ford,  this  is  not  well,  indeed. 

Enter  Mljirejs  Ford. 

.  Ford.  So  fay  I  too,  fir, — Come  hither,  miflrefs  P^ord ; 
— -miitrefs  Ford,  the  honeft  woman,  the  modefl:  wife,  the 
vinuous  creature,  that  hath  the  jealous  fool  to  her  huf- 
band! — 1  fnfpe6i:  without  caufe,  mi(irefs,  do  I  r 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heaven  be  my  witnefs,  ypu  do,  if  you  fuf- 
pe6l  me  in  any  diihonefty. 

Ford.  Well  laid,  brazen-face  ;  hold  it  out. — Come 
forth,  fuTah.  \p nils  the  clothes  out  of  the  Bajket. 

Page.  This  pafTes. 

Mrs.  Ford.  Are  you  not  afham'd  r  let  the  clothes  alone. 

Ford.   I  fhall  find  you  anon. 

Eva.  *Tis  unreafouable  !  Will  you  take  up  your  wife's 
clothes  r   come  away. 

Ford.  Empty  the  bafl:ct,  I  fay. 

.    hhs.  Ford.  "VVliy,  ni;m,  why, • 

ford^ 
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Ford.  Mafter  Page,  as  I  am  a  man,  there  was  one  con- 
vey'd  out  of  my  houlb  ycfterday  in  this  bafket  ;  Why  may 
not  he  be  there  again  r  In  my  houfe  I  am  fure  he  is  :  nvf 
intelhgence  is  true  ;  my  jealoufy  is  reafonable  :  Pluck  me 
QUt  all  the  linen. 

M^s.  Ford.  If  you  find  a  man  there,  he  fliall  die  a  flea's 
death. 

Page,  Hel-e's  no  man. 

Shal  By  my  fidelity,  this  is  not  well,  mailer  Ford  i  this 
wrongs  you. 

Eva.  Mailer  Ford,  you  muil  pray,  and  not  follow  the 
imaginations  of  your  own  heart :  this  is  jealoufies. 

Ford.  Well,  he's  not  here  I  feek  for. 

Page.  No,  nor  no  yvhere  elfe  but  in  your  brain. 

Ford.  He]p  to  fearch  my  houfe  this  one  time  :  if  I  find 
not  what  I  feek,  Ihew  no  colour  ioi  my  extremity,  let 
me  for  ever  be  your  table-fport ;  let  them  fay  of  me,  As 
jealous  as  Ford,  that  fearch'd  a  hollow  wall-nut  for  his 
wife's  leman.  Satisfy  me  once  more,  once  more  fearch 
with  me. 

Mrs.  Ford.  What,  hoa,  miRrefs  Page!  come  you,  and 
the  old  woman  down  \  my  hultand  will  come  into  the 
chamber. 

Ford.  Old  woman  !  what  old  woman's  that  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Why  it  is  m.y  maid's  aunt  of  Brentford. 

Ford.  A  witch,  a  quean,  an  old  cozening  quean  !  Have 
I  not  forbid  her  my  houfe  r  She  comes  of  errands,  does 
fhe  ?  We  are  fimple  men  ;  we  do  not  know  what's  brought 
to  pafs  under  the  profeffion  of  fortune-telling.  She  works 
by  charms,  by  fpeils,  by  the  figure,  and  fuch  daubery,  as 

this  is  :  beyond   our   element  t  we   know    nothing. • 

Come  down,  you  witch  ;  you  hag  you,  come  down,  I  fiiy, 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  good,  fweet  hufband  ; — good  gentle- 
men, let  him  not  ilrike  the  old  woman. 

Enter  Falstaff  /?/  IVomens  Clothes,  led  hy  Mrs.  Page. 

Mrs.  Page.  Come,  mother  Prat,  come/  give  me  your 
hand 

Ford.  I'll  prat  her  : — Out  of  my  doors,  you  witch  I 
[^Beafs  him.']  you  hag,   you   baggage,  you  poulcat,  you 

ronvofli 
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ronyon!  out!    out!    I'll  conjure  you!    I'll   fortune-tetf 

you!  r^.v//FALSTAFF- 

Mrs,  Page,  Are  you  not  afliam'd  \  I  think  you  have 
kill'd  the  poor  wotnan* 

Mrs,  Ford,  "Nay,  he  will  do  it  :— 'Tis  a  goodly  credit 
for  you, 

Ferd,  Hang  her,  witch  I- 

Eva,  By  yea  and  no,  I  think,  the  *oman  is  a  witch  in- 
deed :  I  like  not  when  a  'omans  has  a  great  peard  ;  I  fpy 
a  great  peard  under  his  muffler. 

Ford.  Will  you  follow,  gentlemen  r  I  befeech  you,  fol- 
low ;  fee  but  the  iffue  of  my  jealoufy  :  if  I  cry  out  thus 
upon  no  trail,  never  trufl  me  when  I  open  again. 

Page,  Let's  obey  his  humour  a  little  further:  Come, 
gentlemen.  [^Exeunt , 

Mrs,  Page,  Truft  me,  he  beat  him  mdft  pitifully. 

Mrs,  Ford,  Nay,  by  the  mafs,  that  he  did  not ;  he  beat 
him  moft  unpitifully,  methought. 

Mrs,  Page,  I'll  have  the  cudgel  hallo w'd,  and  hung 
©'er  the  altar ;  it  hath  done  meritorious  fervice. 

Mrs,  Ford,  What  think  you  ?  may  we,  with  the  war- 
rant of  woman-hood,  and  the  witnefs  of  a  good  confcience, 
purfue  him  with  any  further  revenge  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  The  fpirit  of  wantonnefs  is,  fure,  fcar'd 
out  of  him  ;  if  the  devil  have  him  not  in  fee-fimple,  with 
fine  and  recovery,  he  will  never,  I  think,  in  the  way  of 
wafte,  attempt  us  again. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Shall  we  tell  our  hufbands  how  we  have 
ferved  him  ? 

Mrs,  Page.  Yea,  by  »11  means  ;  if  it  be  bwt  to  fcrapc 
the  figures  out  of  your  hufband's  brains.  If  they  can  find 
in  their  hearts,  the  pooi*  unvirtuous  fat  knight  fhall  be 
any  further  afflided,  we  two  will  be  ftill  the  minifters. 

Mrs,  Ford,  V]i  warrant  they'll  have  him  publicly 
Iham'd  :  and,  methinks,  there  would  be  no  period  to  the 
jeft,  fhould  he  not  be  publicly  fham'd. 

Mrs,  Page.  Come,  to  the  forge  with  it  then,  fhape  it : 
X  would  not  have  things  cool.  [^Exeunt ^ 


SCENE 
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SCENE     III.     The  Garter  Inn. 

Enter  Hoft  ^«^/BardoLPH. 

Bard.  Sir,  the  Germans  defire  to  have  three  of  your 
horfes  :  the  duke  himfelf  will  be  to-morrow  at  court,  and 
they  are  going  to  meet  him. 


HgJL  What  duke  fliould  that  be,  comes  fo  fecretly  ? 
I  hear  not  of  him  in  the  court:  let  me  fpeak  with  th« 
gentlemen  \  they  fpeak  Englifh  r 

Bard,  Sir,  I'll  call  them  to  you. 

Hofi.  They  Ihall  have  my  horfes ;  but  I'll  make  them 
pay,  I'll  fauce  them  :  they  have  had  my  houfes  a  week  tt 
command  ;  I  have  turn'd  away  my  other  gucfts :  they 
muft  come  off;  I'll  fauce  them  j  come.  \_Exeuni. 


SCENE    IV.     Ford's  Houfe, 

Enter  Tage,  Ford,  Airs.  Page,  Mrs.  Ford,  and  Sir 
Hugh  Evans. 

Eva.  'Tis  one  of  the  bed  difcretions  of  a  'omans  as 
ever  I  did  look  upon. 

Page.  And  did  he  fend  you  both  thefe  letters  at  an  in- 
fant? 

Mrs.  Page.  Within  a  quarter  of  an  hour. 

Eord.  Pardon  me,  wife  :    Henceforth  do   what  thou 
wilt ; 
I  rather  will  fufpefl  the  fun  with  cold, 
"Than  thee  with  wantonnefs  :  now  doth  thy  honour  ftand. 
In  him  that  was  of  late  an  heretic. 
As  firm  as  faith. 

Page.  'Tis  well,  'tis  well ;  no  more. 
Be  not  as  extreme  in  fubmilFion, 
As  in  oifence  ; 

But  let  our  plot  go  forward  :  let  our  wives 
Yet  onca  again,  to  make  us  public  fport, 
Appoint  a  meeting  with  this  old  fat  fellow. 
Where  we  may  take  him,  and  difgrace  him  for  it. 

Ford.  There  is  no  better  way  than  that  they  fpokc  of. 

I^age» 
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Pa^f.  How !  to  fend  him  word  they'll  meet  him  in  the 
park 
At  midnight !  fie,  fie  ;  he  will  never  come. 

Eva.  You  fay,  he  hath  been  thrown  into  the  rivers ; 
and  hath  been  grievoufly  peaten,  as  an  old  'oman  :  me- 
thinks,  there  Ihould  be  terrors  in  him,  that  he  /hould  ncrt 
come  ;  methinks,  his  flefh  is  punifh'd,  he  fhall  have  no 
defires* 

Page.  So  think  I  too. 

Mrs,  Ford.  Devife  but  how  you'll  ufe  him  when  he 
comes, 
And  let  us  two  devife  to  bring  him  hither. 

Mrs.  Page.  There  is  an  old  tale  goes,  that  Heme  the 
hunter. 
Sometime  a  keeper  here  in  Windfor  foreft. 
Doth  all  the  winter  time,  at  ilill  midnight, 
Walk  round  about  an  oak,  with  great  ragg'd  horns  ; 
And  there  he  blafts  the  tree,  and  takes  the  cattle  ^ 
And  makes  milch-kine  yield  blood,  and  (hakes  a  chain 
In  a  mofl  hideous  and  dreadful  manner  : 
You  have  heard  of  fuch  a  fpirit ;  and  well  you  know. 
The  fuperftitious  idle-headed  eld 
Receiv'd,  and  did  deliver  to  our  age, 
This  tale  of  Heme  the  hunter  for  a  truth. 

Page.  Why,  yet  there  want  not  many  that  do  fear. 
In  deep  of  night,  to  walk  by  this  Heme's  oak  : 
But  what  of  this  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Marry,  this  Is  our  device  ; • 

That  Faiftaff  at  that  oak  fhall  meet  with  us. 
We'll  fend  him  word  to  meet  us  in  the  field, 
Difguis'd  like  Heme,  with  huge  horns  on  his  head. 

Page.  Well,  let  it  not  be  doubted  but  he'll  come. 
And  in  this  fhape  :  When  you  have  brought  him  thither. 
What  fhall  be  done  with  him  ?  what  is  your  plot  r 

Mrs.  Page.  That  likewife  we  have  thought  upon,  and 
thus  : 
Nan  Page  my  daughter,  and  my  little  fon. 
And  three  or  four  more  of  their  growth,  we'll  drefs 
Like  urchins,  ouphes,  and  fairies,  green  and  white. 
With  rounds  of  waxen  tapers  on  their  heads. 

And 


And  rattles  in  their  hands  ;  upon  a  fudden. 
As  FalJlafF,  fhe,  and  I,  are  newly  met, 
Let  them  from  forth  a  favv-pit  ruih  at  once 
With  fome  difFufed  fong  :  upon  their  fight, 
We  two  in  great  amazednefs  will  fly  : 
Then  let  them  all  encircle  him  about. 
And,  fairy-like,  to  pinch  the  unclean  knight; 
And  alk  him,  why,  that  hour  of  fairy  reVel, 
In  their  fo  facred  paths  he  dares  to  tread 
In  fhape  prophane  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  And  till  he  tell  the  truth. 
Let  the  fuppofed  fairies  pinch  him  found, 
And  burn  him  with  their  tapers. 

Mrs.  Page.  The  truth  being  known, 
We'll  all  prefent  ourfelves  ;  dis-hom  the  fpirit> 
And  mock  him  home  to  Windfor. 

Ford.  The  children  muft 
Be  pradis'd  well  to  this,  or  they'll  ne*er  do't. 

Eva»  I  will  teach  the  children  their  behaviours ;  and  I 
"Will  be  like  a  jack-an-apes  alfo,  to  burn  the  knight  with 
tny  taber. 

Ford.  This  w^ill  be  excellent.   I'll  go  buy  them  vizardsk 

Mrs.  Page.  My  Nan  fhall  be  the  queen  of  all  the  fairies^ 
Finely  attired  in  a  robe  of  white. 

Page.  That  filk  will  I  go  buy;  and,  in  that  time 
Shall  mafter  Slender  ileal  my  Nan  away,  [_Afide„ 

And  marry  her  at  Eton. Go,  fend  to  FalftafF  flraight. 

Ford.  Nay,  I'll  to  him  again  in  the  name  of  Brook : 
He'll  tell  me  all  his  purpofe.     Sure,  he'll  come. 

Mrs.  Page.  Fear  not  you  that :  Go  get  us  properties 
And  tricking  for  our  fairies. 

Eva.  Let  us  about  it :  It  is  admirable  pleafures,  and 
fery  honeft  knaveries* 

[Exeunt  Page,  Ford,  and  Evans, 

Mrs.  Page.  Go,  miftrefs  Ford, 
Send  Quickly  to  fir  John,  to  know  his  mind. 

[Exit  Mrs.  Ford. 
I'll  to  the  doftor ;  he  hath  my  good  will, 
And  none  but  he,  to  marry  with  Nan  Page. 
That  Slender,  though  well  landed,  is  an  ideot; 

F  And 
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And  he  my  hufband  beft  of  all  afFedls  : 
The  doctor  is  well  money 'd,  and  his  friends 
Potent  at  court  i  he,  none  but  he  Ihall  have  her, 
Though  twenty  thoufand  worthier  come  to  crave  her. 


SCENE     V,     The  Garter  Inn. 
Enter  Hoji  and  Simple. 

HoJ?,  What  would'ft  thgu  have,  boor  ?  what,  thick- 
fkin?  fpeak,  breathe,  difcufs  ;  brief,  Ihort,  quick,  fnap. 

Simp,  Marry,  fir,  I  come  to  fpeak  with  fir  John  Fal- 
flafFfrom  mafter  Slender. 

Hoft.  There's  his  chamber,  his  houfe,  his  caftle,  his 
ftanduig-bed,  and  truckle-bed  ;  'tis  painted  about  with  the 
ftory  of  the  prodigal,  frefh  and  new  :  Go,  knock  and  call; 
he'll  fpeak  like  an  Anthropophaginean  unto  thee  ;  Knock, 
I  fay. 

Simp.  There's  an  old  woman,  a  fat  woman  gone  up 
into  his  chamber ;  I'll  be  fo  bold  as  flay,  fir,  'till  ihecome 
down  :   I  come  to  fpeak  with  her,  indeed. 

HoJi.  Ha!  a  fat  woman  !  the  knight  may  be  robb'd; 

I'll  call. Bully  knight!  Bully  fir  John!    fpeak  from' 

thy  lungs  military:  Art  thou  there?  it  is  thine  hof}, 
thine  Ephefian,  calls. 

Falstaff  above, 

Fal.  How  now,  mine  hoft  ? 

Hoft.  Here's  a  Bohemian-Tartar  tarries  the  coming 
down  of  thy  fat  woman  :  Let  her  defcend,  bully,  let  her 
defcend  \  my  chambers  are  honourable :  Fie !  privacy  ? 
fte! 

Enter  Falstaff. 

Fal.  There  was,  mine  hoft,  an  old  fat  woman  eren 
now  with  me ;  but  fhe's  gone. 

Simp.  Pray  you,  fir,  was't  not  the  wife  woman  of 
Brentford  i? 

FaL 
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Pal.  Ay,  marry  was  it,  mufTel-fhell :  What  would  you 
\vith  her  ? 

Simp.  My  mafter,  fir,  mafter  Slender  fent  to  her,  feeing 
her  go  through  the  ftreet,  to  know,  fir,  whether  one 
Nym,  fir,  that  beguil'd  him  of  a  chain,  had  the  chain, 
or  no. 

Fai.  I  fpake  with  the  old  woman  about  it. 

Simp.  And  what  fays  fhe,  I  pray,  fir  ? 

Fa/.  Marry,  Ihe  fays,  that  the  very  fame  man,  that  ber 
guil'd  mafter  Slender  of  his  chain,  cozen'd  him  of  it. 

Simp.  I  would  I  could  have  fpoken  with  the  woman 
herfelf ;  I  had  other  things  to  have  fpoken  with  her  too^ 
from  him. 

FaL  What  are  they  ?  let  us  know. 

Hoji.  Ay,  come;  quick. 

Simp.   I  may  not  conceal  them,  fir, 

Fal,  Conceal  them.,  or  thou  dy'ft. 

Simp,  Why,  fir,  they  were  nothing  but  about  miftrefs 
Anne  Page;  to  know  if  it  were  my  mafter 's  fortune  to 
have  her,  or  no. 

FaL  'Tis,  'tis  his  fortune. 

Simp.   What,  fir? 

FaL  To  have  her — or  no :  Go ;  fay  the  woman  told 
me  fo.  \ 

Simp,  May  I  be  fo  bold  to  fay  fo,  fir  ? 

FaL  Ay,  fir  Tike  ;  like  who  more  bold. 

Simp.  I  thank  yoar  worlhip  :  I  fhall  make  my  mafter 
glad  with  thefe  tidings.  [^Exit  SiMP. 

Ho/I,  Thou  art  clerkly,  thou  art  clerkly,  llr  John  :  was 
there  a  wife  woman  with  thee  ? 

•  FaL  Ay,  that  there  was,  mine  hoft ;  one  that  halh 
taught  me  more  wit  than  ever  I  learn'd  before  in  my  life : 
and  I  paid  nothing  for  it  neither,  but  was  paid  for  my 
learning. 

Enter  Bardolph, 

Bard,  Out,  alas,  fir !  cozenage !  mere  cozenage ! 
Ho/i.  Where  be  my  horfes  ?  fpeak.  well  of  them,  var- 
letto. 

Bard,  Run  away  with  the  cozeners ;  for  fo  foon  as  I 

F  2  came 
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came  beyond  Eton,  they  threw  me  off,  from  behind  one 
of  them,  in  a  (lough  of  mire ;  and  fet  fpurs,  and  away^ 
like  three  German  devils,  three  Dodor  Fauftus's. 

Hoji.  They  are  gone  but  to  meet  the  duke,  villain  : 
•do  not   fay  they  are  fled ;  Germans  are  honeft  men. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans. 

Eva,  Where  is  mine  hoft  ? 

Hofi.  What  is  the  matter,  fir  ? 

Eva.  Have  a  care  of  your  entertainments :  there  is  a 
friend  of  mine  come  to  town,  tells  me,  there  is  three 
couzin-germans  that  hath  cozen'd  all  the  hdfts  of  Read- 
ings, of  Maidenhead,  of  Coiebrooke,of  horfes  and  money. 
1  tell  you  for  good  will,  look  you  :  you  are  wife,  and  full 
of  gibes  and  vlouting-ftogs  j  and  'tis  not  convenient  you 
iliould  be  cozen'd:  Fare  you  well. 

Enter  Caius. 

Cains,  Vere  is  mine  Hoft  de  Jarterre  P 

Hjji.  Here,  mafter  dodor,  in  perplexity,  and  doubtful- 
dilemma. 

Caius.  I  cannot  tell  vat  is  dat :  But  it  is  tell-a-me,  dat 
you  make  a  grand  preparation  for  a  duke  de  Jarmariy  : 
by  my  trot,  dere  is  no  duke,  dat  the  court  is  know,  to 
come  :  I  tell  you  for  good  vill  :  adieu,  \^Exit^ 

Hoft,  Hue  and  cry,  villain,  go!  affift  me,  knight ;  I  am 
undone :  fly,  run,  hue  and  cry,  villain!  I  am  undone  ! 

lExit, 

FaL  I  would  all  the  world  might  be  cozen*d;  for  I 
have  been  cozen'd  and  beaten  too.  If  it  ihould  come  to 
the  ear  of  the  court,  how  I  have  been  transform'd,  and  how 
my  transformation  hath  been  wafli'd  and  cudgel'd,  they 
would  melt  me  out  of  my  fat,  drop  by  drop,  and  liquor 
fifhermen's  boots  with  me  ;  I  warrant  they  would  whip 
me  with  their  fine  wits,  till  I  were  as  crefl-faln  as  a  dry'd 
pear.  I  never  profper'd  fmcel  forfwore  myfelf  at  Primero^ 
Well,  if  my  wind  were  but  long  enough  to  fay  my  prayers, 
I  would  repent. 

Enter 
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Enter  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Now,  whence  come  you  ? 

j^«/V.   PVom  the  two  parties,  forfooth. 

Fal.  The  devil  take  one  party,  and  his  dam  the  other, 
and  fo  they  (hall  be  both  beftow'd !  I  have  fufFer'd  more 
for  their  fakes,  more,  than  the  villanous  inconftancy  of 
man's  difpofition  is  able  to  bear. 

§u'ic.  And  have  not  they  fuffer'd  ?  yes,  I  warrant,  fpe- 
cioully  one  of  them ;  millrefs  Ford,  good  heart,  is  beaten 
black  and  blue,  that  you  cannot  fee  a  white  fpot  about 
her. 

Fal.  What  tell'ft  thou  me  of  black  and  blue  ;  I  was 
beaten  myfelf  into  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  \  and  I 
was  like  to  be  apprehended  for  the  witch  of  Brentford ; 
but  that  my  admirable  dexterity  of  wit,  counterfeiting  the 
a6lion  of  an  old  woman,  deliver'd  me,  the  knave  conilable 
had  fet  me  i'  the  ftocks,  i'  the  common  flocks,  for  a  witch. 

^uic.  Sir,  let  me  fpeak  with  you  in  your  chamber: 
you  fhall  hear  how  things  go  ;  and,  I  warrant,  to  your 
content.  Here  is  a  letter  will  fay  fomewhat.  Good 
hearts,  what  ado  is  here  to  bring  you  together !  fure,  one 
oi  you  does  not  ferve  heaven  well,  that  you  are  fo  crofs'd.- 

Fal.  Come  up  into  my  chamber.  [_Exeunt, 

SCENE    VI. 

Enter  Fe  N  T  o  N  and  Hofl, 

Hoft,  Mafter  Fenton,  talk  not  to  me;  my  mind  is 
heavy,  I  will  give  over  all. 

pent.  Yet  hear  me  fpeak  :  Allift  me  in  my  purpofe. 
And,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  I'll  give  thee 
A  hundred  pound  in  gold,  more  than  your  lofs. 

Hofi.  I  will  hear  you,  mafter  Fenton  ;  and  I  will,  at 
the  leaft,  keep  your  counfel. 

Fent.  From  time  to  time  I  have  acquainted  you 
With  the  dear  love  I  bear  to  fair  Anne  Page  \ 
Who,  mutually,  hath  anfwcr'd  my  affe6lion 
(So  far  forth  as  herfelf  might  be  her  chufer) 
jEven  to  my  wifh ;  I  have  a  letter  from  her 

Of 
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Of  fucb  contents  as  you  will  wonder  at ; 
The  mirth  whereof  s  fo  larded  with  my  matter. 
That  neither,  fmgly,  can  be  manifefted, 
Without  the  fhew  of  both  :   Fat  fir  John  FalftafF 
Hath  a  great  fcene  j  the  image  of  the  jefl 

[Shewing  a  Letter, 
I'll  fhew  you  here  at  large.     Hark,  good  mine  hoft  : 
To-night  at  Heme's  oak,  juft  'twixt  twelve  and  one, 
Muft  my  fweet  Nan  prefent  the  fairy  queen  ; 
The  purpofe  why,  is  here  ;  in  which  difguife. 
While  other  jefts  are  fomething  rank  on  foot. 
Her  father  hath  commanded  her  to  flip 
Away  with  Slender,  and  with  him  at  Eton 
Immediately  to  marry  :  fhe  hath  confented  :  now,  fir. 
Her  mother,  even  ftrong  againfl:  that  match. 
And  firm  for  dodor  Caius,  hath  appointed 
That  he  fhall  likewife  Ihuffle  her  away, 
While  other  fports  ^re  tafking  of  their  minds. 
And  at  the  deanery,  where  a  prieft  attends, 
Straight  marry  her  :  to  this  her  mother's  plot 
She,  feemingly  obedient,  likewife  hath 
Made  promife  to  the  do6tor  ; — Now,  thus  it  refls  ; 
Her  father  means  fhe  Ihall  be  all  in  white  ; 
And  in  that  habit,  when  Slender  fees  his  time 
To  take  her  by  the  hand,  and  bid  her  go. 
She  fhall  go  with  him  : — her  mother  hath  intended, 
The  better  to  devote  her  to  the  dodor 
(For  they  muft  all  be  mafk'd  and  vizarded), 
That,  quaint  in  green,  fhe  fhall  be  loofe  enrob'd. 
With  ribbands  pendant,  flaring  'bout  her  head ; 
And  when  the  doctor  fpies  his  'vantage  ripe: 
To  pinch  her  by  the  hand,  and,  on  that  token. 
The  maid  hath  given  confent  to  go  with  him. 

Hojt.  Which  means  fhe  to  deceive  :  father  or  mother? 

Fent.  Both,  my  good  hoft,  to  go  along  with  me  ; 
And  here  it  refts, — that  you'll  procure  the  vicar 
Toftay  for  me  at  church,  'twixt  twelve  and  one. 
And,  in  the  lawful  name  of  marrying, 
To  give  our  hearts  united  ceremony, 
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HoJ}.  Well,  hufband  your  device;  Til  to  the  vicar: 
Bring  you  the  maid,  you  Ihali  not  lack  a  prieit. 

Pent.  So  fhall  I  evermore  be  bound  to  thee  ; 
Bcfides,  I'll  make  a  prefent  reccmpence.  [^Exeunt, 


A  C  T      V. 

SCENE    I. 
Enter  Falstaff  and  Mrs.  Quickly. 
Faljiaff. 
Pr'ythee,   no  more  prattling; — go. — I'll  hold:  This 
is  the  third  time ;  I  hope,  good  luck  lies  in  odd  numbers. 
Away,  go;  they  fay  there  is  divinity  in    odd   numbers, 
either  in  nativity,  chance,  or  death. — Away. 

^u^c.  ril  provide  you  a  chain  ;  and  111  do  what  I  can 
to  ^et  you  a  pair  of  horns.  [£.v//  Mrs.  Quickly. 

Fal.  Away,  I  fay  ;  time  wears :  hold  up  your  head, 
;^nd  mince. 

Enter  Ford. 
How  now,  mafter  Brook  ?  Mafter  Brook,  the  matter  will 
be  known  to-night,  or  never.     Be  you  in  the  Park  about 
midnight,  at  Heme's  oak,  and  you  fhall  fee  wonders. 

Ford.  Went  you  not  to  her  yeflerday,  fir,  as  you  told 
me  you  had  appointed  ? 

Fal.  I  went  to  her,  mailer  Brook,  as  you  fee,  like  a 
poor  old  man  :  but  I  came  from  her,  malter  Brook,  like 
a  poor  old  woman.  That  fame  knave,  Ford,  her  hufband, 
hath  the  fineft  mad  devil  of  jealoufy  in  him,  mafter  Brook, 
that  ever  governed  frenzy.  I  will  tell  you. — He  beat  me 
grievoufly,  in  the  fhape  of  a  woman  ;  for  in  the  fliape  of 
a  man,  maimer  Brook,  I  fear  not  Goliah  with  a  weaver's 
beam  ;  becaufe  I  know  alfo,  ITe  is  a  Ihuttle.  I  am  in 
hafte  ;  go  along  with  me;  I'll  tell  you  all,  malkr  Brook. 
Since  I  pluck'd  g^itk^  play'd  truant,  and  whipp'd  top,  I 
knew  not  what  'twas  to  be  beaten,  till  lately.  Follow 
me:  I'll  tell  you  ftrange  things  of  this  knave  Ford;  on 
whom  to-night  I  will  be  revengd,  and  I  will  deliver  his  wiie 
into  your  hand. — Follow:  Strange  things  in  hand,  mafier 

Brook!  follow. [_ExeunL 

SCENE 
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SCENE     II.     WindJorParh 
Enter  Page,  Shallow,  and  Slender. 

Page.  Come,  come  ;  we'll  couch  i*  the  caftle-ditch,  ttll 
we  fee  the  light  of  our  fairies. — Remember,  fon  Slender, 
my  daughter. 

Slen.  Ay,  forfooth;  I  have  fpoke  with  her,  and  we 
have  a  nay-word  how  to  know  one  another.  I  come  to 
her  \fL  white,  and  cry,  mum;  {he  cries,  budget  \  and  by 
that  we  know  one  another. 

S.hal.  That's  good  too :  But  what  needs  either  your 
mum,  or  her  budget?  the  white  will  decipher  her  well 
enough. — It  hath  Itruck  ten  o'clock. 

Page,  The  night  is  dark  ;  light  and  fpirits  will  become 
it  well.  Heaven  profper  our  fport !  No  man  means  evil 
but  the  devil,  and  we  Ihall  know  him  by  his  horns.  Let's 
^way  ;  follow  me.  SJ£.xeunt. 

SCENE     III. 

Enter  Mijlrejs  pAGE,  Miftrejs  FojiD,  and  Dr.  Caius, 

Mrs  Page,  Mafter  do6lor,  my  daughter  is  in  green ; 
when  you  fee  your  time,  take  her  by  the  hand,  away  with 
her  to  the  deanery,  and  difpatch  it  quickly  :  Go  befor?^ 
into  the  park  ;  we  two  mud  go  together. 

Cat  us,  I  know  vat  I  have  to  do  :  Adieu.  [^Exit^ 

Mrs.  Page.  Fare  you  well,  fir.  My  hufband  will 
not  rejoice  fo  much  at  the  abufe  of  FalftafF,  as  he  will 
chafe  at  the  doctor's  marrying  my  daughter :  but  'tis  no, 
matter ;  better  a  little  chiding,  than  a  great  deal  of  heart- 
break, 

Mrs.  Ford.  Where  is  Nan  now,  and  her  troop  of 
fairies  ?  and  the  Welch  devil  Evans  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  They  are  ^11  couch'd  in  a  pit  hard  by 
Heme's  oak,  with  olpfcur'd  lights ;  which,  at  the  very  in-» 
fl:ant  of  FalftafF's  and  our  meeting,  they  will  at  once  dif- 
play  to  the  night. 

Mrs.  Ford.  That  cannot  chufe  but  amaze  him. 
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Mrs.  Page.  If  he  be  not  amaz'd,  he  will  be  mock*d; 
if  he  be  amaz'd,  he  will  every  way  be  mock'd. 

Mrs.  Ford.  We'll  betray  him  finely. 

Mrs.  Page.  Againft  fuch  lewdflers,  and  their  lechery, 
Thofe  that  betray  them  do  no  treachery. 

Mrs.  Ford.  The  hour  draws  on ;  To  the  oak !  to  the 
oak  1  [Exeunt. 

■I  ■  ■  ■  ■  — 

SCENE    IV. 
Enter  Sir  Hugh  Evans,  and  Fairies, 

Eva.  Trib.  trib,  fairies;  come;  and  remember  your 
parts :  be  pold,  I  pray  you  ;  follow  me  into  the  pit ; 
and  when  I  give  the  watch-*ords,  do  as  I  pid  you :  Come, 
come ;  trib,  trib. 


SCENE    V. 

Enter  Falstaff  with  a  BucTCs  Head  on, 

Fal.  The  Windfor  bell  hath  ftruck  twelve ;  the  minute 
draws  on  :  Now  the  hot-blooded  gods  affift  me ! — Re- 
member, Jove,  thou  waft  a  bull  for  thy  Europa  ;  love  fet 
on  thy  horns. — Oh,  powerful  love !  that,  in  fome  refpedls, 
makes  a  beaft  a  man ;  in  fome  other,  a  man  a  beaft. — 
You  were  alfo,  Jupiter,  a  fwan,  for  the  love  of  Leda; — • 
Oh,  omnipotent  love !  how  near  the  god  drew  to  the  com- 
plexion of  a  goofe  ? — A  fault  done  firft  in  the  form  of  a 

beaft  ; O  Jove,  a  beaftly  fault ! — and  then  another 

fault  in  the  femblance  of  a  fowl; — think  on't,  Jove;  a 
foul  fault. — When  gods  have  hot  backs,  what  fhall  poor 
men  do  ?  For  me,  I  am  here  a  Windfor  ftag ;  and  the 
fatteft,  I  think,  i'  the  foreft  :  Send  me  a  cool  rut-time, 
Jove,  or  who  can  blame  me  to  pifs  my  tallow?  Who 
^omes  here  ?  my  doe  ? 

Enter  Mljirefs  Ford  and  Mijirefs  Pace. 

ikfrj.  Ford,  Sir  John  I  art  thou  there,  my  deer  ?  my 
male  dee?? 

FaU 
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Fal  My  doe  with  the  black  fcut  ?-^Let  the  fl:y  rair; 
potatoes;  let  it  thunder  to  the  tune  oi Green  Sleeves-^  huil 
kifling-comfits,.  and  fnow  eringoes  ;  let  there  come  a  tcm- 
peft  of  provocation,  I  will  fhelter  me  here. 

Mrs»  Fard,  Miftref^  Page  is  come  with  me,  fwcet- 
heart. 

Fal,  Divide  me  like  a  bribe-buck,  each  a  haunch !  I 
will  keep  my  fides  to  myfelf,  my  fhouiders  for  the  fellaw 
of  this  walk,  and  my  horns  I  bequeath  your  hufbands. 
Am  I  a  woodman  r  ha !  Speak  I  like  Heme  the  hunter  I 
— Why,  now  is  Cupid  a  child  of  confcience  ;  he  makes 
jpeftitution.     A's  I  am  a  true  fpirit,  welcome ! 

[Noife  within^ 

Mrs.  Page.  Alas  !  what  noife  ? 

Mrs.  Ford.  Heaven  forgive  our  fms  ! 

Fal  What  fhall  this  be"? 

[The  Women  run  out. 
Fal.  I  think  the  devil  will  not  have  me  damn'd,  leli  the 
oil  that  is  in  me  (hould  fet  hell  on  fire  ;  he  never  would 
elfe  crofs  me  thus. 

Enter  Sir  Hugh   like  a   Satyr  :  Quickly,   and  ethers 
drejsd  like  Fairies^  with  Tapers. 

•    ^ic.  Fairies,  black,  grey,  green,  and  white. 
You  moon-lhlne  revellers,  and  (hades  of  night, 
You  orphan-heirs  of  fixed  delliny, 

Attend  your  office,  and  your  quality. 

Crier  Hobgoblin,  make  the  fairy  o-yes. 

Eva.  Elves,  lift  your  names  ;  filence,  you  airy  toys. 
Cricket,  to  Windfor  chimneys  fhalt  thou  leap  : 
Where  fires  thou  find'ft  unrak'd,  and  hearths  unfwept. 
There  pinch  the  maids  as  blue  as  bilberry  : 
Our  radiant  queen  hates  fluts  and  fluttery. 

Fal.  They  are  fairies  ;  he  that  fpeaks  to  them  fhall  die  ; 
I'll  wink  and  couch  ;  No  man  their  works  muft  eye. 

[Lies  dopjn  upon  his  face* 

Eva.  Where's  Bcde?  Go  you,  and  where  you  find  a 
maid. 

That, 
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That,  ere  fhe  fleep,  hath  thrice  her  prayers  faid. 

Rein  up  the  organs  of  her  fantafy  ; 

Sleep  Ihe  as  found  as  carelefs  infancy: 

But  thofe  as  fleep,  and  think  not  on  iheir  fins, 

Pinch  them,  arms,  legs,  backs,  fhoulders,  lides,  and  fhins. 

^dc.  About,  about  ; 
Search  Windfor  caftle,  elves,  within  and  out : 
Strew  good  luck,  ouphes,  on  every  facred  room; 
That  it  may  ftand  'till  the  perpetual  doom, 
In  ftate  as  wholefome,  as  in  ftate  'tis  fit ; 
Worthy  the  owner,  and  the  owner  it. 
The  feveral  chairs  of  order  look  you  fcour 
With  juice  of  balm,  and  every  precious  flower  : 
Each  fair  inftalment  coat,  and  feveral  creft. 
With  loyal  blazon,  evermore  be  bleft! 
And  nightly,  meadow-fairies,  look,  you  flng. 
Like  to  the  Garter's  compafs,  in  a  ring : 
The  expreffure  that  it  bears,  green  let  it  be. 
More  fenile-frefh  than  all  the  field  to  fee  ; 
And,  Hony  Sot  ^i  Mai  y  Penfe,  write, 
In  emerald  tufts,  flowers  purple,  blue,  and  white; 
Like  faphire,  pearl,  and  rich  embroidery. 
Buckled  below  fair  knight-hood's  bending  knee  j 
Fairies  ufe  flowers  for  their  charadlery. 
Away  ;  difperfe  :  But,  till  'tis  one  o'clock. 
Our  dance  of  cuftom,  round  about  the  oak 
Oi  Heme  the  hunter,  let  us  riot  forget, 

Eva.  Pray  you,  lock  hand  in  hand  ;  yourfelves  in  order 
fet: 
And  twenty  glow-worms  fhall  our  lanterns  be. 
To  guide  our  meafure  round  about  the  tree. 
put,  flay;  I  fmell  a  man  of  middle  earth. 

FaU  Heavens  defend  me  from  that  Welch  fairy  ! 
J^eft  he  transform  me  to  a  piece  of  cheefe ! 

Eva,   Vile  worm,   thou   wafl  o'erlook'd  even  in  thy 
birth. 

^w/V .  With  trial-fire  touch  me  his  finger-end : 
Jf  he  be  chafte,  the  flame  will  back  defcend. 

And 
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And  turn  him  to  no  pain  ;  but  if  he  flart. 
It  is  the  flcih  of  a  corrupted  heart. 

Eva,  A  trial,  come. 

[T'/jiy  ourn  him  ivith  their  Tapers,  and  pinch  him. 
Come,  will  this  wood  take  fire  ? 

FaL  Oh,  oh,  oh! 

^ic.  Corrupt,  corrupt,  and  tainted  in  defire  !-— 
About  him,  fairies  ;  fing  a  fcornful  rhime  : 
And,  as  you  trip,  ftill  pinch  him  to  your  time. 

Eva,  ft  is  right;  indeed,  he  is  full  of  lecheries  and 
iniquity. 

The  SONG. 

Fie  onjinfid  phantajy  ! 

Fie  on  luft  and  luxury  I 

Luji  is  but  a  bloody  fire. 

Kindled  vjith  unchajh  dejire^ 

Fed  in  heart ;  whoje  Jlames  ajpire, 

As  thoughts  do  blow  theniy  higher  and  higher  % 

Pinch  him  y  fairies  J  mutually  ; 

Pinch  him  for  his  villany  ; 
Pinch  him,  and  burn  him,  and  turn  him  about, 
^Till  candles,  andfiar-Ught,  and  moon-jhine  he  out. 

During  this  Song  they  pinch  him.  Dr.  Caius  comes  one 
way,  and  fieals  away  a  Fairy  in  green  \  Slender  atj- 
other  way,  and  he  takes  away  a  Fairy  in  white ;  and 
Fen  TON  comes,  and  flea  Is  away  Mrs,  Anne  Page. 
A  Noife  of  Hunting  is  made  within »  All  the  Fairies  run 
away,     ¥  alstavf  pulls  off  his  Buck's  Head,  and  rifes. 

Enter  Page,  Ford,  i^c.     They  lay  hold  on  him. 
Page,  Nay,  do  not  fly :  I  think  we  have  watch'd  you 
now ; 
Will  none  but  Heme  the  hunter  ferve  your  turn  ? 

Mrs,  Page,  I  pray  you,   come;    hold   up   the  j eft  no 
higher : — 
Now,  good  fir  John,  how  like  you  Windfor  wives? 
See  you  thefe,  hufband  ?  do  not  thefe  fair  yokes 
become  the  foreft  better  than  the  town  ? 

Ford.  Now,  fir,  who's  a  cuckold  now  ? — Mafter  Brook, 
FalftatF's  a  knave,  a  cuckoldly  knave ;  here  are  his  horns, 

mafter 
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matter  Brook  :  And,  mafter  Brook,  he  hath  enjoyed  no- 
thing of  Ford's  but  his  buck-bafket,  his  cudgel,  and  twenty- 
pounds  of  money  ;  which  muft  be  paid  to  mafter  Brook  5 
his  horfes  are  arretted  for  it,  mafter  Brook. 

Mrs.  Ford,  Sir  John,  we  have  had  ill  luck;  we  could 
never  meet.  I  will  never  take  you  for  my  love  again, 
but  I  will  always  count  you  my  deer. 

Fal.  I  do  begin  to  pejceive  that  I  am  made  an  afs. 

Ford.  Ay,  and  an  ox  too  ;  both  the  proofs  are  extant. 

Fal.  And  tr.efe  are  not  fairies  ?  I  was  three  or  four 
times  in  the  thought  they  were  not  fairies  ;  and  yet  the 
guiltinefs  of  my  mind,  the  fudden  furprife  of  my  powers, 
drove  the  grotthefs  of  the  foppery  into  a  receiv'd  belief, 
in  defpight  of  the  teeth  of  all  rhime  and  reafon,  that  they 
were  fairies.  See  now,  how  wit  may  be  made  a  Jack-a- 
lent,  when  'tis  upon  ill  employment! 

Eva.  Sir  John  Falftaff,  ferve  Got,  and  leave  your  de- 
fires,  and  fairies  will  notpince  you. 

Ford.  Well  faid,  fairy  Hugh. 

Eva,  And  leave  your  jealoufies  alfo,  I  pray  you. 

Ford,  I  will  never  miftruft  my  wife  again,  till  thou  art 
able  to  woo  her  in  good  Englifli. 

Fal.  Have  I  laid  my  brain  in  the  fun,  and  dried  it,  that 
it  wants  matter  to  prevent  fo  grofs  o'er-reaching  as  this? 
Am  I  ridden  with  a  Welch  goat  too  r  fhall  I  have  a  cox- 
Comb  of  frize  ?  'tis  time  I  were  chok'd  with  a  piece  cf 
toafted  cheefe. 

Eva.  Seefe  is  not  good  to  give  putter  ;  your  pelly  is  all 
putter. 

FaL  Seefe  and  putter  !  have  I  liv'd  to  ftand  in  the  taunt 
of  one  that  makes  fritters  of  Englilli  ?  this  is  enough  to 
be  the  decay  of  luft  and  late-walking,  through  the  realm. 

Mrs.  Page.  Why,  fir  John,  do  you  think,  though  wc 
would  have  thrutt  virtue  out  of  our  hearts  by  the  head  and 
fhoulders,  and  have  given  ourfelves  without  fcruple  10  hell^. 
that  ever  the  devil  could  have  made  you  our  delight  i 

Ford.  What,  a  hodge-pudding  r  a  bag  of  flax  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  A  putF'd  man  ! 

Page.  Old,  cold,  wither'd,  and  of  intolerable  entrails  ? 

Fgrd.  And  one  tliat  is  as  flanderous  as  Satan  ? 

P<ige. 
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Page.  And  as  poor  as  Job  ? 

Ford.  And  as  wicked  as  his  wife? 

Eva.  And  given  to  fornications,  and  to  taverns,  ana 
facks,  and  wines,  and  metheglins,  and  to  drinkings,  and 
fwearings,  and  llarings,  pribblcs  and  prabbles? 

Fal.  Well,  I  am  your  theme  ;  you  have  the  ftart  of  me  ; 
1  am  dejeded  ;  I  am  not  able  to  anfwer  the  Welch  flan- 
nel ;  ignorance  itfelf  is  a  plummet  o'er  me :  ufe  me  as 
you  will. 

Ford.  Marry,  fir,  we'll  bring  you  to  Windfor,  to  one 
niafter  Brook,  that  you  cozen'd  of  money,  to  whom  you 
fhould  have  been  a  pandar  :  over  and  above  that  you  have 
fuffer'd,  I  think,  to  repay  that  money  will  be  a  biting 
afflidion, 

Mrs.  Ford.  Nay,  hufband,  let  that  go  to  make  amends  : 
Forgive  that  fum,  and  fo  we'll  all  be  friends. 

Ford.  Well,  here's  my  hand  ;  all's  forgiven  at  lafl. 

Page  Yet  be  cheerful,  knight :  thou  flialt  eat  a  poflet 
to-night  at  my  houfe  ;  where  I  will  defire  thee  to  laugh 
at  my  wife,  that  now  laughs  at  thee  :  Tell  her,  mailer 
Slender  hath  married  her  daughter. 

Mrs.  Page.  Dodors  doubt  that ;  if  Anne  Page  be  my 
daughter,  fhe  is,  by  this,  dodor  Caius'  wife.  \_Aftde* 

Fnfer  ShEiiDER, 

Slen.  Whoo,  ho!ho!  father  Page! 

PageJ  Son  !  how  now  ?  how  now,  fon  ?  have  you  dif- 
patch'd  ? 

Slen.  Difpatch'd !— Ill  make  the  beft  in  Glouccfterfhire 
know  on't  ;  would  I  were  hang'd,  la,  elfc. 

Page.  Of  what,  fon? 

Slen,  I  came  yonder  at  Eton  to  marry  miflrefs  Anne 
Page,  and  fhe's  a  great  lubberly  boy:  If  it  had  not  been 
i' the  church,  I  would  have  fwing'd  him,  or  he  {hould 
have  fwing'd  me.  If  I  did  not  think  it  had  been  Anne 
Page,  would  I  might  never  ftir,  and  'tis  a  pofl-mafter'j* 
boy. 

Page.  Upon  my  life  then  you  took  the  wrong. 

Skn.  What  need  you  tell  me  that  ?  I  think  fo,  when 
1  took  a  boy  for  a  girl :  If  I  had  been  married  to  him, 

for 
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for  all  he  was  in  woman's  apparel,  I  would  not  have  had 
him. 

Pa^£.  Why,  this  is  your  own  folly;  Did  not  I  tdl 
you,  how  you  fhould  know  my  daughter  by  her  garments? 

Slen.  I  went  to  her  in  white,  and  cry'd,  juuniy  and  fhe 
cry'd  budget y  as  Anne  and  I  had  appointed^  and  yet  it  was 
not  Anne,  but  a  po(l-niailer's  boy. 

Eva.  Jelhu!  Mailer  Slender,  cannot  you  fee  but  marry 
boys  ? 

Page.  O,  I  am  vex'd  at  heart :   What  fhall  I  do  ? 

Mrs.  Page.  Good  George,  be  not  angry  :  I  knew  of 
your  purpofe:  turn'd  my  daughter  into  green  ;  and,  in- 
deed, ihe  is  now  with  the  doctor  at  the  deanery,  and  there 
m-arried. 

Enter  Caius. 

Cahis,  Vere  is  miftrefs  Page?  By  gar,  I  am  cozen'd  ; 
I  ha'  married  un  garqony  a  boy  ;  un  paifan^  by  gar,  a  boy  9 
it  is  not  Anne  Page :   by  gar,  I  am  cozen'd. 

Mrs.  Pc.ge.   Why,  did  you  not  take  her  in  green  ? 

Caius.  Ay,  be  gar,  and  'tis  a  boy  :  be  gar,  I'll  raife  ail 
Windfor.  \_Exit  Caius> 

P^ord.  This  is  Grange  :  Who  hath  got  the  right  Anne? 

Page.  Myheartmifgivesme:  Here  comes  mailer  Fenton, 

Enter  Fenton  and  Anne  Page,. 
How  now,  m.after  Fenton  ? 

Anne.  Pardon,  good  father !   g®od  my  mother,  pardon ! 

Page.  Now,  miilrefs  ?  how  chance  you  went  not  with 
mafter  Slender  r 

Airs.  Page.  Why  went  you  not  with  mafter  do£ior, 
maid? 

Pent.   You  do  amaze  her  :    Hear  the  truth  of  it. 
You  would  have  married  her  moft  fhamefully. 
Where  there  was  no  proportion  held  in  love. 
The  truth  is,  She  and  I,  long  fmce  contra£led. 
Are  now  fo  fure,  that  nothing  can  diirolve  us. 
The  offence  is  holy  that, fhe  hath  committed  : 
And  this  deceit  lofes  the  name  of  craft, 
Oi  difobedience,  or  unduteous  title  ; 

Since 
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Since  therein  flie  doth  evitate  and  fhiin 

A  thoufand  irreligious  curfed  hours. 

Which  forced  marriage  would  have  brought  upon  hef  * 

Ford.  Stand  not  amaz'd  :  here  is  no  remedy  : 

In  love,  the  heavens  themfelves  do  guide  the  ftate  ; 
Money  buys  lands,  and  wives  are  fold  by  fate. 

Fill.  I  am  glad,  though  you  have  ta'en  a  fpecial  ftand 
to  ftrike  at  me,  that  your  arrow  hath  glanc'd. 

Page.  Well,  what  remedy?  Fenton,  heaven  give  thee 
joy! 
What  cannot  be  efchew'd,  mufl:  be  embraced. 

Eva,  I  will  dance  and  eat  plums  at  your  wedding. 

Fal,  When  night-dogs  run,  all  forts  of  deer  are  chac'd, 

Mrs.  Page.  Well,  1  will  mufe  no  further : — Mafter 
Fenton, 
Heaven  give  you  many,  many  merry  days ! — — 
Good  hufband,  let  us  every  one  go  home. 
And  laugh  this  fport  o'er  by  a  country  fire  ; 
Sir  John  and  all. 

Ford.  Let  it  be  fo :-- Sir  John, 

To  mafter  Brook  you  yet  fhall  hold  your  word  ; 
For  he,  to-night,  fhall  lie  with  miflrefs  Ford. 

[Exeunt  omnes* 


THE    END. 
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DRAMATIS     PERSONS. 

MEN. 

ViNCENTio,  Duke  of  Fienna* 

Angelo,  Lord  Deputy  in  the  Duh^s  ahfence. 

Esc  ALUS,  an  ande7it  LorJ^  joined  ^v  it h  Angelo  in  the  deputU" 

tat  ion, 
Claud  10,  a  young  Gentleman* 
LuciO,   a  Fanta/tick, 
*'  t^Li'O  other  like  Gentlemen, 

"  *  Varrius,  a  Gentleman^  Servant  to  the  Duke,''^ 
Frovojl, 

Thomas,  1  ^       t-  • 
Peter,     J 
"  A  Jujlice:' 
Elbow,  ajitnple  Conjlalle, 
"  Froth,  afooliJJj  Gentleman,''^ 
Clown,  Servant  to  Mrs.  Over-done ^ 
Abhorson,  an  Executioner. 
Barnardine,  a  diJfohueFrifoncr, 

WOMEN. 

Isabella,  Sijler  to  Claudio. 
Mariana,  hetrothed  to  Angelo* 
Juliet,  beloved  of  Claudio, 
Francisca,  a  Nun, 
Mif^refs  Over-done,  a  Bavod, 


Guards,  Officers,  and  other  Attendants* 
Scene,  Vienna, 


*  Varrius  might  be  omitted,  for  he  is  only,  once  fpoken 
to,  a»d  fays  nothing,         Johnjbn, 
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ACT     I.     SCENE    L 

The  Duke's  Palace.     Enter  Duke^  Escalus,  and  Lords. 
Duke, 

Jly  SC  A  L  U  S,— • 

Efcal.  My  lord. 

Duke.  Of  government  the  properties  to  unfold. 
Would  feem  in  me  to  affefl  fpeech  and  difcourfej 
Since  I  am  put  to  know,  that  your  own  fcience. 
Exceeds,  in  that,  the  lifts  of  all  advice 
My  ftrength  can  give  you  :  "  Then  no  more  remains, 
•«  But  that  your  fufiiciency,  as  your  worth  is  able, 
"  And  let  them  work."     The  nature  of  our  people, 
Our  clt5/'s  inftitutions,  and  the  terms 
For  common  juftice,  you  are  as  pregnant  in, 
As  art  and  praflice  hath  enriched  any 
That  we  remember':  There  is  our  commiilion, 
From  which  we  would  not  have  you  warp. — Call  hither, 

I  fay,  bid  come  before  us  Angelo. 

What  figure  of  us  think  you  he  will  bear  ? 
For  you  muft  know,  we  have  with  fpecial  foul 
Elefled  him  our  abfcnce  to  fupply ; 
Lent  him  our  terror,  dreft  him  with  our  love: 
And  given  his  deputation  all  the  organs 
Of  our  own  power  :  What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Efcal.  If  any  in  Vienna  be  of  worth 
To  undergo  fuch  ample  grace  and  honour, 
It  is  lord  Angelo. 

Enler  Angelo. 

Duke.  Look  where  he  comes. 
Ang    Always  obedient  to  your  grace's  will, 
I  come  to  know  your  pleafure. 

A  2  Duke. 
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Duh.  Angelo, 
There  is  a  kind  of  chara<5}:er  in  thy  life 
That,  to  the  obferver,  doth  thy  hiftory 
Fully  unfold  :  Thyfelf  and  thy  belongings 
And  not  thine  own  fo  proper,  as  to  wafle 
Thyfelf  upon  thy  virtues,  them  on  thee. 
Heaven  doth  with  us,  as  we  with  torches  do ; 
Not  light  them  for  themfelves:  for  if  our  virtues 
Did  not  go  forth  of  us,  'twere  all  alike 
As  if  we  had  them  not.     Spirits  are  not  finely  touchM, 
But  to  fine  ifTues :  nor  nature  never  leads 
The  fmallefl  fcruple  of  her  excellence. 
But,  like  a  thrifty  goddefs,  flie  determines 
Herfelf  the  glory  of  a  creditor. 
Both  thanks  and  ufe.     But  1  do  bend  my  fpcech 
To  one  that  can  my  part  in  him  advertife  : 
Hold  therefore  Angelo  : 
In  our  remove,  be  thou  at  full  ourfelf : 
Mortality  and  mercy  in  Vienna 
Live  in  thy  tongue  and  heart :  Old  Efcalus, 
Though  firft  in  queftion,  is  thy  lecondary. 
Take  thy  commillion. 

Jng,  Now,  good  my  lord, 
Let  there  be  fome  more  teft  made  of  my  metal, 
Before  fo  noble  and  fo  great  a  figure 
Be  ftamp'd  upon  it. 

Duke.  *'  No  more  evafion  :" 
We  have  with  a  leaven'd  and  prepared  choice 
Proceeded  to  you  :  therefore  take  your  honours. 
*'  Our  hafte  from  hence  is  of  fo  quick  condition, 
**  That  it  prefers  itfelf,  and  leaves  unqueftion'd 
"  Matters  of  needful  value."     We  fhall  write  to  you, 
Ab  rime  and  our  concernings  (hall  importune, 
How  it  goes  with  us ;  and  do  look  to  know 
What  doth  befall  you  here.     So,  fare  you  well : 
To  the  hopeful  execution  do  I  leave  you 
Of  your  commilfions. 

Jng,  Yer,  give  leave,  my  lord. 
That  we  may  bring  you  fomething  on  the  way. 

Du.h.  My  hafte  may  not  admit  it ; 
Nor  need  you,  ou  mine  honour,  have  to  do 

With 
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With  any  fcruple :  your  fcope  is  as  mine  own 

So  to  inforce,  or  qualify  the  laws. 

As  to  your  foul  feems  good.     "  Give  me  your  handj" 

ril  privily  away :  I  love  the  people, 

But  do  not  like  to  fiage  me  to  their  eyes : 

Though  ir  do  well,  I  do  not  relifh  well 

Their  loud  applaufe,  and  Aye's  vehement ; 

Nor  do  I  think  the  man  of  fafe  difcretion. 

That  does  affect  it.     Once  more,  fare  you  well, 
Ang,  The  heavens  give  fafety  to  your  purpofes  I 
EfcaL  Lead  forth,  and  bring  you  back  in  happinefs ! 
Duke.  I  thank  you  :  Fare  you  well.  [Exit, 

EfcaL  I  (hall  defire  you,  far,  to  give  me  leave 

To  have  free  fpeech  with  you  ;  "  and  it  concerns  me 

**  To  look  into  the  bottom  of  my  place:" 

A  power  I  have  ;  but  of  what  ftrength  and  nature 

I  am  not  yet  inftrucled. 

Jng.  'Tis  fo  with  me: — Let  us  withdraw  together. 

And  we  may  foon  our  fatisfa(^ion  have 

Touching  that  point. 

E/cal.  I'll  wait  upon  your  honour.  ^Exeunt, 


'*  S  C  E  N  E     IL 

**  The  Street.     Enter  T.tjcio,  and  t'vjo  Gentlemen^ 

**  Lucio,  If  the  duke,  wiih  the  other  duke<^.  come  not 
*«  to  compofition  with  the  king  of  Hungary,  why,  then  all 
**  the  dukes  fall  upon  the  king. 

V  I  Gent.  Heaven  grant  us  its  peace,  but  not  the  king 
**  of  Hungary's! 

**  2  Gent,  Amen. 

'*  Lucio,  Thou  conclud'ft  like  the  fan^timonious  pirate, 
**  that  went  to  fea  with  the  ten  commandments,  but 
"  fcrap'd  one  out  of  the  table. 

"  2  Gent.  *rhou  (halt  not  fteal  ? 

*'  Luck.  Ay,  that  he  raz'd. 

*'  1  Gent.  Why,  'twas  a  commandment  to  command 
"  the  captain  and  all  the  reft  from  their  fun^ions;  they 
*'  put  forth  to  fteal;  There's  aot  a  foldier  of  us  all,  that. 
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"  In  the  thankfgiving  before  meat,  doth  reliQi  the  petition 
"  well  that  prays  for  peace. 

**  2  Gent.  I  never  heard  any  foldier  dlflike  it. 

**  Lucio.  I  believe  thee ;  for,  I  think,  thou  never  waft 
**  where  grace  was  AiicJ 

'^  2  Gent,  No :  a  dozen  times  at  lead. 

"  I  Gent.  What,  in  metre  ? 

**  Lucio,  In  any  proportion,  or  in  any  langunge. 

**  I  Gent,  I  think,  or  in  any  religion. 

**  Lucio.  ,^y!  why  not?  Grace  is  grace,  defpight  of  all 
**  controverfy:  As  for  example;  Thou  thyfelf  art  a  wick- 
•*  ed  villain,  defpight  of  all  grace 

"  I  Gent.  Well,  there  went  but  a  pair  of  fheers  be- 
**  tween  us. 

**  Lucio.  I  grant;  as  there  may  between  the  lifls  and 
**  the  velvet :  Thou  art  the  lift. 

**  I  Ge7it.  And  thou  the  velvet :  thou  art  good  velvet  5 
<*  thou  art  a  three- pil'd  piece,  I  warrant  thee:  I  had  as 
«'  lief  be  a  jift  of  an  Englifti  kcrfey,  as  be  pii'd,  as  thou 
«'  art  pii'd,  for  a  French  velvet.  Do  I  fpeak  feelingly 
*^  now  ? 

^^  Lucio.  I  think  thou  doft;  and,  indeed,  with  moft 
«'  painful  feeling  of  thy  fpeech  :  I  will,  out  of  thine  own 
*«  confeffion,  learn  to  begin  thy  health;  but,  whilft  I  live, 
*'  forget  to  drink  after  thee. 

*'  1  Gent.  I  think,  I  have  done  myfclf  wrong;  have  I 
«•  not  ? 

«2  Gent.  Yes,  that  thou  haft;  whether  thou  art 
«  tainted,  or  free. 

"  Lucio.  Behold,  behold,  where  madam  Mitigation 
"comes!  I  have  purchas'd  as  many  difealcs  under  her 
•^  roof,  as  come  to- 

<«  2  Ge7it.  To  what,  I  pray  > 

"  I  Gent.  Judge. 

«  2  Gent.  To  three  thoufand  dollars  a  year, 

**  I  Gent.  Ay,  and  more. 

*'  Lucio.  A  French  crown  more. 

"  I  Gent.  Thou  art  always  figuring  difeafes  in  me: 
"  but  thou  art  full  of  error ;  I  am  found. 

'^  Lucio.  Nay,  not,  as  one  would  fay,  healthy;  but  fo 

*'  found 
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^*  found,  as  things  that  are  hollow  ;  thy  bones  are   hoi- 
'*  low  ;  impiety  has  made  a  feail  of  thee. 

"  Ente.r  Bawd. 

*'  I  Gent,  How  now  ?  Which  of  your  hips  has  the  mod 
**  profound  fciaiica  ? 

^*  Bdzvd.  Well,  well;  there's  one  yonder  nrrefted,  and 
**  carry*d  to  prifon,  worth  five  thoufand  of  you  all. 

«*  I  Ge?it.  Who's  that,  I  pr'ythee  ? 

**'  Bawd.  Marry,  fir,  that's  Claudio,  fignior  Claudio. 

*'  I  Gent,  Claudio  to  prifon  !   'tis  not  fo. 

"  Bawd,  Nay,  but  I  know  'tis  fo  :  I  faw  him  arreted; 
"  faw  him  carry'd  away ;  and,  which  is  more,  within 
*'  thefe  three  days  his  head  is  to  be  chopp'd  off. 

**  Lucio,  But,  after  all  this  fooling,  I  would  not  have 
'*  it  fo  ?  Art  thou  fure  of  this  ? 

"  Baiud.  I  am  too  fure  of  it :  and  it  is  for  getting 
*'  madam  Julietta  with  child. 

**  Lucio,  Believe  me,  this  may  be:  he  promifed  to  meet 
*^  me  two  hours  fince,  and  he  was  ever  precife  in  pro- 
**  mife-keeping. 

**  2  Gent.  Befides,  you  know,  it  draws  fomething  near 
*^  to  thefpeech  we  had  to  fuch  a  purpofe. 

**  I  Gent,  But  molt  of  all  agreeing  with  the  proclama- 
"  tion. 

**  Lucio.  Away  ;  let's  go  learn  the  truth  of  it. 

*'  [Exeunt, 

"  Manet  Bawd. 

<«  Bawd.  Thus,  what  with  the  war,  what  with  the 
«•  fweat,  what  with  the  gallows,  and  what  with  poverty, 
«*  I  am  cuftom-fhrunk.  How  now  J  what's  the  news 
<*  with  you  ? 

^*  Enter  Clown, 

**  Clonjcn.  Yonder  man  is  carry'd  to  prifon,  ' 

**  Bawd,  Well ;  what  has  he  done  ? 

"  Clown.  A  woman. 

'*  Bawd,  But  what's  his  offence  ? 
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**  Clown.  Groping  for  trouts  in  a  peculiar  river. 

*'  Baivd.  What,  is  there  a  maid  with  child  by  him  ? 

*'  Clozu?i.  No  ;  but  there's  a  woman  with  maid  by  him: 
**  You  have  not  heard  of  the  proclamation,  have  you  ? 

"  Bawd.  What  proclamation,  man  ? 

"  Clonvn.  All  houfes  in  the  fuburbs  of  Vienna  muft  be 
**  pluck'd  down. 

*'  Bciwd,  And  what  (hall  become  of  thofc  in  the  city  ? 

**  Clown.  They  fhall  ftaud  for  feed  :  they  had  gone 
**  dov/n  too,  but  that  a  wife  burgher  put  in  for  them. 

*^  Bawd.  But  (hall  all  our  houfes  of  rcfort  in  the  fub- 
**  urbs  be  puU'd  down  ? 

"  Clown,  To  the  ground,  miflrefs. 

*'  Bc'wd.  Why  here's  a  change,  indeed,  in  the  common- 
**  wealth  !  What  fhall  become  of  me  ^ 

'*  Clown.  Come  ;  fear  not  you  :  good  counfellors  lack 
*'  no  clients  :  though  you  change  your  place,  you  need 
*Vnot  change  your  trade;  I'll  be  your  taplkr  IVill. 
**  Courage :  there  will  be  pity  taken  on  you  :  you  that 
**  have  worn  out  your  eyes  almbfl  out  in  the  fervice,  you 
*'  will  be  confidered. 

*'  Bawd,  What's  to  do  here,  Thomas  Tapftcr  ?  Let's 
**  withdraw. 

*'  Clown.  Here  comes  fignior  Claudio,  led  by  the  pro- 
**  vofl  to  prifon  ?  and  there's  madam  Juliet. 

^^  {Exeunt  Bawd  and  Clown,^* 

SCENE     III. 

Enter   Frovofi,  Claudio,  Juliet,  and  Officers  \ 
Lucid,  andtnuo  Gentlemen, 

Claud.  Fellow,  why  dofl  thou  (hew  me  thus  to  the 
world  ? 
Eear  me  to  prifonj  where  I  am  committed. 

Prov,  I  do  it  not  in  evil  difpofition, 
But   from  lord  Angelo  in  fpecial  charge. 

Claud.  Thus  can  the  demi-god,  authority, 
Make  us  pay  down  for  our  offence  by  weight. — 
The  words  of  heaven  ; — on  whom  it  will,  it  will; 
On  whom  it  will  not,  fo  ;  yet  dill  'tis  juft, 

Ltith, 
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tucio.  Why,  how  now,  Claudio  ?  whence  comes  this 
rcftrainr. 

Claud.  From  too  much  liberty,  my  Lucio,  liberty  : 
As  furfeit  is  the  father  of  much  faft, 
So  every  fcope  by  the  immoderate  ufe 

Turns  to  reftraint :  Onr  natures  do  purfue  ^ 

(Like  rats  that  ravin  down  their  proper  bane) 
A  thirfty  evil  ;  and,  when  we  drink,  we  die. 

Lucio.  If  I  could  fpeak  fo  wifely  under  an  arreH,  I 
Would  fend  for  certain  of  my  creditors  :  And  yet,  to  fay 
the  truth,  I  had  as  lief  have  the  foppery  of  freedom,  as  the 
morality  of  imprifonment. — What's  thy  offence,  Claudio  } 

Claud.  What,  but  to  fpeak  of,  Would  offend  again. 

Lucio.  What  is  it  ?  murder  ? 

Claud.  No. 

Lucio.  Lechery  ? 

Claud.  Call  it  fo. 

Prov,  Away,  fir  ;  you  mufl  go. 

Claud,  One  word,  good  friend  : — Lucio,  a  word  with 
you. 

Lucio,  A  hundred,  if  they'll  do  you  any  good — 
Is  lechery  fo  look'd  after  ? 

Claud,  Thus  iiands  it  with  me, — Upon  a  true  coa- 
traft, 
I  got  polTeffion  of  Julietta's  bed  ; 

You  know  the  lady  ;  (he  is  fall:  my  wife,  -^^^ 

Save  that  we  do  the  denunciation  lack  ^' 

Of  outward  order  :   this  we  came  not  to. 
Only  for  propagation  of  a  dower 
Remaining  in  the  coffer  of  her  friends  ; 
From  whom  we  thought  it  meet  to  hide  our  love, 
Till  time  had  made  them  for  us.     But  it  chances, 
The  liealth  of  our  mofl  mutual  entertainment, 
With  charadfer  too  grofs,  is  writ  on  Juliet. 

Lucio.  With  child,  perhaps  ? 

Claud.  Unhappily,  even  fo. 
And  the  new  deputy  now  for  the  duke, — 
Whether  it  be  the  fault  and  glimpfe  of  newnefs; 
Or  whether  that  the  body  public  be 
A  horfe  whereon  the  governor  doth  ride, 
Who,  newly  in  the  feat,  that  it  may  know 

B  2  He 
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He  can  command,  let's  it  ftraight  feel  the  fpur  r 

Whether  the  tyranny  be  in  his  place, 

Or  in  his  eminence  that  fills  it  up, 

I  flagger  in: — But  this  new  governor 

Awakes  me  all  the  enrolled  penalties, 

Which  have,  like  unfcour'd  armour,  hung  by  the  wall. 

So  long,  that  nineteen  zodiacks  have  gone  round, 

And  none  of  them  been  worn ;  and,  for  a  name. 

Now  puts  the  drowfy  and  neglefted  adl 

Frefiily  on  me  : — 'tis  furely,  for  a  name. 

Lucio.  I  warrant,  it  is :  and  thy  head  ftands  fo  tickle 

on  thy  fiioulders,  that  a  milk- maid,  if  (he  be  in  love,  may 

figh  it  off.     Send  after  the  duke,  and  appeal  to  him. 
Claud,  I  have  done  fo,  but  he's  not  to  be  found, 

I  pr'ythee,  Lucio,  do  me  this  kind  fervice  : 
This  day  my  fifter  (hould  the  cloiHer  enter, 
And  there  receive  her  approbation : 
Acquaint  her  with  the  danger  of  my  ftate  : 
Implore  her,  in  my  voice,  that  (he  make  friends 

To  the  firidl  deputy  ;  bid  herfelf  afHiy  him  ; 

I  hnve  great  hope  in  that :  for  in  her  youth 

There  is  a  prone  and  fpcechlefs  dialect, 

Such  as  moves  men  ;  befides,  (he  hath  profperous  art 

When  (he  will  play  with  reafon  and  difcourfe. 

And  well  Ihe  can  pcrfuade. 

Lxicio,  I  pray,  (he  may  :  as  well  for  the  encouragement 
of  the  like,  ''  which  clfe  would  fland  under  grievous  im- 
**  pofition  i"  as  for  the  enjoying  of  thy  life,  who  I  would 
be  foiry  (hculd  be  thus  fooli(hly  loft  at  a  game  of  tick- 
tack.     I'll  to  her. 

Claud.  I  thank  you,  friend  Lucio. 

Lucio.  "Within  i  vo  hours, 

Claud.  Come,  officer,  away.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE     IV. 

J  Monajlery.      Enter  Duke  and  Friar  Thomas. 

Duke.  No;  holy  father;  throw  away  that  thought; — 
Believe  not  that  the  dribbling  dart  of  love 
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Can  pierce  a  complete  bofom :  why  I  defire  thee 
To  give  me  fecret  harbour,  hath  a  purpofe 
More  grave  and  wrinkled  than  the  aims  and  ends 
Of  burning  youth. 

FrL  May  your  grace  fpeak  of  it  ? 

Duke.  My  holy  llr,  none  better  knows  than  you 
How  I  have  ever  lovM  the  life  removed  ; 
And  held  in  idle  price  to  haunt  aflemblieSj 
Where  youth,  and  coil,  and  witlefs  bravery  keeps. 
I  have  deliver'd  to  lord  Angelo 
(A.  man  of  llrifiure,  and  firm  abflinence) 
My  abfolute  power  and  place  here  in  Vienna, 
And  he  fuppofes  me  travelled  to  Poland ; 
For  fo  I  have  firew'd  it  in  the  common  ear. 
And  fo  it  is  received  :  No;v,  pious  ilr, 
You  will  demand  of  me,  why  I  do  this  ? 

Fri.  Gladly,  my  lord. 

Duhe,  We  have  ftrift  flatutes,  and  mod:  biting  laws 
(The  needful  bits  and  curbs  for  head-flrong  fteeds) 
Which  for  thefe  nineteen  years  we  have  let  fieep  ! 
Even  like  an  o'ergrown  lion  in  a  cave, 
That  does  not  out  to  prey :  Now,  as  fond  fathers 
Having  bound  up  the  threatening  twigs  of  birch, 
Only  to  flick  it  in  their  children's  fight. 
For  terror,  not  to  ufe  ;  in  time  the  rod 
Becomes  more  mock'd,  than  feared  :  fo  our  decrees, 
Dead  to  infli6lion,  to  tjiemfelves  are  dead  ; 
And  liberty  plucks  juflice  by  the  nofe  ; 
The  baby  beats  the  nurfe,  and  quite  athwart 
Goes  all  decorum. 

Fri.  It  reded  in  your  grace 
To  unloofe  this  ty'd-up  juftice,  when  you  pleas'd  : 
And  it  in  you  more  dreadful  would  have  feem'd, 
Than  in  lord  Angelo. 

Duke,  I  do  fear,  too  dreadful : 
Sith  'twas  my  fault  to  give  the  people  fcope, 
'Twould  be  my  tyranny  to  ftrike,  and  gall  them. 
For  what  I  bid  them  do :  For  we  bid  this  be  done^ 
When  ovil  deeds  have  their  permiffive  p-r=:. 
And  not  the  punifhment.     Therefore,  indeed,  my  father, 
I  have  on  Angelo  impos'd  the  office ; 

B  3  Who 
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Who  may,  in  the  ambufh  of  my  name,  ftrike  home, 

'*  And  yet,  my  nature  never  in  the  fight 

"  To  do  it  flander  :"  And  to  behold  his  fway, 

I  will,  as  'twere  a  brother  of  your  order, 

Vifit  both  prince  and  people  :  therefore,  I  pr'ytnee, 

Supply  me  with  the  habit,  and  inftruct  me 

How  I  may  formally  in  perfon  bear  me 

Like  a  true  friar.     More  reafons  for  this  aiflion. 

At  our  more  leifure  (hall  I  render  you  ; 

Only,  this  one  : — Lord  Angelo  is  precife  ; 

Stands  at  a  guard  with  envy  ;  fcarce  confeffes 

That  his  blood  flows,  or  that  his  appetite 

Is  more  to  bread  than  flone  :  Hence  (hall  we  fee, 

If  power  change  parpofe,  what  ourfeemcrs  be. 


S  C  E  N    E     V. 

J  Nunnery,     Enter  Isabella  and  F  r  a  nc  i  s  c  A . 

Jfab.  And  have  you  nuns  no  farther  privileges  ? 

Nun,  Are  not  thefe  large  enough  ? 

Ijdb.  Yes,  truly  :  I  fpeak  not  as  defiring  more ; 
But  rather  wifhing  a  more  i\nSt  reflraint 
Upon  the  fifler-hood,  the  votarifls  of  faint  Clare. 

Lucio.  [Withinl    Ho !   Peace  be  in  this  place  ! 

Ifab.  Who's  that  which  calls  ? 

Nun,  It  is  a  man's  voice  :    Gentle  Ifabella, 
Turn  you  the  key,  and  know  his  bufinefs  of  him  ; 
You  may,  I  may  not ;  you  are  yet  unfworn  : 
When  you  have  vow'd,  you  mufl  not  fpeak  with  men, 
But  in  the  prefence  of  the  priorefs  : 
Then,  if  you  fpeak,  you  muft  not  fhf  w  your  face  ; 
Or,  if  you  (hew  your  face,  you  mull  not  fpeak. 
He  calls  again  ;  I  pray  you  anfwer  him.  '    . 

^A*// Franc  ISC  a. 

"  Ifab.  Peace  and  profperity  !  Who  is't  that  calls?" 

Ejtter  Lucio. 

Lucio,  Hail,  virgin,  if  you  be  ;  as  thofe  cheek-rofes 
Proclaim  you  are  no  lefs  !  Can  you  fo  ftead  me. 

As 
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As  bring  me  to  the  fight  of  Ifabella, 

A  novice  of  this  place,  and  the  fair  fiHer 

To  her  unhappy  brother  Claudio  ? 

Ijah,  Why  her  unhappy  brother  ?  let  me  afk  ; 
The  rather,  for  I  now  mull:  make  you  know 
I  am  that  Ifabella,  and  his  fifler. 

Luc'io*  Gentle  and  fair,  your  brother  kindly  greets  yo« : 
Not  to  be  weary  with  you,  he's  in  prifon. 

Ifah.  Woe  me  !  For  what  ? 

tucio.  For  that,  which,  if  myfelf  might  be  his  judge, 
He  fhould  receive  his  puniflimeot  in  thanks  : 
He  hath  got  his  friend  with  child. 

Ifah^  Sir,  make  me  not  your  ftory. 

Lucio.  Tis  true  — I  would  not  (though  'tis  my  faml~ 
liar  firi 
With  maids  to  feem  the  lapwing,  and  to  jeft, 
Tongue  far  from  heart)  play  with  all  virgins  fo  : 
I  hold  you  as  a  thing  enlky'd,  and  fainted  : 
"  By  your  renouncement,  and  immortal  fpirit  ;'* 
And  to  be  talked  with  in  fmcerity, 
As  with  a  faint. 

**  Ifah.  You  do  blafpheme  the  good,  In  mocking  me. 

**  Lucio,  Do  not  believe  it.     Fewnefs  and   truth,  'tis 
thus  : 
^'  Your  brother  and  his  lover  have  embrac'd  : 
"  As  thofe  that  feed  grow  full ;  as  blofToming  tinie 
**  That  from  the  feednefs  the  bare  fallow  brings 
*'  To  teeming  foyfon  ;  fo  her  plenteous  womb 
''  ExprelTeth  his  full  tilth  and  huibaodry." 

Ijab.    Some  one  with  child  by  him  ?: — My  coufin  Juliet  ? 

Lucio.  Is  (he  your  ecu  fin  ? 

IJab,  Adoptedly;  as  fchool-maids  change  their  names, 
By  vain  though  apt  afFeflion. 

Lucio,  She  it  is. 

Ifab,  O,  let  him  marry  her  ! 

Lucio,  This  is  the  point. 
The  duke  is  very  ftrangcly  gone  from  hence  ; 
**  Bore  many  gentlemen,  myfelf  being  one, 
*'  In  hand,  and  hope  of  a(5tion  :  but  we  do  learn 
*'  By  thofe  that  know  the  very  nerves  of  ftate, 
**  His  givings-out  were  of  an  infinite  dlftance 

B  4.  "  From 
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*<  From  his  true-meant  defign.'*     Upon  his  place. 
And  with  full  line  of  his  authority. 
Governs  lord  Angelo ;  A  man  whofe  blood 
Is  very  fnow- broth  ;  **  one  who  never  feels 
"  The  wanton  flings  and  motions  of  the  fenfe ; 
«'  But  doth  rebate  and  blunt  his  natural  edge 
''  With  profits  of  the  mind,  ftudy  and  fafl." 
He  '^  (to  give  fear  to  ufe  and  liberty, 
**  Which  have,  for  long,  run  by  the  hideous  law, 
<*  As  mice  by  lions)"  hath  pick'd  out  an  a6V, 
Under  whofe  heavy  i'cnfe  your  brother's  life 
Fall?  into  forfeit :  he  arrefls  him  on  it ; 
And  follows'  clofe  the  rigour  of  the  flatute. 
To  make  him  an  example :  all  hope  is  gone, 
Unlefs  you  have  the  grace  by  your  fair  prayer 
To  foFten  Angelo:  and  that's  my  pith 
Of  bufmefs  'tvvixt  you  and  your  poor  brother. 
Ifab,  Doth  he  {o  feek  his  life  ? 
tiicio.  Has  cenfur'd  him 
Already  ;  and,  as  I  hear,  the  provoft  hath 
A  warrant  for  his  execution. 

Ifab.  A^las  !   what  poor  ability's  in  me 
To  do  him  good  ? 

Lucio,  A  (fay  the  power  you  have. 
Ifab,  My  power  !   Alas  !   I  doubt, — 
Lucio,  Our  doubts  are  traitors, 
And  make  us  lofe  the  good  we  oft  might  win. 
By  fearing  to  attempt :  Go  to  lord  Angelo, 
And  let  him  learn  to  know,  when  maidens  fue, 
Men  give  like  gods  ;  but  when  they  weep  and  kneel, 
All  their  petitions  are  as  truly  theirs 
As  they  themfelves  would  owe  them. 
Ifah.  rU  fee  v^hat  I  can  do. 
Lucio*  Bur,  fpcedily. 
Ifah,  I  will  about  it  ftrait ; 
No  longer  flay'ng  but  to  give  the  mother 
Notice  of  nty  affair.     I  humbly  thank  you  : 
Commend  me  to  my  brother  :  foon  at  night 
I'll  fend  him  certain  word  of  my  fuccefs. 
Luciu*  1  take  my  leave  of  you. 
Ifab.  Good  fir,  adieu. 


ACT 
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ACT      II.        SCENE     I. 

Anoelo's  Houfe,     Enter  Angelo,   Escalus,   a  Juf- 
tice,  Provo/?,  and  Attendants, 


w, 


Angelo. 


E  muft  not  make  a  fcare-crow  of  the  law; 
Setting  it  up  ro  fear  the  birds  of  prey. 
And  let  it  keep  one  (hape,  tiil  cuftom  make  it 
Their  perch,  and  not  their  terror. 

Efial  Ay,  but  yet 
Let  us  be  keen,  and  rather  cut  a  little, 
Than  fa!!,  and  bruife  to  death  :  Alas!  this  gentleman, 
Whom  I  would  fave,  had  a  mod  noble  father. 
Let  but  your  honour  know,   (whom  I  believe 
To  be  mofl:  ftrait  in  virtue) 
*'  That,  in  the  working  of  your  own  affe<5fions, 
**  Had  time  coher'd  with  place,  or  place  with  wifiiinT, 
**  Or  that  the  refolute  acting  of  your  blood 
**  Could  have  attain'd  the  efte6l  of  your  own  purpofe," 
Whether  yoa  had  not  fometime  in  your  life 
Err'd  in  this  point  which  now  you  cenfure  him. 
And  pull'd  the  law  upon  you. 

Jng.  'Tis  one  thiiig  to  be  tempted,  Efcalus, 
Another  thing  to  fall.     **  1  not  deny, 
**  The  jury,  palTing  on  the  prifoner's  life, 
*'  May,  in  the  fworn  twelve,  have  a  thief  or  two 
•*  Guiltier  than  him  they  try :    What's  open   made  to 

**juftice, 
**  That  juftice  feizes.     What  know  the  laws, 
*'  That  thieves  do  pafs  en  thieves  i  'Tis  very  pregnant, 
"  The  jewel  that  we  find,  we  ftoop  and  take  it, 
*'  Becaufe  we  fee  it;  but  what  we  do  not  fee, 
**  We  tread  upon,  and  never  think  of  it." 
You  may  not  fo  extenuate  his  offence, 
For  I  have  had  fuch  faults ;  but  rather  tell  me. 
When  I  that  cenfure  him  do  fo  offend. 
Let  mine  own  judgment  pattern  out  my  death. 

And 
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And  nothing  come  in  partial.     Sir,  he  muft  die. 

£/caL  Be  it,  as  your  v.'irdom  vviil. 

y^ng.  Where  is  the  provoft  ? 

F-rov.  Here,  if  it  like  your  honour. 

Jng.   See  that  CI  audio 
Pe  executed  by  nine  to-nnorrovv  morning  : 
Bring  him  his  confefibr,  kt  him  be  prepared  ; 
For  that's  the  utmofl;  of  his  pilgrimage.  [^Exit.  Ptov, 

Efcal.  Well,  heaven  forgive  him  !  and  forgive  us  all  1 
Some  rife  by  fin,  and  forne  by  virtue  fali : 
Some  run  from  brakes  of  vice,  and  anfwer  none ; 
And  fome  condemned  for  a  fault  alone. 

*'  Enter  Elbow,  Fp.oth,  Ckivn,  Officers,  l^c, 

**  Eib.  Come,  bring  them  awsy  :  if  thefe  be  good  peo- 
''  pie  in  a  common-weal,  that  do  nothing  but  ufe  their 
«'  abufes  in  common  houfes,  I  know  no  law  ;  bring  them 
"  away. 

**  Jiig.  How  now,  fir  !  What's  your  name  ?  and  what's 
**  the  matter  ? 

*'  Elh.  If  it  plcafe  your  honour,  I  am  the  poor  duke's 
**  confiable,  and  my  name  is  Elbow  ;  I  do  lean  upon  juf- 
**  lice,  fir,  and  do  bring  in  here  before  your  good  honour 
**  two  notorious  benefa6lors. 

'<  Jng.  Benefaftors  ?  Well ;  what  benefaftors  are  they  ? 
**  are  they  not  malefaclors  ? 

*'  Elb.  If  it  pleafe  your  honour,  I  know  not  well  what 
'*  they  are  :  but  prccife  villains  they  are,  that  I  am  fure 
**  of;  and  void  of  all  profanation  in  the  world,  that  good 
«<  cbriilians  ought  to  have. 

<'  Efcal.  This  comes  of[' well ;  here's  a  wife  officer. 

<«  Jng.  Goto:  What  quality  are  they  of?  Elbow  is. 
**  your  name  ?  Why  dofl  thou  not  fpeak.  Elbow  I 

*'  Clovjn*  He  cannot,  fir  5  he's  out  at  elbow. 

'*  Ang,  What  are  you,  fir  ? 

"  Elh*  He,  fir  ?  a  tapfter,  fir ;  p.ircel-bawd  ;  one  that 
"  fcrves  a  bad  woman ;  whofe  houfe,  fir,  was,  as  they  fiy,~ 
"  pluck'd  down  in  the  fuburbs ;  and  now  flie  profeffes  a 
"  hot-houfe,  which,  I  think,  is  a  very  ill  houfe  too, 

*'  EfcaL  How  know  you  that  ? 

''  Elh. 
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'<  Elh.  My  wife,  fir,  whom  I  deteft  before  heaven  aad 
*'  your  honour, • 

<*  EfcaL  How !   thy  wife  ? 

<*  EiL  Ay,  fir;  whom,  I  thank  heaven,  is  an  honcfl 
"  woman  ; 

**  FfcaL  Doft  thou  dcted  her  therefore  ? 

"  £ib.  I  fay,  fir,  I  will  detcfl  myfelf  alfo,  as  well  as  (he, 
f*  that  this  houfe,  if  it  be  not  a  bawd's  houfe,  it  is  pity  of 
"  her  life,  for  it  is  a  naughty  houfe. 

'*  Efcal,  How  doft  thou  know  that,  conflablc  ? 

E/b.  Marry,  fir,  by  my  wife  ;   who,  if  (he  had  been  a 

woman  cardinally  given,  might  have  been  accufed  ia 
**  fornication,  adultery,  and  all  uncleannefs  there. 

*'  EfcaL  By  the  woman's  means  ? 

"  Eih.  Ay,  fir,  by  miftrefs  Over-done's  means :  but  as 
'*  (he  fpit  in  his  face,  fo  flie  defy'd  him. 

'«  Clown,  Sir,  if  it  pleafe  your  honour,  this  is  not  fo. 

*'  Elb,  Prove  it  before  thefc  varlets  here,  thou  honour- 
*'  able  man,  prove  it. 

*'  EfcaL  Do  you  hear  how  he  mifplaces  ? 

[To  Angelo. 

"  Clown.  Sir,  Hie  came  in  great  with  child ;  and  long- 
*'  ing  (faving  your  honour's  reverence)  for  ftew'd  prunes; 
*'  fir,  we  had  but  two  in  the  houfe,  which  at  that  very 
**  diftant  time  (lood  as  it  were,  in  a  fruit-difh,  a  dilh  of 
"  fome  three-pence  ;  your  honours  have  feen  fuch  difhes ; 
**  they  are  not  China  diflies,  but  very  good  difhes. 

'*  EfcaL  Go  to,  go  to  ;  no  matter  for  the  difh,  fir. 

*'  Clown.  No,  indeed,  fir,  not  of  a  pin  ;  you  are  therein 
*'  in  the  right:  but,  to  the  point:  As  I  fay,  this  miflrcfs 
**  Elbow,  being,  as  T  fay,  with  child,  and  being  great  bel- 
»*  ley'd,  and  longing,  as  I  faid,  for  prunes;  and  having  but 
*'  two  in  the  difli,  as  I  faid,  mailer  Froth  here,  this  very 
**  man,  having  eaten  the  reft,  as  I  faid,  and,  as  I  fay,  pay- 
"  ing  for  them  very  honeftly  ; — for,  as  you  know,  mailer 
**  Froth,  I  cou'd  not  give  you  three  pence  again. 

**  Froth.  No,  indeed. 

"  Clown,  Very  well :  you  being  then,  if  you  be  rernem- 
**  ber'd,  cracking  the  ftones  of  the  forefaid  prunes. 

**  Froth,  Ay,  (o  I  did,  indeed. 

"  Ckxvn.  Why,  very  well:  I  telling  you  then^  if  you 

**be 
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•*  be  remember'd,  that  fuch  a  one,  and  fuch  a  one,  were 
**  pafl:  cure  of  the  thing  you  wot  of,  unlefs  they  kept  very 
**  good  diet,  as  I  told  you.** 

*•  Froth.  All  this  is  true. 

"  Clown.  Why,  very  wxll  then. 

"  E/cai.  Come,  you  are  a  tedious  fool  :  to  the  pur- 
**  pofe. — What  was  done  to  Elbow's  wife,  that  he  hath 
**  caule  to  complain  of?  come  me  to  what  was  done  to 
"  her. 

*•  Clown.  Sh%  your  honour  cannot  come  to  that  yet. 

*'  Efi^L  No,  fir,  nor  I  mean  it  not. 

**  Clown.  Sir,  but  you  (liall  come  to  it,  by  your  ho- 
*'  nour's  leave :  And,  J  bcfcech  you,  look  into  mafter 
*' Froth  here,  fir;  a  man  of  fourfcore  pound  a  year; 
*' whofe  father  dy'd  at  Hallowmas: — Was*t  not  at  Hal- 
**  lowmas,  mailer  Froth  ? 

"  Froth.  AlUhollond  eve. 

*'  down.  Why,  very  well:  I  hope  here  be  truths;  He, 
^'  fir,  fitting,  as  I  fay,  in  a  lower  chair,  fir  ; — 'twas  in  the 
**  Bunch  ofgrapesy  where,  indeed,  you  have  a  delight  to 
"  fit,  have  you  not  ? 

"  Froth.  I  have  fo;  becaufe  it  is  an  open  room,  and 
*•  good  for  winter. 

*'  Clown.  Why,  very   well  then  ; 1  hope  here  be 

**  truths. 

*^  J?ig.  This  will  lafl:  out  a  night  in  Ruflia, 
*'  When  nights  are  longeft  there:  I'll  take  my  leave, 
'*  And  leave  you  to  the  hearing  of  the  caufe; 
*'  Hoping,  you'll  find  good  caufe  to  whip  them  all. 

*'  Efcal,  I  think  no  lefs :  Good  morrow  to  your  lord- 
fnip.  \_Exit  Angelo. 

*«  Now,  fir,  come  on:  What  was  done  to  Elbow's  wife, 
**  once  more  ^ 

*'  Clown.  Once,  fir  ?  there  was  nothing  done  to  her 
**  CRce. 

**  Elb.  I  befeech  you,  fir,  aflc  him  what  this  man  did 
''  to  my  wife. 

Clown,  I  befeech  your  honour,  afk  me. 
EfcaL  Well,  fir;  what  did  this  gentleman  to  her  ? 
Clown.  I  befeech  you,    fir,  look  in  this  gentleman's 
"  face: — Good  mafler  Froth,  look  upon  his  honour ;  'tis 
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•*  for  a  good  purpofe  :    Doth  your   honour  msrk  hit 
««  face  ? 

*'  EfcaL  Av,  fir,  very  well. 

**  Clown,  Nay,  I  befeech  ycu  mark  it  well. 

«'  Efcal  WcH,  I  do  fo. 

*'  Clown.  Doth  your  honour  fee  any  harm  in  his  face? 

*'  Efcal  Why,  no. 

"  Clown,  V\\  be  fuppos'd  upon  a  book,  his  face  i^  the 
**  word:  thing  jibout  him  :  Good  then;  if  his  face  be  the 
*'  word  thing  about  him,  how  could  mader  Froth  do  the 
**  conHablt's  wife  any  harm  ?  I  would  know  that  of  your 
**  honour. 

*'  Ejcal.  He's  in  the  right  :  conflable,  what  fay  you 
''  to  it  I 

*'  Klh.  Firfl:,  an  it  like  you,  the  houfe  is  a  rerpe(51ed 
<*  houfe;  next,  that  is  a  rcfpccled  fellow;  and  his  miftrefs 
"  is  a  refpe(fted  woman. 

*'  Clown.  By  this  hand,  fir,  his  wife  is  a  more  refpecl-ed 
**  perfon  than  any  of  us  all. 

*'  E.h.  Varlet,  thou  liefl ;  thou  lieft,  wicked  variety 
"  the  time  is  yet  to  come,  that  Ihe  was  ever  refpeflcd  v/ith 
*'  man,  woman,  or  child. 

<*  Clown.  Sir,  fhe  was  refpccled  with  him  before  he 
"  raarry'd  with  her. 

**  EJcal,  Which  is  the  wifer  here  ?  Juftice  or  Iniquity  I 
"  — Is  this  true  ? 

"  Elb.  O  thou  caitiff!  O  thou  varlet  i  O  thou  wicked 
"  Hannibal  !  I  refpefled  with  her,  before  I  was  marry'd 
*'  to  her  i  If  ever  I  was  refpedled  with  her,  or  (lie  with 
*'  me,  let  not  yonr  worfliip  think  me  the  poor  duke's  of- 
"  ficer  : --Prove  this,  thou  wicked  Hannibal,  or  I'll  have 
"  mine  a^ion  of  battery  on  thee. 

**  Efcal.  If  he  took  you  a  box  o'  the  ear,  you  might 
"  have  your  acTtion  of  flander  too. 

*'  Elh.  Marry,  I  thank  your  good  worfhip  for  it :  What 
"  is't  your  vvorfhip's  pleafure  I  fhall  do  with  this  wicked 
**cairifr.? 

"  EfcaL  Truly,  officer,  becaufe  he  hath  fome  offences 
*'  in  him,  that  thou  wouldfl  difcover  if  thou  couldft,  \^t 
"  him  continue  in  his  courfes,  till  thou  know'fl  what  they 
^<  are. 

"  Elb. 
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**  Elb.  Marry,  I  thank  your  worfliip  for  it: — Thou 
"  feeft,  thou  wicked  varlet  now,  what's  come  upon  thee; 
**  thou  art  to  continue  now,  thou  varlet;  thou  art  to  con- 
*'  tinne. 

"  EfcaL  Where  were  you  born,  friend  ?      [7*^  Froth. 

*'  Froth.  Herein  Vienna,  fir. 

*'  Efcal,  Are  you  of  fourlcore  pounds  a  year  I 

**  Froth,  Yes,  and't  pleafe  you,  lir. 

•^  E/cal,  So. — What  trade  are  you  of,  fir  ? 

[To  the  Clown* 

**  Clown,  A  tapfler ;  a  poor  widow's  taplter. 

"  Efcal  Your  miftrefs's  name  ? 

**  Clovjn.  Midrefs  Overdone. 

**  Efcal,  Harh  (he  had  any  more  than  one  hufband? 

*^  Clown.  Nine,  fir  ;  Over-done  by  the  laft. 

*«  Efcal.  Nine ! — Come  hither  to  me,  mafter  Froth. 
**  Mafter  Froth,  X  would  not  have  you  acquainted  with 
"  tapfters ;  they  will  draw  you,  mafter  Froth,  and  you 
*«  will  hang  them  :  Get  you  gone,  and  let  me  hear  no  more 
"of  you. 

*'  Froth.  I  thank  your  wo r (hip :  For  mine  own  part, 
**  I  never  come  into  any  room  in  a  tap  houfe,  but  I  am 
<*  drawn  in. 

"  Efcal  Well ;  no  more  of  it,  mafter  Froth  :  farewel. 
«'  —Come  you  hither  to  me,  mafter  Tapfter  ;  what's  your 
*'  name,  raafier  Tapfter  ? 

*«  Clown.  Pompey. 

«  Efcal.  V/hat  elfe  ? 

*'  Clown,  Bum,  fir, 

<*  Efcal.  Troth,  and  your  bum  is  the  greateft  thing 
''  about  you  ;  fo  that,  in  the  beaftlieft  fenfe,  you  are 
**  Pompey  the  great.  Pompey,  you  are  partly  a  bawd, 
*'  Pompey,  howfoever  you  colour  it  in  being  tapfter  ;  Arc 
*'  you  not  ?  come,  tell  me  true  ;  it  ftiall  be  the  better  for 
*'  you. 

*'  Clown.  Truly,  fir,  I  am  a  poor  fellow  that  would  live. 
*'  Efcal.  How  would  you  live,  Pompey?  by  being  a 
•*  bawd  ?   What  do  you  think  of  the  trade,  Pompey  ?  is 
"  it  a  lawful  trade  I 

"  Clown.  If  the  law  will  allow  it,,  fir. 

''  Efcal, 
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<*  Efcal.  But  the  Xqlw  will  not  allow  it,  Pompey ;  nor 
«'  it  fhaii  not  be  allowed  in  Vienna. 

«*  Clown.  Does  your  wor(hip  mean  to  geld  and  fpay  all 
««  the  youth  in  the  city  ? 
"  EfcaL  No,  Pompey. 

*'  Clown.  l>uly,  fir,  in  my  poor  opinion,  they  will  to't 
*'  then  :  If  your  worfhip  will  take  order  for  the  drabs  and 
**  the  knaves,  you  need  not  fear  the  bawds. 

*'  EfcaL  There  are  pretty  orders  beginning,  I  can  tell 
*Syou  :  it  is  but  heading  and  hanging. 

*'  Clown.  If  you  head  and  hang  all  that  offend  that  way 
**  but  for  ten  years  together,  you'll  be  glad  to  give  out  a 
*'  commiirion  for  more  heads.  If  this  lav/  hold  in  Vienna 
*'  ten  years,  I'll  rent  the  fairefl:  houfe  in  it,  after  three 
"  pence  a  bay  :  If  you  live  to  fee  this  come  to  pais,  fay, 
*•  Pompey  told  you  fo, 

*'  EfcaL  Thank  you,  good  Pompey  :  and  in  requital  of 
**  your  prophecy,  hark  you, — I  advife  you,  let  me  not 
find  you  before  me  again  upon  any  complaint  whatfo- 
ever,  no  not  for  dweiiing  were  you  do  :  if  1  do,  Pom- 
*'  pcy,  I  {hail  beat  you  to  your  tent,  and  prove  a  fhrewd 
*•'  Caefar  to  you  ;  in  plain  dealing,  Pompey,  I  fhall  have 
^  you  vvhipt  :  fo,  for  this  time,  Pompey,  fare  you  well. 

*'  Clown.  I  thank  your  wordiip  for  your  good  counfel; 
*'  but  I  ihall  follow  it,  as  the  flcfh  and  fortune  fhall  better 
*•  determine. 

"  Whip  me  \  No,  no  :  let  carman  whip  his  jade  ; 
"  The  valiant  heart's  not  vvhipt  out  of  his  trade.     [Exit. 
"  EfcaL   Come  hither  to  me,  mnfler  fciibow ;  come  hi- 
*'  ther,   mafter  conftable.     How  long  have  you   been  ia 
**  this  place  of  conifable  ? 

**  Elb.  Seven  years  and  a  half,  fir. 
**  EfcaL  I  thougnt,  by  your  readinefs  in  the  office,  yoa 
'*  had  continued  in  'it  fume   time :   You  fay,   feven  years 
*'  together  ? 

"  Elb.  And  a  half,  fir, 

*'  Ejc.^L  Alas  !  it  hath  been  great  pains  to  you  !  they 
**  do  you  wrong  to  put  you  io  oft  upon't:  Are  there  cot 
*'  mrn  in  your  ward  fufficient  to  ferve  it  ? 

*'  Elb.  Faith,  fir,  few  of  any  wit  in  fuch  matters  :  as 
**  they  are  chofen,  they  are  glad  to  chufe  me  for  ihem  ;  £ 

**do 
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**  do  it  for  fome  piece  of  money,   and  go  through  with 
*«  all. 

"  EfcaJ.  Look  you,  bring  me  in  the  names  of  fome  fix 
*'  or  feveii,  the  moil  fufficicnt  of  your  parilh. 

**  Elb,  To  your  worfhip's  houfe,  fir  ? 

•*  Efcal.  To  my  houfe  :  Fare  you  well. 
"  What's  o'clock,  think  you  ? 

**  Juji.  Eleven,  fir. 

**  EfcaL  I  pray  you  home  to  dinner  with  me. 

**  y^ft'  ^  humbly  thank  you. 

"  Efcal.  It  grieves  me  for  the  death  of  Claudio  ; 
**  But  there's  no  remedy. 

**  Ju/i,  Lord  Angelo  is  fevere. 

"  Efcal.  It  is  but  needful : 
**  Mercy  is  not  itfelf,  thnt  oft  looks  fo  ; 
"  Pardon  is  Aill  the  nurfe  of  fscond  woe  : 
"  But  yet, — Poor  Claudio  ! — There's  no  remedy. 
**  Come,  fir.  [Ex emit. 


SCENE     IL 
*^  Angelo's  ^oz^.      E":tc7'  Provoji,  and  a  Servant,* 

<«  Ssrv.  He's  hearing  of  a  caafe ;  he  will  come  firaight : 
<*  I'll  teli  him  of  you. 

'<  Frov.  Pray  you,   do.  \_Exit  Seruant]  I'll  kiiov/ 
*'  His  pleafure  ;  may  be,  lie  will  relent:  Alas, 
*'  He  hath  but  as  cffended  in  a  dream  I 
«'  All  fefts,  all  ages  fmack  of  this  vice  j  and  he 
<«  To  die  for  it ! — 

'*  Enter  Angelo. 

'*  Ang.  Now,  what's  the  matter,  provofi:  ?" 

Frvv,  Is  it  your  will  Claudio  fhould  die  to-morrow  ? 

Jyig.  Did  I  not  tell  thee,  yea  I  hadfl  thou  not  order  ? 
Who  ^.o^^.  thou  aik  again  ? 

Prov.  Left  I  might  be  too  rafii : 
Under  your  good  correction,  I  have  feen, 
When,  after  execution,  judgment  haih 
Repented  o'er  his  doom. 

Ang. 
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Ang,  Go  to  ;  let  that  be  mine  : 
Do  you  your  oiEce,  or  give  up  your  place, 
And  you  (hall  well  be  fpar'd. 

Frov,  I  crave  your  honour's  pardon. — 
What  fhall  be  done,  fir,  with  the  groaning  Juliet? 
She's  very  near  her  hour. 

Ang.  Difpofe  of  her 
To  fome  more  fitting  place  ;  and  that  with  fpeed. 

{Re-enter  Servant. 1 

Serv*  Here  is  the  filler  of  the  man  condemn'd, 
Defires  accefs  to  you* 

A}2g.  Hath  he  a  fifter  ? 

Prov.  Ay,  my  good  lord  ;  a  very  virtuous  maid. 
And  to  be  (hortly  of  a  fifter-hood, 
If  not  already. 

Ang,  Well,  let  her  be  admitted.  [^Exh  Servant, 

*'  See  you,  the  fornicatrefs  be  rcmov'd  ; 
**  Let  her  have  needful,  but  not  lavifli  means ; 
<*  There  fhall  be  order  for  it.*' 

Efiter  Lucio  <3«^ Isabella. 

'«  Prov.  Save  your  honour  !'* 

/Ing,  "  Stay  yet  a  while.'' — [To  Isab.]  You  are  wel- 
come :  What's  your  will  ? 

I/ab.  I  am  a  woeful  fultor  to  your  honour, 
Pleafe  but  your  honour  hear  me. 

Ang.  Well ;  wiiat's  your  fait  ? 

Ifab.  There  is  a  vice,  that  mofl  I  do  abhor, 
And  mofl  defire  fhould  meet  the  blow  of  juflice  ; 
For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  mnfl; 
For  which  I  would  not  plead,  but  that  I  am 
At  war,  'twixt  will  and  will  not. 

Ang.  Well ;  the  matter  ? 

J/ab,  I  have  a  brother  is  condemned  to  die : 
I  do  befeech  you,  let  it  be  his  fault, 
And  not  my  brother. 

Prov.  Heaven  give  the  moving  graces ! 

j^ng.  Condemn  the  fault,  and  not  the  acfbor  of  it ! 
Why,  every  fault  condemn'd,  ere  it  be  done  : 
Mine  were  the  very  cypher  of  a  fundlion, 

C  To 
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To  find  the  faults,  whofe  fine  ftands  in  record, 
And  let  go  by  the  aflor. 

Ifah,  O  juft,  but  fevere  law ! 
I  had  a  brother  then. — Heaven  keep  your  honour. 

Lucio,  \To  IsAB.]  Giv't  not  o'er  fo  :  to  him  again, 
intreat  him  ; 
Kneel  down  before  him,  hang  upon  his  gown  ; 
You  are  too  cold  :  if  you  {hould  need  a  pin, 
■  You  could  not  with  more  tame  a  tongue  defire  it  : 
To  him  I  fay. 

Ifah,  Muft  he  needs  die  ? 

Ang,  Maiden,,  no  remedy. 

Ifah.  Yes ;   I  do  think  that  you  might  pardon  him, 
And  neither  heaven,  nor  man,  grieve  at  liie  mercy. 

Ang,  I  will  not  do't. 

Ijah,  But  can  you,  if  you  would  ? 

Ang.  Look,  what  I  will  not,  that  I  cannot  do. 

Ifah,  But  might  you  do't,  and  do  the  world  no  wrong, 
If  fo  your  heart  were  touch'd  with  that  remorfc 
As  mine  is  to  him  ? 

Ang,  He's  fentenc'd  ;  'tis  too  late. 

**  Luc'io,  You  are  too  cold,  \To  Isabella." 

Ifah,  Too  late  ?  %vhy,  no  ;  I,  that  do  fpeak  a  word, 
May  call  it  back  again  :  Well,  believe  this. 
No  ceremony  that  to  great  ones  'longs, 
Not  the  king's  crown,  nor  the  deputed  fword. 
The  marfhal's  truncheon,  nor  the  judge's  robe, 
'  Become  them  with  one  half  fo  good  a  grace. 
As  mercy  does. 

If  he  had  been  as  you,  and  you  as  he, 
You  would  have  llipt,  like  him  ;  but  he,  like  you. 
Would   not  have  been  fo  ftern. 

Ang*  Pray  you,  be  gone. 

Ifah.  I  would  to  heaven  I  had  your  potency, 
And  you  were  Ifabel !  fliould  it  then  be  thus  ? 
No;  I  would  tell  what  'twere  to  be  a  Judge, 
And  what  a  prifcner. 

Lucio.  [JfJe.]  Ay,  touch  him  :  ihere's-the  veiu. 

Ang.  Your  brother  is  a  forfeit  of  the  law, 
And  you  but  wafte  your  words. 

Ifah,  Alas  !  alas ! 

^  Why, 
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Why,  all  the  fouls  that  were,  were  forfeit  once ; 
And  He  that  might  the  vantage  beft  have  took, 
Found  out  the  remedy:  How  would  you  be. 
If  he,  which  is  the  top  of  judgment,  (hould 
But  judge  you,  as  you  are  ?  Oh,  think  on  that. 
And  mercy  then  will  breathe  within  your  lips, 
Like  man  new  made. 

Ang.  Be  you  content,  fair  maid  : 
It  is  the  law,  not  I,  condemns  your  brother  : 
Were  he  my  kinfman,  brother,  or  my^fon, 
it  fhould  be  thus  with  him  ; — he  muft  die  to-morrow. 

If  ah.    To-morrow  ?     Oh,  that's  fuddcn  I    Spare  him, 
fpare  him  ; 
"  He's  not  prepar'd  for  death  !  Even  for  our  kitchens 
**  We  kill  the  fowl,  of  feafon  ;  fhall  we  ferve  heaven 
**  With  lefs  refpe(5l  than  we  do  minifter 
**  To  ourgrofs  felves  ?'*  Good,  good  my  lord,  bethink  you : 
Who  is  it  that  hath  died  for  this  offence  ? 
There's  many  have  committed  it. 

Lucio.  Ay,  well  fa  id. 

Jng,  The  law  hath  not  been  dead,   though  it  hath 
flept : 
Thofe  many  had  not  dar'd  to  do  that  evil, 
If  the  firft  man,  that  did  the  edift  infringe, 
Had  anfwer'd  for  his  deed  :  '*  now,  'tis  awake  ; 
**  Takes  note  of  what  is  done ;  and,  like  a  prophet, 
"  Looks  in  a  glafs  that  (hews  what  future  evils, 
**  (Either  now,  or  by  remiflnefs  new-conceiv'd, 
**  And  fo  in  progrefs  to  behatch'd  and  born) 
**  Are  now  to  have  no  fucceffive  degrees, 
**  But,  ere  they  live,  to  end." 

J  fab.  Yet  (hew  fome  pity. 

Ang,  I  (hew  it  moftof  all,  wheal  (hew  juftlce; 
For  then  I  pity  thofe  I  do  not  know, 
Which  a  difmis'd  offence  would  after  gall ; 
And  do  him  right,  that,  anfwering  one  foul  wrong. 
Lives  not  to  acl  another.     Be  fatisfy'd  ; 
Your  brother  dies  to-morrow  ;  be  content. 

Ifab.  So  you  muft  be  the  firfl,  that  gives  this  fentence  ; 
And  he,  that  fuffers :  Oh,  it  is  excellent 

C  2  To 
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To  have  a  giant's  ftrength  ;  but  it  is  tyrannous, 
To  ufe  it  like  a  giant. 
Lucio.  That's  well  faid. 

Ifah,  Could  great  men  thunder 
As  Jove  himfelf  does,  Jove  would  ne'er  be  quiet. 
For  every  pelting,  petty  officer. 

Would  ufe  his  heaven  for  thunder ;  nothing  but  thun- 
der.  

Merciful  heaven ! 

Thou  rather  with  thy  (harp  and  fulphurous  bolt 

Split'rt  the  unwedgeable  and  gnarled  oak. 

Than  the  foft  myrtle :   O,  but  man,  proud  man, 

(Dreft  in  a  little  brief  authority  ; 

Mofl:  ignorant  of  what  he's  mofl  afTur'd, 

His  glalTy  efTence)  like  an  angry  ape. 

Plays  fuch  fantaftick  tricks  before  high  heaven. 

As  make  the  angels  weep;  *'  who,  with  our  ipleens, 

"  Would  all  themfelves  laugh  mortal. 

"  Lucio,  Oh,  to  him,  to  him,  wench  :  he  will  relent, 
**  He's  coming  ;  I  perceiv't." 

Prov,  Pray  heaven  flic  win  him  ! 

Ifab.  We  cannot  weigh  our  brother  withourfelf  i 
Great  men  may  jeft  with  faints  :  'tis  wit  in  them  ; 
But,  in  the  lefs,  foul  profanation. 

**  Lucio.  Thou'rt  in  the  right,  girl ;  more  o'  that. 

*•  Ifab.  That  in  the  captain's  but  a  cholerick  word, 

*'  Which  in  the  foldier  is  flat  blafphemy. 

'*  Lucio,  Art  advis'd  o'  that  ?  more  on't.'^ 

Jng.  Why  do  you  put  thefe  fayings  upon  me  ? 

Ifab,  Becaufe  authority,  though  it  err  like  others, 
Hath  yet  a  kind  of  medicine  in  itfelf. 
That  Ikins  the  vice  o'  the  top  :   Go  to  your  bofom  ; 
Knock  there  ;  and  afk  your  heart,  what  it  doth  know 
That's  like  my  brother's  fault :  if  it  confefs 
A  natural  guiltinefs  fuch  as  is  his, 
Let  it  not  found  a  thought  upon  your  tongue 
Againft  my  brother's  life. 

Jng.  \_JJide.]  She  fpeaks,  aad  'tis 
Such  fenfe,  that  my  fenfe  breeds  with  \U 

Fare  you  well.  [To  Isab.] 

Ifab,  Gentle,  my  lord,  turn  back. 

Ang. 
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Jn^.  I  will  bethink  me  : — Come  again  to  morrow. 

Jfab,  Hark,  how  I'll  bribe  you :  "  Good  my  lord,  turn 
back." 

Aug.  How  !  bribe  me  ? 

Ijab.  Ay,  with  fuch  gifts,  that  heaven  fhall  (hare  with 
you. 

Lucio.  You  had  marr'd  all,  elfe. 

Ijab.  Not  with  fond  Qiekels  o^.  the  tefled  gold. 
Or  flones,  whofe  rates  are  either  rich,  or  poor. 
As  fancy  values  them  :  but  with  true  prayers. 
That  (hall  be  up  at  heaven,  and  enter  there. 
Ere  fun -rife  ;  prayers  from  preferved  fouls. 
From  fafling  maids,  whofe  minds  are  dedicate 
To  nothing  temporal. 

Jng.  Well,  come  tome  to-morrow. 

**  Lucio.  Go  to  ;  'tis  well ;  [Afide  to  Isab.]  away.'* 

Ifab,  Heaven  keep  your  honour  fafe ! 

jdng.   Amen: 
For  I  am  that  way  going  to  temptation,  {^Afide, 

Where  prayers  crofs. 

Ifah.  At  what  hour  to-morrow 
Shall  I  attend  your  lordfhip  ? 

Ang,  At  any  time  'fore  noon. 

Ijab,  Save  your  honour  !        [^.v^z/«/ Lucio  andlsh^. 

Ang,  From  thee;  even  from  thy  virtue  !  — 
What's  this  ?  what's  this  ?  Is  this  her  fault,  or  mine  J 
The  tempter,  or  the  tempted,  who  fins  mofl  ?  Ha  i 
Not  fhe;  nor  doth  (he  tempt :  but  it  is  I, 
That  lying,  by  the  violet,  in  the  fun, 
Do,  as  the  carrion  does,  not  as  thz  flower. 
Corrupt  with  virtuous  feafon.     Can  it  be, 
That  modefiy  may  more  betray  our  fenfe 
Than  woman's  light nefs  ?  having  wafte  ground  enough, 
Shall  we  defire  to  raze  the  fanftuary. 
And  pitch  our  evils  there  ?  Oh,  fie,  fie,  fie ! 
What  doft  thou  ?  or  what  art  thou,  Angelo  ? 
Do(\  ihou  defire  her  foully,  for  thofe  things 
That  make  her  good  ?  Oh,  let  her  brother  live : 
Thieves  for  their  robbery  have  authority. 
When  judges  deal  themfelves.     What  ?  do  I  love  her. 
That  I  defire  to  hear  her  fpeak  again, 

C  3  And 
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And  fcafl  upon  her  eyes  ?  **  What  is't  I  dream  on  ?** 

Oh,  cunning  enemy,  that,  to  catch  a  faint, 

With  faints  deft  bait  thy  hook  !  moft  dangerous 

Js  that  temptation,  that  doth  goad  us  on 

To  fin  in  loving  virtue  :  never  could  the  ftrumpet, 

With  all  her  double  vigour,  art  and  nature. 

Once  flir  my  temper  ;  but  this  virtuous  maid 

Subdues  me  quite : — Ever,  till  now, 

When  men  were  fond,  I  fmil'd,  and  wondered  how. 


SCENE    III. 

ji  Pri/on]     Enter  Duke^  habited  like  a  Friary  and 
Provqft. 

Duke.  Hail  to  you,  provoft  i  fo,  I  think,  you  are. 

Prov.  I  am  the  provoft  :  What's  your  will,  good  friar  ? 

Duke,  Bound  by  my  charity,  and  my  blefs'd  order, 
I  come  to  vifit  the  aiBiifted  fpirits 
Here  in  the  prifon  :  do  me  the  common  right 
To  let  me  fee  them  ;  and  to  make  me  know 
The  nature  of  their  crimes,  that  I  may  minifter 
To  them  accordingly. 

Prov,  I  would  do  more  than  that,  if  more  were  need? 
ful. 

Enter  Juhet. 

Look,  here  comes  one ;  a  gentlewoman  ''  of  mine, 
"  Who  falling  in  the  flaws  of  her  own  youth, 
"  Hath  blifler'd  her  report :"  She  is  with  child  ; 
And  he  that  got  it,  fentenc'd  :  a  young  man 
More  fit  to  do  another  fuch  offence. 
Than  die  for  this. 

Duke.  When  muft  he  die  ? 

Prov.  As  I  do  think,  to  morrow. — 
I  have  provided  for  you  ;  flay  a  while,         [Jo  Juliet. 
And  you  fliall  be  conduced. 

Duke.  Repent  you,  fair  one,  of  the  fin  you  carry  ? 

Juliet*  I  do  5  and  bear  the  fhame  mofl  patiently. 

Duke^ 
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Duke.  V\\  teach  you  how  you  (hall  arraign  your  con- 
fcience. 
And  try  your  penitence,  if  it  be  found. 
Or  hollowly  putxjn. 

Juliet.  I'll  gladly  learn. 

Duke.  Love  you  the  man  that  wrong'd  you  ? 

yuUet.  Ye?,  as  I  love  the  woman  that  wrong'd  him. 

Duke.  So  then,  it  feems,  your  moft  offenceful  a(5i: 
Was  mutually  committed  ? 

Juliet.   Mutually. 

Duke.  Then  was  your  fin  of  heavier  kind  than  his, 

Juliet.  I  do  confefs  it,  and  repent  it,  father. 

Duke.  'Tis  meet  fo  daughter  :  But  left  you  do  repent, 
As  that  the  fin  hath  brought  you  to  this  (liame, — 
"  Which  forrow  is  always  towards  ourfelves,  not  heaven  ; 
**  Shewing,  we  would  not  fpare  heaven,  as  we  love  it, 
"  But  as  we  ftand  in  fear. — '* 

Juliet.  I  do  repent  me,  as  it  is  an  evil ; 
And  take  the  fhame  with  joy. 

Duke.  There  reft. 
Your  partner,  as  I  hear,  muft  die  to-morrow. 
And  I  am  going  with  inftrucStion  to  him  : 
Grace  go  with  you  !  benedicite.  ^Exit> 

"  Juliet.  Muft  die  to-morrow  !  Oh,  injurious  love, 
"  That  refpices  me  a  life,  whofe  very  comfort 
**  Is  ftill  a  dying  horror  I 

*'  Prov.  *Tis  piiy  of  him.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE    IV. 

A-^CELO^ s  Houfe.     Enter  Ai^CELO. 

Ang*  When  I  would  pray  and  think,  I  tl?ink  and  pray 
To  feveral  fubjefts  :  heaven  hath  my  empty  words ; 
Whilft  my  intention,  hearing  not  my  tongue. 
Anchors  on  Ifabel  :  Heaven  is  in  my  mouth, 
''  As  if  I  did  but  only  chew  its  name ;" 
And  in  my  heart,  the  ftrong  and  fwelling  evil 
Of  my  conception  :  The  ftate,  whereon  I  ftudied. 
Is  like  a  good  thing,  being  often  read. 
Grown  fear'd  and  tedious ;  yea,  my  gravity, 

C  4  Wherein 
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Wherein  (let  no  man  hear  me)  I  take  pride, 
Could  I,  with  boot,  change  for  an  idle  plume 
"Which  the  air  bears  for  vain.     Oh  place  !  oh  form  ! 
How  often  dofl  thou  with  thy  cafe,  thy  habit. 
Wrench  awe  from  fools,  and  tie  the  wiier  fouls 
To  thy  falfe  feeming  ?  **  Blood,  thou  art  but  blood  : 
*^  Let's  write  good  angel  on  the  devirs  horn, 
«'  'Tisnot  the  devil's  creft.** 

Enter  Servant, 

How  now,  who's  there  ? 

Serv,  One  Ifabcl.  a  fifter,  defires  accefs  to  you. 

Jn^,  Teach  her  the  way.  [Solus.]  Oh  heavens ! 
Why  does  my  blood  thus  mufler  to  my  heart, 
*'  Making  both  it  unable  for  itfelf, 
*'  And  diipolTefling  all  my  other  parts 
"  Of  neceflary  fitnefs  ? 

«  So  play  the^  foolifh  throngs  with  one  that  fwoons  j 
"  Come  all  to  help  him,  and  to  ftop  the  air 
<*  By  which  be  (bould  revive  :  and  even  fo 
<*  The  general,  fubje£l  to  a  well-wifhM  king, 
<*  CJuit  their  own  part,  and  in  obfequious  fondnefs 
"  Crowd  to  his  prcfsnce,  vvhcie  their  untaught  love 
<'  Mull  ceeda  appear  offence." 

Enter  Isabella. 

How  now,  fair  maid  ? 

Jfab.  I  am  come  to  know  your  pleafure, 

Jng.    That  you  might  know  it,  would  much  better 
pleafe  me, 
Than  to  demand  what  'tis.     Your  brother  cannot  live. 

Ifab.  Even  fo  ? — Heaven  keep  your  honour  !      [Going, 

Jng,   Yer  may  he  live  a  while  ;  and,  it  may  be. 
As  long  as  you,  or  I  :   Yet  he  mull  die. 

J/ab.  Under  your  fentence  ? 

Jng.  Yea. 

J/ab,  When,  I  befeech  you  ?   that  in  his  reprieve. 
Longer,  or  (horrer,  he  may  be  fo  fitted, 
That  his  foul  ficken  not, 

Jng,  Ha  !  Fie,  thcfe  filthy  vices  !  It  were  as  good 

To 
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To  pardon  him,  that  hath  from  nature  ftolen 

A  man  already  made,  as  to  remit 

Their  fawcy  fweetners,  that  do  coin  heaven's  image 

In  ftamps  that  are  forbid  :  •♦  'tis  all  as  eafy 

"  P'alfely  to  take  away  a  life  true  made, 

"  As  to  put  metal  in  reftrained  means, 

"  To  make  a  falfe  one." 

J/ab.  'Tis  fet  down  fo  in  heaven,  but  not  In  earth, 

Jng.  Say  you  ib  ?   then  I  (hall  poze  you  quickly. 
Which  had  you  rather.  That  the  mod  juft  law 
Now  took  your  brother's  life ;  or,  to  redeem  him. 
Give  up  yo.  r  body  to  fucli  fweec  uncleannefs 
As  (be  that  be  hath  i'ain'd  ? 

Jjab.  Sir,  believe  this, 
I  had  rather  give  my  body  than  my  foul. 

Jng.  T  talk  not  of  your  foul ;  Our  compell'd  fins 
Stand  more  for  number  than  for  accompt. 

I/ab.  How  fay  you  ? 

Jng.  Nay,  I'll  not  warrant  that ;  for  lean  fpeak 
Againit  the  thing  I  fay.     Anfwer  to  this, — 
I,  now  the  voice  of  the  recorded  law. 
Pronounce  a  fentence  oq  your  brother's  life: 
Might  there  not  be  a  charity  in  fin. 
To  fave  this  brother's  life  ? 

Ifah,  Pleafe  you  to  do't, 
I'll  take  it  as  a  peril  to  my  fouf. 
It  is  no  fin  at  a!i,  but  charity. 

Jng.  PleasM  you  to  do't,  at  peril  of  your  foul. 
Were  equal  poize  of  fin  and  charity. 

Ifab,  That  I  do  beg  his  life,  if  it  be  fin, 
Heaven,  let  me  bear  it  !  you  granting  of  my  fuit. 
If  that  be  fin,  I'll  make  it  my  morn  prayer 
To  have  it  added  to  the  faults  of  mite. 
And  nothing  of  your,  anfvver. 

Jng,  Nay,  but  hear  me  : 
Your  fenfe  purines  not  mine  :  either  you  are  ignorant; 
Or  feem  fo,  craftily;  and  that's  not  gc^d. 

Jfab,  Let  me  be  ignorant,  and  in  nothing  good, 
But  gracioufly  to  know  I  am  no  better. 

Jng.  Thus  wifdom  wi(hes  to  appear  mod  bright. 
When  it  doth  taxitfeif :  **  as  thefe  black  mafks 

'*  Proclaim 
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«'  Proclaim  an  enfhield  beauty  ten  times  louder 
«<  Than  beauty  could  difplayed."-~But  mark  me ; 
To  be  received  plain,  I'll  fpeak  more  grofs  : 
Your  brother  is  to  die, 

Ifab,  So. 

Ang,  And  his  ofFence  is  fo,  as  it  appears 
Accountant  to  the  law  upon  that  pain, 

Ifah.  True, 

Ang.  Admit  no  other  way  to  favc  his  life, 
(As  I  fubfcribe  not  that,  nor  any  other, 
But  in  the  lofs  of  queftion)  that  you,  his  fifter. 
Finding  yourfelfdefirM  of  fuch  a  perfon, 
Whofe  credit  with  the  judge,  or  own  great  place, 
Could  fetch  your  brother  from  the  manacles 
Of  the  all  binding  law  ;  and  that  there  were 
No  earthly  mean  to  favehim,  but  that  either 
You  mufl  lay  down  the  treafures  of  your  body 
To  this  fuppofed,  or  t\{Q  let  him  fuffer  ; 
What  would  you  do  ? 

Ifah,  As  much  for  my  poor  brother,  as  myfelfs 
That  is,  were  I  under  the  terms  of  death, 
The  impreffion  of  keen  whips  I'd  wear  as  rubies. 
And  ftrip  myfelf  to  death,  as  to  a  bed 
That  longing  I  ht\ve  been  Tick  for,  ere  Fd  yield 
My  body  up  to  fhame. 

Ang.  Then  mufl:  your  brother  die, 

Ijah,  And  'twere  the  cheaper  way  : 
Better  it  were,  a  brother  dy'd  at  once. 
Than  that  a  fifler,  by  redeeming  him. 
Should  die  for  ever. 

Ang,  Were  not  you  then  as  cruel  as  the  fentence 
That  you  have  flander*d  fo  ? 

l(ah.  Ignominy  in  ranfom,  and  free  pardon, 
Are  of  two  houfes :  lawful  mercy 
Is  nothing  kin  to  foul  redemption. 

Ang.  You  feem'd  of  late  to  make  the  law  a  tyrant; 
And  rather  prov'd  the  Aiding  of  your  brother 
A  merriment  than  a  vice. 

Ifah,  O  pardon  me  my  lord  ;  it  oft  falls  out 
To  have  what  we  would  have,  we  fpeak  not  what  wc 
mean  : 

I  fome- 
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I  fjtnething  do  excufe  the  thing  I  hate, 
For  his  advantage  that  I  dearly  love. 

Jf2g,  We  are  all  frail. 
J/TiL  Elfe  let  my  brother  die, 
*'  If  not  a  feodary,  but  only  he, 
*'  Owe,  and  fucceed  by  weaknefs." 

Jng.  Nay,  women  are  frail  too. 

Ifab.  Ay,  as  the  glaifes  where  they  view  themfelves  % 
Which  are  as  eafy  broke  as  they  make  forms, 
**  Women  ! — Help  heaven  I   men  their  creation  mar 
*'  In  profiting  by  them.     Nay,  call  us  ten  times  frail  ;** 
For  we  are  as  foft  as  our  complexions  are. 
And  credulous  to  falfc  prints. 

J?2g.  I  think  it  well : 
And  from  this  tedimony  of  your  own  fex, 
(Since,  I  fuppofe,  we  are  made  to  be  no  Wronger, 
Than  faults  may  fliake  our  frames)  let  me  be  bold, — > 
I  do  arrelt  your  words  ;  Be  that  you  are, 
That  13,  a  woman  ;  if  you  be  more,  you're  none ; 
If  you  be  one  (as  you  are  well  exprefs'd 
By  all  exrernal  warrants)  fhew  it  now, 
By  putting  on  the  deflin'd  livery. 

I/ab,  1  have  no  tongue  but  one  :  gentle  my  lord, 
Let  meintreat  you  fpeak  the  former  laaguage. 

j^ng.  Plainly  conceive,  I  love  you. 

J/rib,  My  brother  did  love  Juliet  ; 
And  you  tell  me,  that  he  fiiall  die  for  it. 

j^ng.  He  (hail  not,  Ifabel,  if  you  give  me  love, 

I/ak  I  know,  your  virtue  hath  a  licence  in't, 
Which  Teems  a  little  fouler  than  it  is, 
To  pluck  on  others. 

Jn7.  Believe  me,  on  my  honour, 
Aly  words  exprefs  my  purpofe. 

I/alf.   Ha  1  little  honour  to  be  much  believed, 
And  mofl  pernicious  purpofe! — "  Seeming, feeming!— 
I  will  prodaim  thee,  Angelo;  look  for't: 
Sign  me  a  prt^knt  pardon  for  my  brother. 
Or,  with  aa  out-ftretch'd  throat,  I'lltell  the  world 
Aloud,  what  man  thou  art. 

Jfig.  Who  will  believe  thee,  Ifabel  ? 
My  unfoii'd  name,  the  aufierencfs  of  my  life. 

My 
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My  vouch  againft  j^ou,  and  my  place  i'  the  ftate, 

Will  fo  your  accafation  over- weigh, 

That  you  (hall  flifle  in  your  own  report, 

And  fmeJl  ot  calumny.     I  have  begun  ; 

And  now  I  give  my  fenfual  race  the  rein  : 

Fit  thy  confent  to  my  (harp  appetite; 

Lay  by  all  nicety,  and  prolixious  blufhes, 

That  banifti  what  they  fue  for  ;  redeem  thy  brother 

By  yielding  up  thy  body  to  my  will  ; 

Or  elfc  he  mull:  not  only  die  the  death. 

But  thy  iinkindiiefs  (hall  his  death  draw  out 

To  lingering  fufJerance  :  anfwer  me  to-morrow. 

Or,  by  the  affeclion  that  now  guides  me  moft, 

I'll  prove  a  tyrant  to  him  :  As  for  you, 

Say  what  you  can,  my  falfe  o'erweighs  your  true.     [Exit, 

Ifab,  To  whom  (hould  I  complain  ?'Did  I  tell  this. 
Who  would  believe  me  ?  O  perilous  mouths, 
That  bear  in  them  one  and  the  felf-fame  tongue. 
Either  of  condemnation  or  approof ! 
Bidding  the  law  make  ceurt'fy  to  their  will ; 
*'  Hooking  both  right  and  wrong  to  the  appetite, 
"  To  follow,  as  it  draws  ;  I'll  to  my  brother  : 
Though  he  h -th  h\Vi\  by  promp^ure  of  the  blood. 
Yet  hath  he  in  liim  fuch  a  mind  of  l.onour, 
Thar  had  he  iwcnty  head?  to  tender  down 
On  twenty  blcody-block?,  he'd  yield  them  up. 
Before  his  fiiltr  (hould  her  body  (loop 
To  fuch  abhorr'd  pollution. 
Then,  Ifabel,  live  chafle,  and,  brother,  die  : 
More  than  our  brother  is  our  chaftity. 
I'll  tell  him  yet  of  Angelo's  requeil. 
And  fit  his  mind  to  death,  for  his  foul's  rcfl-.  [Exit, 


A  C  T     III.       SCENE     I. 
7be  Prifoh     Enter  D*ike,  Claud lO,  and  Vrovofl, 


s 


Duke, 


o,  then  you  hope  of  pardon  from  lord  Angelo  ? 

Claud,  The  miferabic  have  no  other  medicine. 
But  only  hope : 

1  have 
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I  have  hope  to  live,  and  am  prepared  to  die. 

Duke.  Be  abfolute  for  death  ;  either  death  or  life. 
Shall  thereby  be  the  fweeter.     Reafon  thus  with  life,— 
If  I  do  lofe  thee,  I  do  lofe  a  thing, 
That  none  but  fools  would  keep  :  a  breath  thou  art. 
Servile  to  all  the  fkiey  influences 
That  do  this  habitation,  where  thou  kecp'fl-, 
Hourly  afflifl  i  merely,  thou  art  death's  fool ; 
For  him  thou  labour'll  by  thy  flight  to  fhuo, 
And  yet  runneil  toward  him  rtill :   Thou  art  not  noble; 
For  all  the  accommodations,  that  thou  bear'ff, 
Are  nurs'd  by  bafenefs :  Thou  art  by  no  means  valiant  ; 
For  thou  doll  fear  the  foft  and  render  fork 
Of  a  poor  worm  :  Thy  beft  of  reft  is  fleep, 
And  that  thou  oft  provok'fl ;  yet  grofsly  fear 'ft 
Thy  death,  which  is  no  more.     "  Thou  art  not  thyfelf ; 
**  For  thou  cxift'il  on  many  a  thoufand  grains 
"  That  iffue  out  of  dufl: :"  Hnppy  thou  art  not ; 
For  what  thou  halt  not,  flill  thou  ftriv'll  to  get  ; 
And  what  thou  haft,  forget'A  :  *'  Thou  art  not  certain; 
**  For  thy  complexion  fliift^  to  flrange  efFefls, 
**  After  the  moon  ;"  If  thou  art  rich,  thou  art  poor ; 
For,  like  an  afs,  whofe  back  with  ingots  bows, 
Thou  bear'ft  thy  heavy  riches  but  a  journev. 
And  death  unloads  thee:  Friend  hall  thou  none; 
For  thy  own  bowels,  which  do  call  ihee  lire. 
The  mere  effafion  of  thy  proper  loins. 
Do  curfe  the  gout,  ferpigo,  and  the  jhc:um, 
For  endin,^,  thee  no  ibriie.'  :  Thou  haft  nor  youth,  nor  age; 
But,  as  it  v'^  ere,  an  after-dinner's  fleep. 
Dreaming  on  both  :  for  aU  thy  blefled  youth 
Becomes  as  aged,  "  and  doth  beg  the  alms 
'*  Of  palfied  eld  ;'»  and  when  thou  art  old,  and  rich. 
Thou  hafl:  neither  heat,  afFedtion,  limb,  nor  beauty 
To  make  thy  riches  pleafanr.     What's  yet  in  this. 
That  bears  the  name  of  life  ?  Yet  in  this  life 
Lye  hid  more  thoufand  deaths  :  yet  death  we  fear^ 
That  makes  thefc  odds  all  even. 

Claud*  I  humbly  thank  you. 
To  fue  to  live,  I  find,  I  feek  to  die ; 
And,  fseking  death^  find  life  :  Let  it  come  od* 

EnUr 
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Enter  Isabella. 

Ifab,  What,  ho !  Peace  here  ;  grace  and  good  company ! 

Prov.  Who's  there  ?  Come  in  :  the  widi  deferves  a  wel- 
come. 

Duke,  Dear  fir,  ere  long  I'll  viilt  you  again. 

Claud.  Moft  holy  fir,  I  thank  you. 

Jfab.  My  bufinefs  is  a  word  or  two  with  Claudio. 

Prov,  Aiid  very  welcome.     Look,  fignior,  he£e*s  your 
fider. 

Duke.   ProvoH:,  a  word  with  you. 

Prov.  As  many  as  you  pleafe. 

Duh.  Bring  them  to  fpeak  where  I  mny  be  conceal'd. 
Yet  hear  them.  [^Exeunt  Duke  and  Provq/i. 

Claud.  Now,  fifter  what's  the  comfort  ? 

I/ab.  Why,  as  all  comforts  are  :  moft  good  indeed  : 
Lord  Angelo,  having  affliirs  to  heaven, 
Intends  you  for  his  fwift  ambaiTador, 
Where  you  (hall  be  an  everlafting  leiger  : 
Therefore  your  beft  appointment  make  with  fpeed  ; 
To-morrow  you  fet  on. 

Claud.  Is  tlJiere  no  remedy  ? 

Ifab.  None,  but  fuch  remedy,  as,  to  fave  a  head, 
To  cleave  a  heart  in  twain. 

Claud.  But  is  there  any  ? 

Ifab.  Yes,  brother,  you  may  live ; 
There  is  a  devilifli  mercy  in  the  judge, 
If  you'll  implore  it,  that  will  free  your  life, 
But  fetter  you  till  death. 

*«  Claud,  Perpetual  durance  ? 

«*  Ifab.  Ay,  juft,  perpetual  durance;  a  re'lraint, 
<«  Though  all  the  world's  vaflidity  you  had, 
<«  Toa  determin'd  fcope." 

Claud,  But  in  what  nature  ? 

ifab.  In  fuch  a  one  as  (you  confenting  to't) 
Would  bark  your  honour  from  that  trunk  you  bear, 
And  leave  you  naked. 

Claud.  Let  me  know  the  point. 

I/ab,  Oh,  I  do  fear  thee,  Claudio:  and  I  quake, 
Left  thou  a  feverous  life  fliould'ft  entertain, 
And  fix  or  fevcn  winters,  more  refpe(5l 

Than 
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Than  a  perpetual  honour.     Dar*ft  thou  die  ? 
The  fenfe  of  death  is  moft  in  apprehenfioa  y 
And  the  poor  beetle,  that  we  tread  upon. 
In  corporal  fufferance  finds  a  pang  as  great 
As  when  a  giant  dies. 

Claud.  Why  give  you  me  this  fhame  ? 
Think  you  I  can  a  refolution  fetch 
From  flowery  tendernefs ;  If  I  muft  die, 
I  will  encounter  darknefs  as  a  bride, 
And  hug  it  in  my  arms. 

I/ab.  There  fpake  my  brother  ?  there  my  father's  grave 
Did  utter  forth  a  voice  !  Yes,  thou  muft  die  : 
Thou  art  too  noble  to  conferve  a  life 
In  bafe  appliances.     This  outward-fainted  deputy,—* 
•*  Whcfe  fettled  vifage  and  deliberate  word 
**  Nips  youth  i'  the  head,  and  follies  doth  enimew, 
**  As  falcon  doth  the  fowl,"— is  yet  a  devil ; 
*'  His  filth  within  being  caft,  he  would  appear 
"  A  pond  as  deep  as  hell." 

Claud.  The  princely  Angelo? 

Jfab.  Oh,  'tis  the  cunning  livery  of  hell, 
"  The  damned'ft  body  to  invert  and  cover 
"  In  princely  guards !"  Doft  thou  think,  CLiudio^ 
If  I  would  yield  him  my  virginiLy, 
Thou  might'ft  be  freed  ? 

Claud.  Oh,  heavens !  it  cannot  be. 

IfaL  Yes,  he  would  give  it  thee,  for  this  rank  ofFence, 
So  to  offend  him  ftill  :   This  night's  the  time 
That  I  fhould  do  what  I  abhor  to  name, 
Or  elfe  thou  dy'ft  to-morrow. 

C/aud.  Thou  (lull  not  do't. 

Jfab.  Oh,  were  it  but  my  life, 
I'd  throw  it  down  for  your  deliverance 
As  frankly  as  a  pin. 

Claud.  Thanks,  dear  Ifabel. 

Jfab.  Be  ready,  Claudio,  for  your  death  to-morrow. 

Claud.  Yes. — Has  he  afFecVions  in  him, 
That  thus  can  make  him  bite  the  law  by  the  nofe  I 
When  he  would  force  it,  fure  it  is  no  fin  ; 
Or  of  the  deadly  feven  it  is  the  leaft. 

I/ab,  Which  is  theleaft? 

Claud, 
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Claud.  If  it  were  damnable,  he,  bein?  fo  wife, 
"Why  would  he  for  the  momentary  trick 
Be  perdurablv  fm'd  ?  Oh  Ifabel ! 

Ifab.  What  fays  my  brother  ? 

C/aud.  Death  is  a  fearful  thing. 

Jfab.  And  fliamed  life  a  hateful. 

Claud.  Ay,  but  to  die,  and  go  we  know  not  where  j 
To  lye  in  cold  obl^ru^tion,  and  to  rot  i 
This  fenlible  warm  motion  to  become 
A  kneeded  clod  ;  and  the  delighted  fpiriS 
To  bathe  in  fiery  floods,  or  to  refide 
In  thriling  region  of  thick-ribbed  ice; 
To  be  irnprifoa'd  in  the  viewlefs  winds* 
And  blown  with  reftlefs  violence  round  about 
The  pendant  world  ;  or  to  be  worfe  than  woril 
Of  thofe,  that  lawlefs  and  incertain  thoughts 
Imagine  howling  ! — 'tis  too  horrible  ! 
The  wearied  and  moft  loathed  worldly  life. 
That  age,  ach,  penury,  aud  imprilonment 
Can  lay  on  nature,  is  a  paradife 
To  what  we  fear  of  death. 

Jfab.  Alas!  alas  I 

Ci£:uJ,  Sweet  flAer,  let  me  live  j 
"What  lin  yen  do  to  fave  a  brother's  life. 
Nature  difpenfes  with  the  deed  fo  far, 
That  it  becomes  a  virtue. 

Ifab.  ''  Oh,  you  bead  !" 
Oh,  faithlefs  coward  !  Oh,  difhoneft  wretch  ! 
Wiit  thou  be  made  a  man,  out  of  my  vice? 
Is't  not  a  kind  of  inccft,  to  take  life 
From  thine  own  fifter's  fhame  ?  What  fliould  I  think  ? 
Heaven  (hield,  my  mother  playM  my  father  fair  1 
For  fuch  a  warped  flipof  wildcrncfs 
Me'er  iflci'd  from  his  blood.     Take  my  defiance  : 
Die  ;  perifli !   might  but  my  bending  down 
lleprieve  thee  from  thy  fate,  it  fhould  proceed  : 
I'll  pray  a  thoufand  prayers  for  ihy  death, 
No  word  to  iave  thee. 

Claud,  Nay,  hear  me,  Ifabel. 
Ijiib.  Oh,  fie,  fit-,  fie  ; 
Thy  un*s  nut  accidental,  but  a  trade : 

Mercy 
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Mercy  to  thee  would  prove  itfelf  a  bawd  : 
'Tis  bed  that  thou  dy'ft  quickly. 
Claud,  Oh,  hear  me,  Ifabella. 

Re-enter  Duke. 

Duke.  Vouchfafe  a  word,  young  filler,  but  one  word. 

Ifab.  What  is  your  will  ? 

Duke.  Might  you  difpenfe  with  your  leifure,  I  would 
by  and  by  have  fome  fpecch  with  you  :  the  fatisfadlioa  I 
would  require,  is  likewife  your  own  benefit. 

Ifab.  I  have  no  fuperfluous  leifure  \  my  flay  mufl  be 
flolea  out  of  other  affairs ;  but  [  will  attend  you  a  while. 

Duke.  [7b  Cl  AUDIO  ^^(?.]  Son,  I  have  over-heard 
what  hath  pafl:  between  you  and  your  fifler.  Angelo  had 
never  the  purpofe  to  corrupt  her  ;  only  he  hath  made  aa 
aiTay  of  her  virtue,  to  pradlife  his  judgment  with  the  dif- 
pofition  of  natures :  She,  having  the  truth  of  honour  ia 
her,  hath  made  him  that  gracious  denial,  which  he  is  moffc 
glad  to  receive :  I  am  confefiTor  to  Angelo,  and  I  know 
this  to  be  true  ;  therefore  prepare  yourfelf  to  death.  Do 
not  fatisfy  your  refolution  with  hopes  that  are  fallible : 
to-morrow  you  mufl  die ;  go  to  your  knees,  and  make 
ready. 

Claud,  Let  me  afl<  my  fifler  pardon.  I  am  fo  out  of 
love  with  life,  that  I  will  fue  to  be  rid  of  it. 

[^Exit  Claud.  Re  enter  Provojl, 

Duke.  Hold  you  there  ;  Farewel.  Provofl,  a  word  with 
you. 

Prov.  What's  your  will,  father  ? 

Duke,  "  That  now  you  are  come,  you  will  be  gone:" 
Leave  me  a  while  with  the  maid ;  my  mind  promifes 
with  my  habit,  no  lofs  (hall  touch  her  by  my  company. 

Pro'u.  In  good  lime.  \Exit  Prov. 

Duke,  The  hand,  that  hath  made  you  fair,  hath  made 
you  good  :  the  goodnefs,  that  is  cheap  in  beauty,  makes 
beauty  brief  in  goodnefs  ;  but  grace,  being  the  foul  of 
your  complexion,  fhould  keep  the  body  of  it  ever  fair. 
The  affault,  that  Angelo  hath  mnde  to  ycu,  fortune  hjth 
conveyM  to  my  underflanding  ;  and,  but  that  frailty  hath 
examples  for  his   falling,    I  fhould  wonder  at  Angelo : 
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How  would  you  do  to  content  this  fubflitute,  and  to  fave 
your  brother  ? 

Ifab.  I  am  now  going  to  refolve  him  :  I  had  rather  my 
brother  die  by  the  law,  than  my  fon  fhould  be  unlawfully 
born.  But  oh,  how  much  is  the  good  duke  deceiv'd  in 
Angelo !  if  ever  he  returns,  and  I  can  I'peak  to  him,  I 
will  open  my  lips  in  vain,  or  difcover  his  government. 

Duke.  That  (hall  not  be  much  amifs  :  yet,  as  the  mat- 
ter now  ftands,  he  will  avoid  your  accufation  ;  he  made 
trial  of  you  only. — Therefore  fallen  3^our  ear  on  my  ad- 
vifings ;  to  the  love  I  have  in  doing  good,  a  remedy  pre- 
fents  itfelf.  I  do  make  myfelf  believe,  that  you  may  moft 
uprighteoufly  do  a  poor  wronged  lady  a  merited  benefit ; 
redeem  your  brother  from  the  angry  law  ;  do  no  ftain  to 
your  own  gracious  perfon ;  and  much  pleafe  the  abfent 
duke,  if  perad venture,  he  ihall  ever  return  to  have  hearing 
of  this  bufinefs. 

Ifub,  Let  me  hear  you  fpeak  further :  I  have  fpirit  to 
do  any  thing,  that  appears  not  foul  in  the  truth  of  my 
fpirit. 

Duke.  Virtue  is  bold,  and  goodnefs  never  fearful. 
Have  you  not  heard  fpeak  of  Mariana,  the  filler  of  Frede- 
rick, the  great  foldier,  who  mifcarried  at  fea  ? 

Ifab,  I  have  heard  of  the  lady,  and  good  words  went 
with  her  name. 

Duke.  Her  (hould  this  Angelo  have  marry'd ;  was  af- 
fianc'd  to  her  by  oath,  and  the  nuptial  appointed  :  be- 
tween which  time  of  the  contraiSl,  and  limit  of  the  fo- 
lemnity,  her  brother  Frederick  was  wreck'd  at  fea,  hav- 
ing in  that  perjfli'd  vefTel  the  dov/ry  of  his  fifter.  But 
mark,  how  heavily  this  befel  to  the  poor  gentlewoman  : 
there  ftie  lofl  a  noble  and  renowned  brother,  in  his  love 
toward  her  ever  moft  kind  and  natural;  with  him  the 
portion  and  finew  of  her  fortune,  her  marriage- dowry  ; 
with  both,  her  **  combinate"  hufband,  this  well  feeming 
Angelo. 

Ifab.  Can  this  be  fo  ?  Did  Angelo  fo  leave  her  ? 

Duke,  Left  her  in  her  tears,  and  dry'd  not  one  of  them 
with  his  comfort  j  fwallow'd  his  vows  whole,  pretending, 
in  her,  difcoveries  of  diftionour  :  in  few,  beflow'd  her  on 
her  ov\^a  lamentation,  which  yet  fhe  wears  for  his  fake  j  and 
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lie,  a  marble  to  her  tears,  is  vvafhed  with  them,  but  re- 
lents not. 

Ifab^  What  a  merit  were  it  in  death,  to  take  this  poor 
maid  from  the  world  !  What  corruption  in  this  life,  that 
it  will  let  this  man  live  ! — But  how  out  of  this  can  (he 
avail  ? 

Duke.  It  is  a  rupture  that  you  may  eafily  heal :  and 
the  cure  of  it  not  only  faves  your  brother,  but  keeps  you 
from  diQionour  in  doing  it. 

Ifab.  Shew  me  how,  good  father. 

Duke.  This  fore-named  maid  hath  yet  in  her  the  con- 
tinuance of  her  firft  afFe<5lion ;  his  unjufi:  unkindnefs,  that 
in  all  reafon  (hould  have  quenched  her  love,  hath,  like  an 
impediment  in  the  current,  made  it  more  violent  and  un- 
ruly. Go  you  to  Angelo ;  anfwer  his  requiring  with  a 
plaufible  obedience;  agree  with  his  demands  "  to  the 
point ;"  only  refer  yourfelf  to  this  advantage, — firff,  that 
your  ftay  with  him  may  not  be  long  ;  that  the  time  may 
have  all  (hadow  and  filence  in  it ;  and  the  place  anfwer  to 
convenience  :  this  being  granted  in  courfe,  now  follows 
all.  We  (hall  advife  this  wronged  maid  to  ftead  up  your 
appointment,  go  in  your  place  ;  if  the  encounter  acknow- 
ledge itfelf  hereafter,  it  may  compel  him  to  her  recom- 
pence  :  and  here,  by  this,  is  your  brother  faved,  your  ho- 
nour untainted.  The  poor  Mariana  advantaged,  and  the 
corrupt  deputy  fcaled.  The  maid  will  I  frame,  and  make 
fit  for  his  attempt.  If  you  think  well  to  carry  this  as  you 
may,  the  doublenefs  of  the  benefit  defends^the  deceit  from 
reproof.     What  think  you  of  it  ? 

Ifab.  The  image  of  it  gives  me  content  already ;  and,  I 
truft,  it  will  grow  to  a  moft  profperous  perfe6fion* 

Duke.  "  It  lies  much  in  your  holding  up  :*'  Halle  you 
fpeedily  to  Angelo;  if  for  this  night  he  intreat  you  to  his 
bed,  give  him  promife  of  fatisfudlion.  I  will  prefently  to 
St.  Luke's ;  there,  at  the  moated  grange  refides  this  de- 
je(51:ed  Mariana:  "  at  that  place  call  upon  me;  and  dif- 
**  patch  with  Angelo,  that  it  may  be  quickly." 

I/ab.  1  thank  you  for  this  comfort :  Fare  you  well, 
good  father*  {Exeunt  fever  ally. 
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SCENE    ir. 

Thejlreet,     Re-enter  Duke  as  a  Friary  Elbow ,  Clown, 
and  Officers. 

Elbow,  Nay,  If  there  be  no  remedy  for  ir,   but  that 
you  will  needs  buy  and  fell  men  and  women  like  beafls, 
we   fhall  have  all  the   world   drink   brown   and   white 
baliard. 
'    Duke,  Oh,  heavens  !  what  fluff  is  here  ? 

"  Clown.  'Twas  never  merry  world,  fince,  of  two  ufu- 
*'  ries,  the  merrieft  was  put  down,  and  the  worfer  allowed 
**  by  order  of  law  a  furr'd  gown  to  keep  him  warm ;  and 
*'  furrM  with  fox  and  lamb-fkins  too,  to  fignify,  that 
**  craft,  being  richer  than  innocency,  (lands  for  the  fac- 
*'  ing." 

Elb*  Come  your  way,  fir : Blcfs  you,  good  father 

friar. 

Duke.  And  you,  good  brother  father :  What  offence 
hath  this  man  made  you,  fir  ? 

Elb.  Marry,  fir,  he  hath  offended  the  law  ;  **  and,  fir, 
**we  take  him  to  be  a  thief  too,  fir;  for  we  have  found 
*^  upon  him,  fir,  a  ftrange  pick-lock,  which  we  have  fent 
*'  to  the  deputy." 

Duke.  Fie,  firrah;  a  bawd,  a  wicked  bawd  ! 
The  evil  that  thou  caufefl:  to  be  done, 
That  is  thy  means  to  live  :  '*  Do  thou  but  think 
**  What  'tis  to  cram'  a  maw,  or  cloath  a  back, 
"  From  fuch  a  filthy  vice  :  fay,  to  thyfelf, — 
*'  From  their  abominable  and  beafily  touches 
**  I  drink,  I  eat,  array  myfelf,  and  live.'* 
Canff  thou  believe  thy  living  is  a  life. 
So  (linkingly  depending  ?  Go,  mend,  go,  mend. 

Clown.  Indeed,  it  does  fiink  in  fome  fort,  fir;  but  yet, 
fir,  I  would  prove 

Duke,  Nay,  if  the  devil  hath  given  thee  proofs  for  fin, 
Thou  wilt  prove  his.     Take  him  to  pri.fon,  officer ; 
Corre61ion  and  inflruflion  muft  both  work, 
Ere  this  rude  bcafl:  will  profit. 

Elb.  He  muft  before  the  deputy,  fir  ;  he  has  given  him 
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warning :  the  deputy  cannot  abide  a  whore  mafler  :  if  he 
be  a  whore-monger,  and  comes  before  him,  he  were  as 
good  go  a  mile  on  his  errand. 

Duke.  That  we  were  all,  as  fome  would  feem  to  be. 
Free  from  all  faults,  *'  as  faults  from  feeming  free  !'* 

Enter  Lucio. 

*«  Elb.  His  neck  will  come  to  your  waifl,  a  cord,  fir." 

Clown,  I  fpy  comfort ;  I  cry  bail ;  here's  a  gentleman, 
and  a  friend  of  mine. 

Lucie,  fiow  now,  noble  Pompey  ?  what,  at  the  heels 
of  Casfar  ?  art  thou  led  in  triumph  ?  What,  is  there  none 
of  Pigmalion's  images,  newly  made  woman,  to  be  had 
now,  **  for  putting  the  hand  in  the  pocket  and  extra(5ling 
*•  it  clutched?  what  reply?  ha?  what  fay'ft  thou  to  this 
**  tune,  matter,  and  method  ?  Is't  not  drown'd  i*  the  lafl 
**  rain  ?  ha  ?  what  fay'ft  thou,  trot  ?  is  the  world  as  it  was, 
•*  man  ?  Which  is  the  way  ?  is  it  fad,  and  few  words?  or 
**  how  ?   the  trick  of  it  ? 

*♦  Duke.  Still  thus,  and  thus !  ftill  worfe ! 

*'  Lucio:'  How  doth  my  dear  morfel,  thy  miftrefs  I 
procures  flie  ftill  ?  ha  ? 

**  Clown,  Troth,  fir,  fhe  hath  eaten  up  all  her  beef,  and 
"  fhe  is  herfelf  in  the  tub. 

"  Luc'to.  Why,  'tis  good  ;  it  is  the  right  of  it ;  it  mnfl: 
**  be  fo  :  ever  your  frelh  whore,  and  your  powder'd  bawd  : 
**  an  unfiiun'd  confequence  ;  it  muft  be  fo:"  Art  going  to 
prifon,  Pompey  ? 

Clown.   Yes,  faith,  fir. 

Lucio.  Why,  'tis  not  amlfs,  Pompey  :  farewel :  go  j  fay, 
I  fent  thee  thither.     For  debt,  Pompey  ?  or  how  ? 

Elb.  For  being  a  bawd,  for  being  a  bawd. 

Lucio.  Well,  then  imprifon  him :  if  imprifonment  be 
the  due  of  a  bawd,  why,  'tis  his  right :  Bawd  is  he,  doubt- 
kfs,  and  of  antiquity  too  ;  bawd-born.  Farewel,  good 
Pompey :  Commend  me  to  the  prifon,  Pompey  :  You 
will  turn  good  hufband  now,  Pompey ;  you  will  keep  the 
houfe. 

Clown.  I  hope,  fir,  your  good  worfhip  will  be  my  bail. 

Lucio.  No  indeed,  will  1  not,  Pompey;  it  is  not  the 
wear.    I  will  pray,  Pompey,  to  encreafe  your  bondage  : 
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if  you  take  it  not  patiently,  why,  your  mettle  is  the  more: 
Adieu,  trufty  Pompey. — Blefs  you,  friar. 

Duke.  And  you. 

*'  Lucio.  Does  Bridget  paint  ftill,  Ponipey  ?  ha  ?'* 

Elh.  C  .me  your  ways,  fir  ;  come. 

Clown,  You  will  not  bail  me  then,  fir  ? 

Lulzo  Then,  Pompey  ?  nor  now. — What  news  abroad, 
friar?  what  news  ? 

Elb.  Come  your  ways,  fir,  come. 

Lucio:  Go, — to  kennel,  Pompey,— go: 

[Exeunt  Elbow,  Clown^  and  Officers, 
What  news,  friar,  of  the  «Jnke  ? 

Duke.  I  know  none  ;  Can  you  tell  me  of  any  I 

Lvclo.  Some  fay,  he  is  with  the  emperor  of  Ruffia  ; 
other  Tome,  he  is  in  Rome  :  But  where  is  he,  think  you  ? 

Duke,  1  know  not  where:  but  wherefbever,  I  wifli  him 
well. 

LuCio.  It  was  a  mad  fimtaftical  trick  of  him,  to  fteal 
from  the  fta»e,  and  ufurp  the  beggary  he  was  never  born 
to.  Lord  Angelo  dukes  it  well  in  his  abfence  j  he  puts 
tranrgreflion  to't. 

Duke.  He  does  well  in't. 

Lucio.  A  little  more  lenity  to  lechery  would  do  no  harm 
in  him  :  fomething  too  crabbed  that  way.  friar. 

Duke.  It  is  too  general  a  vice,  and  feverity  muft  cure  it. 

Lucio.  Yes,  in  good  fooih,  the  vice  is  of  a  great  kin- 
dred ;  it  is  well  ally'd :  but  it  is  impoiTible  to  extirp  it 
quite,  friar,  till  eating  and  drinking  be  put  down.  They 
fay,  this  Angelo  was  not  made  by  man  and  woman,  after 
the  downright  way  of  creation  ;  Is  it  true,  think  you  \ 

Duke.  How  (hould  he  be  made  then  f 

Lucio,  Some  report,  a  fea-maid  fpawn'd  him  : — Some, 
that  he  was  begot  between  two  flock-fiflies: — ''  But  it  is 
*'  certain,  that  when  he  makes  water,  his  urine  is  con- 
**  geal'd  ice  ;  that  I  know  to  be  true  :  and  he  is  a  motion 
♦*  ungenerative,  that's  infallible." 

Duke,  You  are  pleafant,  fir;  and  fpeak  apace. 

Lucio.  Why,  what  a  ruthlefs  thing  is  this  in  him,  for 
**  the  rebellion  of  a  eod- piece,  to  take  away  the  hfe  of  a 
**  man?"  Would  the  duke,  that  is  abfent,  have  done  this  ? 
ere  he  would  have  hang*d  a  man  for  the  getting  a  hundred 
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baftards,  he  would  have  paid  for  the  nurfing  a  thoufand  : 
he  had  fome  feeling  of  the  fport ;  he  knew  the  fervice,  and 
that  inftrufted  him  to  mercy. 

Duke,  I  never  henrd  the  abfent  duke  much  dete<Sled  for 
women;  he  was  not  inclin'd  that  way. 

Lucio,  O,  fir,  you  are  deceiv'd. 

Duke,  'Tis  not  poffible. 

Lucio,  Who  ?  not  the  duke  ?  yes,  your  beggar  of  fifty  5 
—and  his  ufe  was,  to  put  a  ducket  in  her  clack-difti :  the 
duke  had  crotchets  in  him:  He  would  be  drunk  too  j 
that  let  me  inform  you. 

Duke,  You  do  him  wrong,  furely. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  was  an  inward  of  his :  a  (by  feltow  was 
the  duke :  and,  I  believe,  I  know  the  caufe  of  his  with- 
drawing, 

Duke,  What,  I  pr'ythee,  might  be  the  caufe  ? 

Luc'iQ,  No — pardon  ; — 'tis  a  fecret  muft  be  lock'd  with- 
in the  teeth  and  the  lips :  but  this  I  can  let  you  under- 
hand,— The  greater  file  of  the  fubjedl  held  the  duke  to  be 
wife. 

Duke.  Wife  ?  why,  no  queftion  but  he  was. 

Lucio,  A  very  fuperficial,  ignorant,  unweighing  fel- 
low.- 

Duke,  Either  this  is  envy  in  you,  folly,  or  miftaking ; 
the  very  liream  of  his  life,  and  the  bufinels  he  hath  helm- 
ed, muft,  upon  a  warranted  need,  give  him  a  better  pro- 
clamation. Let  him  be  but  teftimonied  in  his  own  bring- 
ings  forth,  and  he  fhall  appear,  to  the  envious,  a  fcholar^ 
a  ftatefman,  and  a  foldier  :  Therefore,  you  fpeak  unfkil- 
fully  ;  or,  if  your  knowledge  be  more,  it  is  much  darken'd 
in  your  malice. 

Lucio.  Sir,  I  know  him,  and  I  love  him, 

Duke,  Love  talks  with  better  knowledge,  and  know- 
ledge with  dearer  love. 

Lucio,  Come,  fir,  I  know  what  I  know. 

Duke,  I  can  hardly  believe  that,  fmce  you  know  not 
what  you  fpeak.  But,  if  ever  the  duke  return,  (as  our 
prayers  are  he  may)  let  me  defire  you  to  make  your  anfwer 
before  him  :  If  it  be  honeft  you  have  fpoke,  you  have  cou- 
rage to  maintain  it :  I  am  bound  to  call  upon  you;  and,  I 
j^ray  you,  your  name  ? 

D  4    '  Lucio, 
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Lucto  Sir,  my  name  is  Lucio  ;  well  known  to  the  duke. 

Duke,  He  (hail  know  you  better,  fir,  if  I  may  live  to 
report  you. 

Lucio,  I  fear  you  not. 

Duke.  Oh,  you  hope,  the  duke  will  return  no  more  ;  or 
you  imagine  me  too  unhurtful  an  oppofite.  But,  indeed, 
I  can  do  you  little  harm  :  you'll  forfwear  this  again. 

Lucio.  I'll  be  hang'd  firft  :  thou  art  deceived  in  me,  friar. 
But  no  more  of  this  :  Canft  ihou  tell,  if  Claudio  die  to- 
morrow, or  no  ? 

Duke.  Why  (hould  he  die,  fir  ? 

Lucio.  Why  ?  for  filling  a  bottle  with  a  tun-difh.  "  I 
**  would,  the  duke,  we  talk  of,  were  return'd  again  :  this 
"  ungenitur'd  agent  will  unpeople  the  province  with  con- 
**  tinency  ;  fparrows  muft  not  build  in  his  houfe-eaves, 
«*  becaufe  they  are  lecherous.  The  duke  yet  would  have 
**  dark  deeds  darkly  anfwered  ;  he  would  never  bring  them 
*'  to  light  :  Would  he  were  return'd  1  marry,  this  Claudio 
*'  is  condemned  for  untruffing.''  Farewel,  good  friar  ;  I 
pr'ythee,  pray  fol*  me.  The  duke,  I  fay  to  thee  again, 
would  eat  mutton  on  Fridays.  He's  now  pafl  it  ;  yet,  and 
I  f?y  to  thee,  he  would  mourh  with  a  beggar,  though  fhe 
fmelt  brown  bread  and  garlick  :  fay,  that  1  faid  fo.  Fare- 
wel. [Exit. 

Ditke.  No  might  nor  greatnefs  in  mortality 
Can  cenfure  'fcape  ;  back-wounding  calumny 
The  whi'eft  virtue  flrikes  :  What  king  fo  flrong, 
Can  tie  the  gall  up  in  the  flandcrous  tongue  ? 
But  who  comes  here  ? 

Enter  Escalus,  Provoft^  '*  Bawd,  and  Officers. 

<*  Efcal  Go,  away  with  her  to  prifon. 

**  Batvd,  Good  my  lord,  be  good  to  me  ;  your  honour 
*«  is  accounted  a  merciful  m.an  :  good  my  lord. 

"  EfcaL  Double  and  treble  admonition,  and  flill  for- 
<*  feit  in  the  fame  kind  ?  this  would  make  mercy  fwear, 
«<  and  play  the  tyrant. 

**  Prov.  A  bawd  of  eleven  years  continuance,  may  it 
**  pleafe  your  honour. 

*  ♦'  Bawd,  My  lord,  this  is  one  Lucio's  information  a- 

*'  gainft 
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*<  gainfl  me:  miftrefs  Kale  Keep-down  was  with  child  by 
<'  him  in  the  duke's  time,  he  promis'd  her  marriage  ;  his 
**  child  is  a  year  and  quarter  old,  come  Philip  and  Ja- 
*'  cob ;  I  have  kept  it  myfelf ;  and  fee,  how  he  goes  about 
<*  to  abufe  me. 

*«  Efcal.  That  fellow  Is  a  fellow  of  much  licence  : — let 
**  him  be  callM  before  us. — Away  with  her  to  prifon  : 
"  Go  to  ;  no  more  words.  [^Exeunt  with  the  Bawd.^* 
Provoft,  my  brother  Angelo  will  not  be  alter  d  ;  Claudio 
muft  die  to-morrow  :  let  him  be  furniOi'd  with  divines, 
and  have  all  charitable  preparation  :  if  my  brother  wrought 
by  my  pity,  it  (liould  not  be  fo  with  him. 

Prov.  So  pleafc  you,  this  friar  has  been  with  him,  and 
advis'd  him  for  the  entertainment  of  death. 

Efcal.  Good  even,  good  father. 

Duke,  Blifs  and  goodnefs  on  you  ! 

Efcal.  Of  whence  are  you  ? 

Duke,  Not  of  this  country,  though  my  chance  Is  now 
To  ufe  it  for  my  time  :  1  am  a  brother 
Of  gracious  order,  '*  lat<rly"  come  from  the  fee, 
In  fpeci^l  bufinefs  from  hi;-  holinefs. 

E/cal.  What  news  abroad  i'  the  world? 

Duke.  None,  but  that  there  is  fo  great  a  fever  on  good- 
nefs, that  the  diffolution  of  it  mud  cure  it  :  novelty  is  only 
in  requeil:  ;  and  it  is  as  dangerous  to  be  aged  in  any  kind 
of  courfe,  as  it  is  virtuous  to  be  conftant  in  any  under- 
taking. *•  There  is  fcarce  truth  enough  alive,  to  make 
*'  focieties  fecure  ;  but  fecurity  enough,  to  make  fellowfhips 
**  accurs'd  :'*  Much  upon  this  riddle  runs  the  wifdom  of 
the  world.  This  news  Is  old  enough,  yet  it  is  every  day's 
news.     I  pray  you,  fir,  of  what  dilpofition  was  ihe  duke. 

E/cal  One,  that,  above  all  other  ftrifts,  contended  ef- 
pecially  to  know  himfeif. 

Duke,   Wh  It  pleafure  was  he  given  to  ? 

Efcal.  Rather  rejoicing  to  fee  anochtr  merry,  than 
merry  at  any  thing  which  profefs'd  to  make  him  rejoice  : 
a  gentleman  of  all  temperance.  But  Jeave  we  him  to  his 
events,  with  a  prayer  that  they  may  prove  profperous; 
and  let  me  defire  to  know,  how  you  find  Claudio  pre^ 
par'd  ?  I  am  made  to  underftand,  that  you  have  lent  him 
vifitatioQ. 

Duke. 
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Duke.  He  profe/Tes  to  have  received  no  finifler  mea- 
fure  from  his  judge,  but  moH:  willingly  humbles  himfelf  to 
the  determination  of  juftice  :  yet  had  he  fram'd  to  himfelf, 
by  the  inflru<Sllon  of  his  frailty,  many  deceiving  promifes 
of  life ;  which  I,  by  my  good  leifure,  have  difcredited  to 
him,  and  now  is  he  refolved  to  die. 

Efcal.  You  have  paid  "the  heavens  your  function, 
*^  and"  the  prifoner  the  very  debt  of  your  calling.  I  have 
laboured  for  the  poor  gentleman,  to  the  extremefl.  (hore  of 
my  modelly ;  but  my  brother  juftice  have  I  found  fo  fevere, 
that  he  hath  forc'd  me  to  tell  him,   he  is  indeed — ^juftice. 

Duke.  If  his  own  life  anfwer  the  ftraitnefs  of  his  pro- 
ceeding, it  (hall  become  him  well ;  wherein  if  he  chance 
to  fall,  he  hath  fentenc'd  himfelf, 

Efcai,  I  am  going  to  vifit  the  prifoner :  Fare  you  well. 

Duke.  Peace  be  with  you  ! 
He,  who  the  fword  of  heaven  will  bear, 
Should  be  as  holy  as  fevere ; 
'<«  Pattern  in  himfelf  to  know, 

**  Grace  to  ftand,  and  virtue  go  i** 

More  nor  lefs  to  others  paying. 

Than  by  felf-ofFences  weighing. 

Shame  to  him,  whofe  cruel  flriking 

Kills  for  faults  of  his  own  liking  I 

Twice  treble  fhame  on  Angelo, 

To  weed  my  vice,  and  let  his  grow  ! 

Oh,  what  may  man  within  him  hide, 

Though  angel  on  the  outward  fide  ! 

**  How  may  that  likenefs,  made  in  crimes, 

**  Making  practice  on  the  times, 

<*  Draw  with  idle  fpiders'  ftrings 

<*  Moil:  pond'rous  and  fubftantial  things  1" 

Craft  againft  vice  I  muft  apply  : 

With  Angelo  to-night  (hall  lye 

His  old  betrothed,  but  defpis'd  ; 

So  difguife  (hall,  by  the  difguis'd, 

Pay  with  fal(hood  falfe  exa(5f ing, 

And  perform  an  old  contrading.  [Exit. 

ACT 
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A  C  T    IV.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

J  Grange*    *'  Enter  Mariana,  and  Boy  fmging^ 
"SON     G. 

'*  Take^  oh,  take  thofe  lips  away^ 

''  That  fo  fweetly  were  for/worn  5 
*^  Jnd  thofe  eyes^  the  break  of  day, 

*^  Lights  that  do  mis-lead  the  morn  : 
"  But  ?ny  kJJfes  bring  again, 

**  bring  again ^ 
**  Seals  of  love,  butfeal'din  vain, 
*'  feal'd  in  vain, 

*'  Mari.  Break  off  thy  fong,  and  hafte  thee  quick  a- 
**  way  ; 
**  Here  comes  a  man  of  comfort,  whofe  advice 
**  Hath  often  flill'd  my  brawling  difcontent. — " 

Enter  Duke, 

*'  I  cry  you  mercy,  fir ;  and  well  could  wifli, 

**  You  had  not  found  me  here  fo  nnuilcal : 

**  Let  me  excufe  me,  and  believe  me  fo, — 

**  My  mirth  it  much  difpleas'd,  but  pleas'd  my  woe. 

**  Duke,  'Tis  good :  though    mufic   oft   hath   fuch  a 
"  charm, 
**  To  make  bad  good,  and  good  provoke  to  harm. 
•^  I  pray  you,  tell  me,  hath  any  body  enquir'd  for  me  here 
**  to-day  I  much  upon  this  time,  have  I  promis'd  here  to 
*'  meet. 

^^  Mari.   You  have  not  been  enquir'd  after  :    I  have  fat 
**  here  ail  day." 

Enter  Isabella. 

*'  Duhe.  I  do  conftantly  believe  you  : 
^*  The  time  is  come,  even  now.     I  fnall  crave  your  for- 
**  bearance  a  little  ;  may  be,  I  will  call  upon  you  anon  for 
'*  fjme  advantage  to  yourfelf. 

**  Mari,  I  am  always  bound  to  you.  [Exit,'* 

Duke, 
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Duke,  Very  well  met,  and  welcome. 
What  is  the  news  from  this  good  deputy  ? 

Ifab.  He  hath  a  garden  '*  circummur'd  with  brick, 
Whofe  weflern  fide  is"  with  a  vineyard  back'd  ; 
And  to  that  vineyard  is  a  planched  gate, 
That  makes  his  opening  with  this  bigger  key  : 
This  other  doth  command  a  little  door. 
Which  from  the  vineyard  to  the  garden  leads  ; 
There  have  1  made  my  promife  to  call  on  him, 
Upon  the  heavy  middle  of  the  night. 

Duke.  But  fhall  you  on  your  knowledge  find  this  way  ? 

Ifab,  I  have  ta'en  a  due  and  u^ary  note  upon't  : 
With  whifpering  and  moft  guilty  diligence, 
In  aflion  all  of  precept,  he  did  fliew  me 
The  way  twice  o'err 

Duke.  Are  there  no  other  tokens 
Between  you  'greed,  concerning  her  obfervance  ? 

Ifab.  No,  none  ;  but  only  a  repair  i'  the  dark ; 
And  that  I  have  pofTefs'd  him,  my  moft  flay 
Can  be  but  brief;  for  I  have  made  him  know, 
I  have  a  fervant  comes  with  me  along. 
That  ftays  upon  mc  ;  whofe  perfuaiion  is, 
I  come  about  my  brother. 

Duke.  'Tis  well  born  up. 
1  have  not  yet  made  known  to  Mariana 
A  word  of  this : — What,  ho  !  within  !  come  forth ! 

"  Re-*^inter  Mariana. 

I  pray  you  be  acquainted  with  this  maid. 
She  comes  to  do  you  good. 

Ifab.  I  do  defire  the  like. 

Duke.  Do  you  perfuade  yourfelf  that  I  refpeft  you  ? 

Mart'  Good  friar,  I  know  you  do ;  and  have  found  it. 

Duke.  Take  then  this  your  companion  by  the  hand. 
Who  hath  a  ifory  ready  for  your  ear  : 
I  fhall  attend  your  leifure  ;  but  make  hafle  ; 
The  vaporous  night  approaches. 

Mari,  Will't  pleafe  you  walk  afide? 

[Exeunt  Mar.  and  Isab. 

Duke,  O  place  and  greatnefs,  millions  of  falfe  eyes 

Are 
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Are  ftuckupon  thee!  volumes  of  report 

Run  with  thefe  falfe  and  mofl:  contrarious  quefts 

Upon  thy  doings  !  thoufand  'fcapes  of  wit 

Make  thee  the  father  of  their  idle  dream, 

And  rack  thee  in  their  fancies  ! — Welcome:  How  agreed  ? 

Re  enter  Mariana  «/zi  Isabella. 

Ifab,  She'll  take  the  enterprize  upon  her,  father. 
If  you  advife  it. 

Duke.  It  is  not  my  confent. 
But  my  intreaty  too. 

Ifab.  Little  have  you  to  fay, 
When  you  depart  from  him,  but  foft  and  low, 
Remember  now  my  brother. 

Mari.  Fear  me  not. 

Duke.  Nor,  gentle  daughter,  fear  you  not  at  all  : 
He  is  your  hufband  on  a  pre-contra(5l : 
To  bring  you  thus  together,  'ti?  no  fin; 
Sith  that  the  juftice  of  your  title  to  him 
Doth  flourifii  the  deceit.     Come,  let  us  go  ; 
Our  corn's  to  reap,  for  yet  our  tithe's  to  fow.      [Exeunt. 


SCENE     IV. 

Changes  to  the  Prifon.     Enter  Provqfl  and  Clown. 

Prov.  Come  hither,  firrah  :  Can  you  cut  off  a  man's 
head  ? 

Clown,  If  the  man  be  a  bachelor,  fir,  I  can  :  but  if  he 
be  a  marry'd  man,  he  is  his  wife's  head,  and  I  can  never 
cut  off  a  woman's  head. 

Prov,  Come,  fir,  leave  me  your  fnatches,  and  yield  me  a 
direft  anfwer.  Tomorrow  morning  are  to  die  Claudio 
and  Barnardine :  Here  is  in  our  prifon  a  common  execu- 
tioner, who  in  his  office  lacks  a  helper  :  if  you  will  take 
it  on  you  to  afTift  him,  it  (hall  redeem  you  from  your  gyves ; 
if  not,  you  (hall  have  your  full  time  of  imprifonment,  and 
your  deliverance  with  an  unpity'd  whipping,  for  you  have 
been  a  notorious  bawd. 

Cliwn,  Sir,  I  have  been  an  unlawful  bawd,  time  out  of 

mind  j 
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mind  ;  but  yet  I  will  be  content  to  be  a  lawful  hangmado 
I  would  be  glad  to  receive  fome  inftruftion  from  my  fel- 
low partner. 

Prov,  What  ho,  Abhorfon  !  where's  AbhorfoD^  there  ? 

Enter  Aehorsom. 

Jhhor.  Do  you  call,  fir? 

Prov*  Sirrah,  here's  a  fellow  will  help  you  to-morrow 
in  your  execution  :  "  if  you  think  it  meet,  compound 
<<  with  him  by  the  year,  and  let  him  abide  here  with  you  ; 
<*  if  not,  ufe  him  for  the  prefeot,  and  difmifs  him  :"  he 
cannot  plead  his  eflimatioa  with  you,  he  hath  been  a 
biwd. 

Jbhor.  A  bawd,  fir  ?  fie  upon  him,  he  will  difcredit 
our  miftery. 

Prov.  Go  to,  fir ;  you  weigh  equally ;  a  feather  will 
turn  the  fcale.  [_Exit, 

Clown,  Pray,  fir,  by  your  good  favour  (for,  furely,  fir, 
a  good  favour  you  have,  but  that  you  have  a  hanging 
look  j  do  you  call,  fir,  your  occupation  a  miftery  ? 

Abhor,  Ay,  fir  ;  a  miftery. 

Clown.  Painting,  fir,  I  have  heard  fay,  is  a  miftery ; 
and  your  whores,  fir,  being  members  of  my  occupation, 
ufe  painting,  do  prove  my  occupation  a  miftery  :  but 
what  miftery  there  ftiould  be  in  hanging,  if  I  fliould  be 
hangM,  I  cannot  imagine. 

Abhor.  Sir,  it  is  a  miftery. 

Clown.  Proof. 

Abhor,  Every  true  man's  apparel  fits  your  thief. 

Clown.  If  it  be  too  little  for  your  thief,  your  true  man 
think  it  big  enough  ;  if  it  be  too  big  for  your  thief,  your 
thief  thinks  it  little  enough  :  fo  every  true  man's  apparel 
fits  your  thief. 

Re-  enter  Provoft, 

Prov.  Are  you  agreed  ? 

Clown.  Sir,  I  will  ferve  him  ;  for  I  do  find,  your  hang- 
man is  a  more  penitent  trade  than  your  bawd  j  he  doth 
ofcaeir  afk  forgiveness. 

Prov. 
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Prov,  You,  firrah,  provide  your  block  and  your  axe, 
to-morrow  four  o'clock. 

Jbhor.  Come  on,  bawd  ;  I  will  inflrucl  thee  in  my 
trade  ;  follow. 

Clown.  I  defire  to  learn,  fir  ;  and,  I  hope,  if  you  have 
occafion  to  ufe  me  for  your  own  turn,  you  (hall  find  me 
yare  :  for,  truly,  fir,  your  kindnefs,  I  owe  you  a  good 
turn.  ^  lExit. 

Prov,  Call  hither  Barnardlne  and  Claudio  : 
One  has  my  pity  ;  not  a  jot  the  other, 
Being  a  murtherer,  **  though  he  were  my  brother.'* 

Enter  Claudio, 

Look,  here's  the  warrant,  Claudio,  for  thy  death  : 
'Tis  now  dead  midnight,  and  by  eight  to  morrow 
Thou  mufl  be  made  immortal.     Where's  Barnardine  ? 

Claud.  As  fail  lock'd  up  in  fleep,  as  guiltlefs  labour 
When  it  lies  flarkly  in  the  traveller's  bones: 
He  will  not  wake. 

Prov.  Who  can  do  him  good  ? 
Well,  go,  prepare  yourfelf.  lExit  Claud.]  "  But,  hark, 
what  noife  ?"  lK7iock  within. 

Heaven  give  your  fpirits  comfort  !-^<*  By  and  by  ; 

*'  I  hope  it  is  fome  pardon,  or  reprieve, 

**  For  the  moft  gentle  Claudio. — "Welcome,  father. 

Enter  Duke, 

Duke,  The  beft  and  wholefomefl  fpirits  of  the  night 
Invellop  you,  good  provofl  I  Who  call'd  here  of  late  ? 

Prov.  None,  fince  the  curfew  rung. 

Prov.  Notlfabel? 

Prov,  No. 

Duke,  They  will  then,  ere't  be  long. 

Prov.  What  comfort  is  for  Claudio  I 

Duke,  There's  fome  in  hope. 

Prov\  It  is  a  bitter  deputy. 

Duke.  Not  fo,  not  fo ;  his  life  is  paralierd 
Even  with  the  ftroke  and  line  of  his  great  juftice  ; 
He  doth  with  holy  abftinence  fubdue 
That  in  himfelf,  which  he  fpurs  on  his  power 

To 
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To  qualify  in  others  :  were  he  meal'd 

With  that,  which  he  corre<5ts,  then  were  he  tyrannous; 

But  this  being  (o,  he's  juft. — Now  are  they  come. — 

[Knock.  Provoji  goes  out* 
This  is  a  gentle  provoA:  \  Seldom,  when 
The  Heeled  gaoler  is  the  friend  of  men. — 
How  now?  wh;U  noife?   that  fpirit's  poffefs'd  with  hafte. 
That  wounds  the  unrefiding  poflern  with  thefe  ftrokes. 

Provojl  returns f  *^  /peaking  to  one  at  the  Door,^* 

Prov.  There  muft  he  flay,  until  the  officer 
Arife  to  let  him  in;  he  is  call'd  up. 

Duke.   Have  you  no  countermand  for  Claudlo  yet. 
But  he  mud  die  to-morrow  ? 

Prov*  None,  fir,  none. 

Duke.  As  near  the  dawning,  provoft,  as  it  is. 
You  HkiII  hear  more  ere  morning. 

Prov.   Happily,  * 

You  foTiething  know;  yet,  I  believe  there  comes 
No  countermand  ;  '*  no  fnch  example  have  we  : 
*'  Befides,  upon  the  very  fiege  of  juftice/* 
Lord  Angelo  hath  to  the  public  ear  ^ 

Profefs'd  the  contrury. 

Enter  a  Mejfenger, 

Dtike.   This  is  his  lordfhip's  man. 

trcv.  And  here  comes  Claudio*s  pardon. 

Mc{f.  My  lord  hath  fent  you  this  note;  and  by  me  this 
further  charge,  that  you  fwerve  not  from  the  fmalleft  ar- 
ticle of  it,  neither  in  time,  matter,  or  other  circumftance. 
Good  morrow  ;  for,  as  1  take  it,  it  is  almoft  day. 

Prov.  I  (hall  obey  him.  [Exit  MeJJenger. 

Duke*  '*  1  his  is  his  pardon  ;  purchas'd  by  fuch  fm, 

lAfide. 
**  For  which  the  pardoner  himfelf  is  in: 
<'  Hence  h:ith  offence  his  quick  celerity, 
**  When  it  is  borne  in  high  authority  : 
*'  When  vice  m^.kes  mercy,  mercy's  fo  extended, 
**  That,  for  the  fault's  love,  is  the  offender  friended. — ' 
Now,  fir,  what  news  ? 

Pr6V.  I  told  you ;  Lord  Angelo,  be- like,  thinking  me 

rera//i 
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rcmifs  In  my  office,   awakens  me   with    this  unwonted 
putting  on  :  methinks,  flrangely  ;  for  he  hath  not  us'd  it 
before. 
Duke.  Pray  you,  let's  hear. 

Frovojl  reads  the  Letter, 

Whatfoever  you  may  hear  to  the  contrary ^  let  Claudio  he 
executed  by  four  of  the  clock  ;  and,  in  the  afternoon,  Bar^ 
nardine :  for  my  better  fatisfa^iion,  let  me  have  Claudio' s 
head  fent  me  by  five.  Let  this  be  duly  performed ;  with  a 
thought  that  more  depends  on  it  than  we  miiji  yet  deliver. 
Thus  fail  not  to  do  your  offce,  as  yon  will  anfwer  it  at  your 
peril. 
What  fay  you  to  this,  fir  > 

Duke.  What  is  that  Barnardine,  who  Is  to  be  executed 
in  the  afternoon  ? 

Prov.  A  Bohemian  born  ;  but  here  nurs'd  up  and  bred  : 
one  that  is  a  prifoner  nine  years  old. 

Duke.  How  came  it,  that  the  abfent  duke  had  not  either 
deliver'd  him  to  his  liberty,  or  executed  him  ?  I  have 
heard,  ic  was  ever  his  manner  to  do  fo. 

Prov.  His  friends  ftill  wrought  reprieves  for  him:  And, 
indeed,  his  facfl,  till  now  in  the  government  of  lord  Angelo, 
came  not  to  an  undoubtful  proof. 

Duke.   Is  it  now  app:irent  ? 

Frov,  Moft  manifeft,  and  not  deny'd  by  himfelf. 

Duke,  Hath  he  borne  himfelf  penitently  in  prifon  ?  how 
feems  he  to  be  touch'd  ? 

Prov.  A  man  that  apprehends  death  no  more  dread- 
fully, but  as  a  drunken  fleep  ;  carelefs,  recklefs,  and  fear- 
lefs  of  what^s  paft,  prefent,  or  to  come;  infenfible  of  mor- 
tality, and  defperately  mortal. 

Duke.   He  wants  advice. 

Prov,  He  will  hear  none  :  "  he  hath  evermore  had  the 
**  liberty  of  the  prifon  ;  give  him  leave  to  efcape  hence  he 
**  would  not:  drunk  many  times  a  day,  if  not  many  days 
*'  entirely  drunk."  We  have  very  often  awak'd  him,  as 
if  to  carry  him  to  execution,  "  and  /Ijcw'd  him  a  fteming 
"  warrant  for  it ;"  it  hath  not  moved  him  at  al!. 

Duke.  More  of  him  anon.  There  is  written  in  your 
brow,  Provoft,  hoiiefly  and  conftaocy :  if  I  read  it  not 

E  '  truly, 
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truly,  my  ancieot  (kill  beguiles  me  ;  but  in  the  boldoefs  of 
my  cunning,  I  will  lay  myfelf  in  hazard.  Claudio,  whom 
here  you  have  a  warrant  to  execute,  is  no  greater  forfeit 
to  the  law  than  Angelo  who  hath  fentenc'd  him  :  To 
make  you  underfland  this  in  a  manifefted  efFed>,  I  crave 
but  four  days  refpite ;  for  the  which  you  are  to  do  me 
both  a  prefent  and  a  dangerous  courtefy. 
Prov*  Pray  fir,  in  what  ? 
Duke.  In  the  delaying  death. 

Prov.  Alack  !  how  may  1  do  it  ?  having  the  hour 
limited  ;  an  exprefs  command,  under  penalty,  to  deliver 
his  head  in  the  view  of  Angelo  ?  I  may  make  my  cafe  as 
Claudio*s,  to  crofs  this  In  the  fmalleft. 

Duke,  By  the  vow  of  mine  order,  I  warrant  you,  if 
my  inftruftions  may  be  your  guide.  Let  this  Barnar- 
dine  be  this  morning  executed,  and  his  head  borne  to 
Angelo. 

Prov.  Angelo  hath  feen  them  both,  and  will  difcover 
the  favour. 

Duke,  Oh,  death's  a  great  difguifer :  and  you  may  add 
to  it.  Shave  the  head,  ''  and  tie  the  beard;"  and  fay,  it 
was  the  deiire  of  the  penitent  "  to  be  fo  barb'd"  before 
his  death  ?  you  know  the  courfe  is  common.  If  any  thing 
fall  to  3'ou  upon  this,  more  than  thanks  and  good  fortune, 
by  the  faint  whom  1  profefs,  I  will  plead  againft  it  with 
my  life. 

Prov,  Pardon  me,  good  father  ;  it  is  againfl  my  oath. 
Duke,  Were  you'fworn  to  the  duke,  or  to  the  de- 
puty ? 

Prov.  To  him,  and  to  his  fubftitutes. 
Duke,  You  will  think  you  have  made  no  ofFence,  if  the 
duke  avouch  the  juftice  of  your  dealing  ? 
Prov.  But  what  likelihood  is  in  that  ? 
Duke.  Not  a  refemblance,  but  a  certainty.     Yet  fince 
I  fee  you  fearful,   that  neither  my  coat,  integrity,  nor  my 
perfuafion,  can  with  eafe  attempt  you,  I  will  go  further 
than  1  meant,   to  pluck  all  fears  out  of  you.     Look  you, 
fir,  here  is  the  hand  and  feal  of  the  duke ;  You  know 
the  charafl^r,  I  doubt  not ;  and  the  fignet  is  not  flrangc 
to  you. 
Prov.  I  know  them  both. 

Duke. 
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Duh,  The  contents  of  this  is  the  return  of  the  duke  ; 
you  Hiall  anoQ  over-read  it  at  your  pleafure  ;  where  you 
fhall  find,  within  thefe  two  days  he  will  be  here.  This  is 
a  thing,  that  Angeio  knows  not:  for  he  this  very  day 
receives  letters  of  itrange  tenor ;  perchance  of  the  duke's 
death  ;  perchance  entering  into  fonie  monaftery  ;  but,  by 
chance,  nothing  of  what  is  writ.  Look,  the  unfolding 
ftar  caHs  up  the  fhepherd  :  Put  not  yourfelf  into  amaze- 
ment, how  thefe  things  fliould  be  :  all  difficulties  are  but 
eafy  when  they  are  known.  Call  your  executioner,  and 
oiF  with  Barnardine's  head :  I  will  give  hina  a  prefent 
fhrift,  and  advife  him  for  a  better  place.  Yet  you  are 
amaz'd;  but  this  (hall  abfolutely  refolve  you.  Gome 
away;  it  is  almoft  clear  dawn.  {Exeunt. 
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Enter  Clown, 

**  Clown.  I  am  as  well  acquainted  here,  as  I  was  in  our 
**  houfe  of  profeflion :  one  would  think,  it  were  millrefs 
<*  Over-done's  own  houfe,  for  here  be  many  of  her  old 
**  cuftomers.  Firft,  here's  young  mafter  Ra(h;  he's  in 
'*  for  a  commodity  of  brown  paper  and  old  ginger,  nine- 
**  fcore  and  feventeen  pounds ;  of  which  he  mad^  live 
.**  marks,  ready  money :  marry,  then  ginger  was  not  much 
**  in  requeft,  for  the  old  women  were  all  dead.  Then  is 
*'  there  here  one  mafter  Caper,  at  the  fuit  of  mafter 
**  Three- pile,  the  mercer,  for  fome  four  fuits  of  peach 'd- 
"  colour'd  fatin,  which  now  peaches  him  a  beggar.  Then 
*'  have  we  here  young  Dizy,  and  young.mafter  Deep-vow, 
**  and  mafter  Copper-fpur,  and  mafter  Starve-lacry  the 
"  rapier  and  dagger  man,  and  young  Drop-heir  that 
**  kill'd  lufty  Pudding,  and  mafter  Forth-right  the  filter, 
"  and  brave  mafter  Shoe-^tye  the  great  traveller,  and  wild 
**  Haif-can  that  ftabb'd  Pots,  and,  I  think,  forty  more; 
**  all  great  doers  in  our  trade^  and  are  now  in  for  the 
"'  Lord's  fake." 

E  2  Enter 
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Efiter  Abhorson. 

Jbhar,  Sirrah,  bring  Barnardinc  hither. 

Cicwn.  Mafter  Barnardine  !  you  mult  rife  and  be  hang'd, 
raafter  Barnardine ! 

Jbhor*  What,  ho,  Barnardine! 

Barnar.  [TVithin.'^  A  pox  o*  your  throats !  Who  makes 
that  noife  there  ?  What  are  you  ? 

Cloivn,  Youi:  friends,  fir ;  the  hangman  :  You  muft  be 
{o  good,  fir,  to  rife  and  be  put  to  death. 

Barnar.  [W^ithiti.']  Away  you  rogue,  away;  I  am 
fleepy. 

Jhhor,  Tell  him,  he  muft  awake,  and  that  quickly  too.. 

Clown,  Pray,  mafter  Barnardine,  awake  till  you  arc 
cxecuredj  and  fleep  afterwards. 

Jhhor.  Go  in  to  him,  and  fetch  him  out. 

Clown.  He  is  comicg,  fir,  he  is  coming ;  I  hear  his 
flraw  ruille. 

Enter  Barnardine. 

Jhhor,  Is  the  axe  upon  the  block,  fir  rah  ? 

Clovjn,  Very  ready,  fir. 

Barnar.  How  now,  Abhorfon !  what's  the  news  with 
you  ? 

j^hhor.  Truly,  fir,  I  would  deGre  you  to  clap  int<> 
your  prayers ;  for,  look  you,  the  warrant's  come. 

Barnar.  You  rogue,  I  have  been  drinking  all  night,  I 
am  not  fitted  for'r. 

Clown,  Oh,  the  bett*r^  fir;  for  he  that  drinks  all  night, 
and  is  hang'd  betimes  in  the  morning,  may  fleep  the 
founder  all  the  next  day. 

"Enter  Duke, 

Abhor.  Look  you,  fir,  here  comes  your  ghoftly  father ; 
Do  we  jeft  now,  think  you  ? 

Duke.  Sir,  induced  by  my  charity,  and  hearing  how 
haflily  you  are  to  depart,  I  am  come  to  advife  you,  com- 
fort you,  and  pray  with  you. 

Barnar.  Friar,  not  I ;  I  have  been  drinking  hard  all 
night,  and  I  will  have  more  time  to  prepare  mc,  or  they 

(hall 
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(hall  beat  out  my  brains  with  billets :  I  will  not  confent 
to  die  this  day,  that's  certain. 

Dah.  Oh,   fir,   you  mud:  and   therefore,    I   befeech 
you,  look  forward  on  rhe  journey  you  (hall  go. 

Barnar.  1  fvvear,   I  will  not  die  to-day  for  any  man's 
perfuafion . 

Duke.  Eut  hear  you, 

Barnar.  Not  a  word  :   if  you  have  any  thing  to  fay  to 
me,  come  to  my  ward ;  for  thence  will  not  I  to-day. 

[Exit, 

Enter  Prouoft, 

Duke,  Unfit  to  live,  or  die  :   "  Oh,  gravel  heart ! — 
'*  After  him,  fellows;  brinjj  him  to  the  block." 

[Exeunt  Abhorson  a?td  Cloivn, 

Prov,  Now,  fir.  how  do  you  find  the  prifoner  ? 

Duke.  A  creature  unpepar'd,  unmeet  for  death; 
And,  to  tranfport  him  in  the  mind  he  is, 
Were  damnable. 

Prov    Here  in  the  prifon,  father. 
There  dy'd  this  morning  of  a  cruel  fever 
One  Ragozine,  a  mod  notorious  pirate, 
A  man  of  Claudio's  years;  his  beard  and  head, 
Juft  of  his  colour  ;  What  if  we  do  omit 
This  reprobate,  till  he  were  well  inclin'd  ; 
And  fatisfy  the  deputy  with  the  vifage 
Of  Ragozine,  more  like  to  Claudio  ? 

Duke.  O,  'tis  an  accident  that  heaven  provides ! 
Bifpatch  it  prefently  j  the  hour  draws  on 
Prefixed  by  Angelo:  See,  this  be  done» 
And  fent  according  to  command  ;  while  I 
Perfuade  this  rude  wretch  willingly  to  die. 

Prov.  This  (hall  be  done,  good  father,  prefently. 
'*  But  Barnardine  muft  die  this  afternoon  :" 
And  how  fhali  we  continue  Claudio, 
To  fave  me  from  the  danger  that  might  come. 
If  he  were  known  alive  ? 

Duke.  Let  this  be  done, — Put  them 
In  fecret  holds,  both  Barnardine  and  Claudio  : 
Ere  twice  the  lun  harh  made  his  journal  greeting 
To  the  under  generation,  you  fhall  find 

E  3  Y©ur 
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Your  fafety  manifefted. 

Prov^  I  am  your  free  dependent. 

Duke.  Quick,  difpatch,  and  fend  the  head  to  Angelo. 

{Exit  Provoji, 
Now  will  I  write  letters  to  Angelo, — 
The  provofl,  he  fhall  bear  them, — whofe  contents 
Shall  witnefs  to  him,  I  am  near  at  home ; 
And  that,  by  great  injun<5lions,  I  am  bound 
To  enter  publickiy  :  him  I'll  defire 
To  meet  me  at  the  confecrated  fount, 
A  league  below  the  city  ;  and  from  thence, 
By  cold  gradation  and  weal -balanced  form, 
We  fhall  proceed  with  Angelo. 

Re-enter  Provoji, 

Prov,  Here  is  the  head  ;  I'll  carry  it  myfclf. 

Duke.  Convenient  is  it :  Make  a  fvvift  return  ; 
For  I  would  commune  with  you  of  fuch  things, 
That  want  no  ear  but  yours. 

Prov.  I'll  make  all  fpeed.  {Exit. 

Ifab.  lWithin.'\  Peace,  ho,  be  here! 

Duke.  The  tongue  of  Ifabel : — She's  come  to  know. 
If  yet  her  brother's  pardon  be  come  hither  : 
But  I  will  keep  her  ignorant  of  her  good. 
To  make  her  heavenly  comforts  of  defpair. 
When  it  is  leaf  I  expelled. 

Enter  Isabella. 

Jfab.  Ho,  by  your  leave. — 

Duke,    Good    morning    to    you,     fair   and    gracious 
daughter. 

Ifab.  The  better,  given  me  by  fo  holy  a  man. 
Hath  yet  the  deputy  fent  nr^y  broiher^s  pardon  i 

Duke,  He  hath  releas'd  him,  Ifabel,  from  the  world : 
His  head  is  off,  and  fent  to  Angelo. 

Jfib.  Nay,  but  it  is  not  fo. 

Duke.  It  is  no  other : 
'*  Shew  your  wifdonn,  daughter,  in  your  clofe  patience. 

"  Ifab.  Oh,  I  will  to  him,  and  pluck  out  his  eyes. 

"  Duke.  You  fhall  not  be  admitted  to  his  fight.'* 

Ifab,  Unhappy  Claudio  1  Wretched  Ifabel !  ; 

Injurious 
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Injurious  world  !  Moft  damned  Angelo  ! 

Duh»  This  nor  hurts  him,  nor  profits  you  a  jot : 
Forbear  it  therefore ;  give  your  caufe  to  heaveu^ 
Mark,  what  I  fay ;  which  you  (hall  find 
By  every  fy liable,  a  faithful  verity  : 

The  duke  comes  home  to-morrow  ; — nay,  dry  your  eyes*; 
One  of  our  convent,  and  his  confelfor, 
Gives  me  this  inflance:  already  he  hath  carry'd 
Notice  to  Efcalus  and  Angelo; 
Who  do  prepare  to  meet  him  at  the  gates, 
There  to  give  up  their  power,     if  you  can,  pace  your 

wifdom 
In  that  good  path,  that  I  would  wlfli  it  go ; 
And  you  (hall  have  your  bofom  on  this  wretch, 
Grace  of  the  duke,  revenges  to  your  heart, 
And  general  honour. 

Jfai?.  I  am  direfled  by  you. 

buh.  This  letter  then  to  friar  Peter  give  ; 
'Tis  that  he  feat  me  of  the  duke's  return  : 
Say,  by  this  token,  I  defire  him  company 
At  Mariana's  houfe  to  night.     Her  caufe,  and  yours^ 
I'll  perfe(fi:  him  withal ;  and  he  (hall  bring  you 
Before  the  duke  ;  and  to  the  head  of  Angelo 
Accufe  him  home,  and  home.     For  my  poor  feif, 
I  am  combined  by  a  facred  vow,  , 

And  (liall  be  abfent.     Wend  you  with  this  letter; 
Command  thefe  fretting  waters  from  your  eyes 
With  a  light  heart ;  trufl:  not  my  holy  order, 
If  I  pervert  your  courfe. — Who's  here  ? 

Enter  Lucio. 

Lucio.  Good  even  1 
Friar,  where  is  the  provofl  ? 

Duke.  Not  within,  fir. 

Lucio,  Oh,  pretty  Ifabella,  I  am  pale  at  mine  heart,  to 
fee  thy  eyes  fo  red :  thou  muft  be  patient ;  I  am  fain  to 
dine  and  fup  with  water  and  bran*,  I  dare  not  for  my 
head  fill  my  belly;  one  fruitful  meal  would  fet  me  to't: 
But  they  fay  the  duke  will  be  here  to-morrow.  By  my 
troth,  Ifabel,  I  lov'd  thy  brother :  if  the  old  fantaftical 
duke  of  dark  corners  had  been  at  home,  he  had  liv'd. 

E  4  [^Exit  Isabella* 


6z  MEASURE    FOR    MEASURE. 

Duke»  Sir,  the  duke  is  marvellous  little  beholden  to  your 
report ;  but  the  belt  is.  he  lives  not  in  them. 

Lucio.  Friar,  thou  knowejfl  not  the  duke  fo  well  as  1  do : 
he's  a  better  woodman,  than  thou  tak'A  him  fjr. 

Duh,  Well,  you'll  anfwer  this  one  day.  Fare  ye 
wdJ. 

Lucio.  Nay,  tarry;  I'll  go  along  with  thee;  I  can  tell 
thee  pretcy  tajef  of  ihe  duke. 

Duke,  You  have  told  me  too  many  of  him  already,  fir, 
if  they  be  trne ;  if  not  true,  none  were  enough. 

Ludo,  I  was  once  before  him  for  getting  a  wench  with 
child. 

Duke,  Did  you  fuch  a  thing  ? 

Lucio.  Yes,  marry,  did  I :  but  I  was  fain  to  forfwear 
it;  they  would  eife  have  marry'd  me  to  the  unten  medlar. 

Duh,  Sir,  your  company  is  fairer  than  honcft :  Reft 
you  weil. 

Lucio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  go  vvith  thee  to  the  lane's  en^I : 
if  bawdy  talk  offend  you,  we'll  have  very  little  of  it :  Nay, 
friar,  I  am  a  kind  of  burr,  I  fnall  flick.  lExeunt, 


SCENE    IV. 

Changes  to  the  Pfilace,     Enter  Angelo  and  E  s  c  a  I.  u  s . 

Efcal.  Every  letter  he  hath  writ  hath  difvouch'd  the 
other. 

Ang,  In  mofl:  uneven  and  diftra(fled  manner.  His  ac- 
tions (hew  much  like  to  madnefs  ;  pray  heaven,  his  wifdom 
be  not  tainted  !  And  why  meet  him  at  the  gates,  and  re- 
deliver our  authorities  there  ? 

Efcal   I  guefs  net. 

Jng  And  why  ftiould  we  proclaim  it  iq  an  hour  before 
his  entering,  that,  if  any  crave  redrefs  of  injullice,  they 
{hould  exhibit  their  petitions  in  the  ftreet  ? 

EJcal.  He  /hews  his  leafon  for  that:  to  have  a  difpatch 
of  complaints;  **  and  to  deliver  us  from  devices  hereafter, 
*'  which  fliall  then  have  no  power  to  ftand  againft  us." 

Jng.  Well ;  I  befeech  you,  let  it  be  proclaimed :  Be- 
times i'  the  morn,  I'll  call  you  at  your  houfe : 

GivQ 
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Give  notice  to  fuch  men  of  foit  and  fuit. 
As  are  to  me'=   h.m. 

EfcaL  I  (hall,  iir :  fare  ycu  well.  {ExiU 

Ang,  Gojd  night. — 
Ti.is  <:'eed  unfliapes  me  quite,  iniVes  me  unpregnant. 
And  dull  to  all  proceedings.      /\  dcflowerM  maid] 
And  by  an  eminent  b;dy,  that  en^jr^'d, 
The  law  againfl  it ! — But  thai  her  tender  (hame 
Will  not  pro(.l;iini  againfl  her  maiden  lofs. 
How  might    (he  tongue    me?    Yet  reafon   dares   her? 

«*no:*' 
For  my  authority  bears  a  credent  bulk. 
That  no  particular  fcandal  once  can  touch. 
But  it  confounds  the  breather.     He  (hould  have  llv'd. 
Save  that  his  riotous  youth,  with  dangerous  fenfe, 
Might,  in  tlie  tioies  to  come,  have  t=i'en  revenge, 
By  fo  receiving  a  difhonour'd  life. 
With  ranlbm  of  fuch  (hame.     'Would  yet  he  had  liv'd  ! 
Alack,  when  once  our  grace  we  have  forgot, 
Nothinj?  goes  right ;  we  would,  and  we  would  not. 


SCENE     V. 

'*  Changes  to  the  Fields  'without  the  Town,     Enter  Duke  in 
•  his  own  Habit,  and  Friar  Peter. 

*'  Duke.   Thefe  letters  at  fit  time  deliver  me. 

"  [Giving  letters* 
"  The  Provofl-  knows  our  purpofe,  and  our  plot. 
**  The  matter  being  afoot,  keep  your  inflrudlion, 
**  And  hold  you  ever  to  our  fpecial  drift ; 
"  Though  fometimes  you  do  blench  from  this  to  that, 
**  As  caufe  doth  minifter.     Go,  call  at  Flavins'  houfe 
**  And  tell  him  were  I  flay  :  give  the  like  notice 
"  Unto  Valentius,  Rowland,  and  to  Craflus,  .j« 

'*  And  bid  them  bring  the  ti  umpecs  to  the  gate  ; 
^*  But  fend  me  Flavius  fird. 

f'  Peter.  It  ftiail  be  fpeeded  \yelL  [Exit  Friar. 

"  Enter 
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««  Enter  Varrius. 

<«  Duke.  I  thank  thee,  Varrius ;  thou  hafl  made  good 

<•'  hafte : 
<*  Come,  we  will  walk  :  There's  other  of  our  friends 
'*  Will  greet  us  here  anon,  my  gentle  Varrius.      [^Exeunt* 

*'  S  C  E  N  E     II. 

<«  Enter  Isabella  and  Mariana. 

"  Ifab.  To  fpeak  fo  indirectly,  I  am  loth  ; 
"  I  would  fay  the  truth ;  but  to  accufe  him  {o, 
*'  That  is  yojv  part  :  yet  I'm  advis'd  to  do  it ; 
*♦  He  fay?,  to  vail  full  purpofe. 

**  Mart,  Be  rul'd  by  him. 

"  Ifab.   Bcfides,  he  tells  me,  that  if  peradveiiture 
*'  He  fpeak  againft  me  on  the  adverfe  fide, 
«^  I  fhould  not  think  it  ftrange  j  for  'tis  a  phyfick, 
*'T hat's  bitter  to  fweet  end. 

"  Maru  I  would,  friar  Peter— 

**  ifab.  Oh,  peace  ;  the  friar  is  come. 

*'  Enter  Friar  Peter. 

*'  Peter*  Come,  I. have  found  you  out  a  Hand  moll  fit, 
"  Where  you  may  have  fuch  vantage  of  the  duke, 
''  He  (hall  pafs  you  :  Twice  have  the  trumpets  founded  ; 
**  The  generous  and  graveft  citizens 
*'Have  bent  the  gates,  and  very  near  upon 
"  The  duke  is  entering ;  therefore  hence,  away. 

"  lExeunt,'* 

ACT     V.       SCENE     I. 
J  Publick  Place  near  the  City,    Enter  Dulie,  *«  Var- 
"  Rius,"  Lords,   Angelo,  Escalus,  Lucio,  **  <?wi 
**  Citizens'*  at  fever al  doors. 
Duke. 

\y\y  very  worthy  coufio,  fairly  met:— 

Our  old  and  faithful  friend,  we  are  glad  to  fee  you. 
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Jnd.  ang.  Efcal  Happy  return  be  to  your  royal  grace  i 

Duke,  Many  and  hearty  ihankings  to  you  both. 
We  have  made  enquiry  of  yon  ;  and  we  hear 
Such  goodnefs  of  your  juftice,  that  our  foul 
Cannot  but  yield  you  forth  to  public  thank?. 
Fore-running  more  requital. 

Jng.  You  make  my  bonds  flill  greater. 

Duke.  Ob,    your  defert  (peaks  loud ;  <<  and  I  Ihould 
wrong  it, 
^*  To  look  in  the  wards  of  covert  bofom, 
"  When  it  defervcs  with  chara<51:ers  of  brafs 
*'  A  forted  refidence,  'gr/inft  the  tooth  of  time 
"  And  razure  of  oblivion  :'*  Give  me  your  hand. 
And  let  the  fubjeds  fee,  to  make  them  know 
That  outward  courtcfies  would  fain  proclaim 
Favours  that  keep  within. — Come,  Efcaius; 
You  mufl  walk  by  us  on  our  other  hand  ; — 
And  good  fupporters  are  you.     \_As  the  Duke  is  going  out. 

Enter  Peter  i7,'7<j/ Isabella. 

Peter.  Now  is  your  time ;  fpeak  loud,  and  kneel  before 
him. 

Ifah.  Jultice,  O  royal  Duke  !  vail  your  regard 
Upon  a  wrongM,  I  would  fain  have  faid,  a  maid  ! 
Oh  worthy  prince,  dilhonour  not  your  eye 
By  throwing  it  on  any  other  objeft, 
Till  you  have  heard  me  in  my  true  complaint, 
And  given  me  judice,  juftice,  jullice,  ••juftice!" 

Duke'  Relate  your   wrongs:  In  what .^  by  whom?  be 
brief : 
Here  is  lord  Angelo  (hall  give  you  juflice; 
Reveal  yourfelf  to  him. 

Ifab,  Oh,  worthy  duke, 
You  bid  me  feek  redemption  of  the  devil  : 
Hear  me  yourfelf;  for  that  which  I  muft. fpeak 
Muif  either  punifh  me,  not  being  believed, 
Or   wring  redrefs   from   you:    hear   me,   oh,  hear   me, 
*'  here." 

Jug.  My  lord,  her  wit?,  I  fear  me,  are  not  firm  : 
She  hath  been  a  fuitor  to  me  for  her  brother. 
Cut  off  by  courfe  of  juftice. 

Ifah. 
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Ifah.  By  courfe  of  juflice  ! 

jfng.  And  (he  will  fpeak  moft  bitterly,  and  ftrange. 
Ifab.  Moft  ftrange,  but  yet  moft  truly,  will  I  fpeak: 
That  Angelo's  forfworn ;  is  it  not  ftrange  ? 
That  Angelo's  a  murtherer ;  is't  not  ftrange  ? 
*«  That  Angelo  is  an  adulterous  thief," 
An  hypocrite;  a  virgin  violater; 
Is  it  not  ftrange,  and  ftrange  ? 

Duke»  Nay,  it  is  ten  times  ftrange. 
Jfab,  Is  it  not  truer  he  is  Angelo, 
Than  this  is  all  as  true  as  it  is  ftrange  : 
Nay,  it  is  ten  times  true;  for  truth  is  truth 
To  the  end  of  reckoning. 

Duke.  Away  with  her : — Poor  foul, 
She  fpeaks  this  in  the  infirmity  of  fenfe. 

Ifab.  O  prince,  I  conjure  thee,  as  thou  believ*ft 
There  is  another  comfort  than  this  world. 
That  thou  negle^ft  me  not,  with  that  opinion 
That  I  am  touch'd  with  madnefs  :  make  not  impoflible 
That  which  but  feem:.  unlike:  'tis  not  impoflible, 
But  one,  the  wicked'ft  caitift'on  the  ground, 
May  feem  as  fhy,  as  grave,  as  juft,  as  abfolute, 
As  Angelo  ;  even  fo  may  Angelo, 
In  all  his  dreffings,  charadls,  titles,  forms. 
Be  an  arch  villain:   believe  it,  royal  prince. 
If  he  bclef?,  he's  nothing;  but  he's  more. 
Had  I  more  names  for  badnefs. 

Duke.  By  mine  honefty, 
If  {he  be  mad  (as  1  believe  no  other) 
Her  madnefs  hath  the  oddeft  frame  of  fenfe, 
Such  a  dependency  of  thing  on  thing. 
As  e'er  I  heard  in  madnefs. 

Ifab,  Gracious  duke, 
Harp  not  on  that ;  nor  do  not  banifh  reafon 
For  inequality  :  but  let  your  reafon  ferve 
To  make  the  truth  appear,  where  it  feems  hid ; 
Not  hide  the  falfe,  feems  true. 

Duke,  Many  that  are  not  mad. 
Have,  fure,  more  lack  of  reafon. —  What  woxAA  you  fay  ? 

Ifab.   I  am  the  fifter  of  one  Claudio, 
Condemn'd  upon  the  a£l  of  fornication 

To 
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To  lofe  his  head  ;  condemnM  by  Angelo  : 
1,  in  probation  of  a  fifterhood, 
Was  (ent  to  by  my  brother  :  One  Lucio 
Was  then  the  meflenger  ;• — 

Luciff.  That's  I,  an't  like  your  grace: 
I  came  from  her  to  Claudio,  and  defir'd  her 
To  try  her  gracious  fortune  with  lord  Angelo, 
For  her  poor  brother's  pardon. 

Jfab.  That's  he,  indeed. 

Duke.  You  were  not  bid  to  fpeak. 

Lucio.  No,  my  good  lord  ; 
Nor  wifh'd  to  hold  my  peace. 

Duke,  I  wifli  you  now  then ; 
Pray  you,  take  note  of  it :  and  when  you  have 
A  bufinefs  for  yourfelf,  pray  heaven,  you  then 
Be  perfe6l. 

Lucio.  I  warrant  your  honour. 

Duke.  The  warrant's  for  yourfelf;  take  heed  to  It. 

Ijab.  This  gentleman  told  fomewhat  of  my  tale. 

Lucio.  Right* 

Duke.  It  may  be  right;  but  you  are  in  the  wrong 
To  fpeak  before  your  time. — Proceed. 

I/ab,  I  went 
To  this  pernicious  caitiff- deputy. 

Duke.  That's  fon:iewhat  madly  fpoken. 

Ifab.  Pardon  it ; 
The  phralc  is  to  the  matter. 

Duke.  Mended  again  :  the  matter  ; — Proceed. 

I/ab,  In  brief, — to  fet  the  needlefs  procefs  by. 
How  I  perluaded,  how  I^pray'd,  and  kneel'd. 
How  he  refeird  me,  and  how  J  reply'd; 
(For  this  was  of  much  length)  the  vile  condufion 
I  now  begin  with  grief  and  fhame  to  urter : 
He  would  not,  but  by  gift  of  my  chalk  body 
"  To  his  concupifcible  intemperate  luft," 
Releafe  my  brother;  and,  after  much  debatement, 
My  fifterly  remorfe  co, 'rates  my  honour, 
And  I  did  yield  to  him  :   But  the  next  morn  betimes. 
His  purpofe  furfeiting,  he  fends  a  warrant 
For  my  poor  brother's  head. 

Duke.  This  is  moft  likely  ! 

I/ak 
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Ifab.  Oh,  that  it  were  as  like,  as  it  is  true ! 
Duke»  By  heaven,  fond  wretch,  thou  know*Il  not  what 
thou  fpeak'H ; 
Or  elfe  thou  art  fubornM  againfl:  his  honour 
In  hateful  pradlice  :  Firft,  his  integrity 
Stands  without  blemilh  :■ — next,  it  imports  no  reafon, 
That  with  fuch  vehemency  he  (houid  purfue 
Faults  proper  tohimfelf:  if  he  had  fo  offended. 
He  would  have  weighed  fhy  brother  by  himfelf, 
And  not  have  cut  him  off:  Some  one  hath  fet  you  on ; 
Confefs  the  truth,  and  fay  by  whofe  advice 
Thou  cam'fl  here  to  complain  ^ 

Ifab.  And  is  this  all  ? 
Then,  oh,  you  blefTed  miniilers  above, 
Keep  me  in  patience  ;  and,  with  ripen'd  timcj 
Unfold  the  evil  which  is  here  u'rapt  up 
In  countenance!— Heaven  (hield  your  grace  from  woe> 
As  I,  thus  wrong'd,  hence  unbelieved  go  ! 

Duke.  I  know,  you'd  fain  be  gone  : — An  officer — • 
To  prifon  with  her : — Shall  we  thus  permit 
A  blading  and  a  fcandalous  breath  to  fall  ^' 

On  him  fo  near  us  ?  This  needs  muft  be  a  praftlce.  • 

Who  knew  of  your  intent,  and  coming  hither? 
Jfab,  One  that  I  would  were  here,  friar  Lodovvick. 
Duke.  A  ghoftly  father,  belike  :  who  knows  that  Lo-^ 

dowick  ? 
Lticto,  My  lord,  I  know  him  ;  'tis  a  meddling  friar  ; 
I  do  not  like  the  man  :  had  he  been  lay,  my  lord, 
For  certain  words  he  fpake  againft  your  grace 
In  your  retirement,  I  had  fwing*d  him  foundly. 

Duke.  Words  againft  me  ?  this'  a  good  friar  belike  i 
And  to  fet  on  this  wretched  woman  here 
Againft  our  fubflitute  1 — -Let  this  friar  be  found. 

Lucio.  But  yefternight,  niy  lord,  (he  and  that  friar 
I  faw  them  at  the  prifon :  a  faucy  friar, 
A  very  fcurvy  fellow. 

Peter,  ElefTed  be  your  royal  grace ! 
I  have  flood  by,  my  lord,  and  I  have  heard 
Your  royal  ear  abus'd  :  Firft,  hath  this  woman 
Moft  wrongfully  accusM  your  fubftitute; 
Who  is  as  free  from  touch  or  foil  with  her 

As 
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As  flie  from  one  ungot. 

Duke.  We  did  believe  no  lefs. 
Know  you  that  friar  Lodowick,  which  (he  fpeaks  of? 

Peter.  I  know  him  for  a  man  divine  and  holy ; 
Not  fcurvy,  nor  a  temporary  medler, 
As  he's  reported  by  this  gentleman  ; 
And,  on  my  truft,  a  man  that  never  yet 
Did,  as  he  vouches,  mifreport  your  grace. 

Lucio,  My  lord,  moft  viilainoufly;  believe  It. 

p£ter.  Well,  he  in  time  may  come  to  clear  himfelf ;  ~ 
But  at  this  inftanc  he  is  fick,  my  lord. 
Of  a  ftrange  fever ;  "  Upon  his  mere  requefV, 
"  (Being  come  to  knowledge  that  there  was  complaint 
"  Intended  'gainft  lord  Angelo)  came  I  hither, 
**  To  fpeak,  as  from  his  mouth,  what  he  doth  know 
*'  Is  true,  and  falfe ;  and  what  he  with  his  oath, 
**  And  all  probation,  will  make  up  full  clear, 
^*  Whenever  he's  convented.     Firfl,"  for  this  woman; 
(To  juftify  this  worthy  nobleman, 
So  vulgarly  and  perfonally  accus'd) 
Her  (hall  you  hear  difproved  to  her  eyes. 
Till  (he  herfelf  cbnfefs  it. 

Duke.  Good  friar,  let's  hear  it. 
Do  you  not  fmile  at  this,  lord  Angelo  ?-^ 
O  heaven!  the  vanity  of  wretched  fools! — 
Give  us  fome  feats. — Come,  coufin  Angelo ; 
In  this  I  will  be  impartial;  be  you  judge 
Of  your  own  caufe.— Is  this  the  witnefs,  friar? 

[Isabella  is  carried  off,  guarded. 

Enter  Mariana,  veiN. 

Firft,  let  her  (hew  her  face ;  and,  after,  fpeak. 

Mari,  Pardon,  my  lord ;  I  will  not  (hew  my  face, 
Until  my  hulband  bid  mc. 

Duke.  What,  are  you  marry 'd  ? 

Mari.  No,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Are  you  a  maid  ? 

Mari.  No,  my  lord. 

Duke.  A  widow  then  ? 

Mari.  Neither,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Why  you  are  nothing  then  :  — 

,  Neither 
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Neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife.? 

Lucio    My  lord,  (he  may  be  a  punk  ;  for  many  of  them 
Are  neither  maid,  widow,  nor  wife. 

Duke.  Silence  that  fellow:  I  would,  he  had  fome  caufe 
To  prattle  for  himfelf. 

Lucio.  Well,  my  lord. 

Mart,  My  lord,  1  do  confefs,  I  ne'er  was  marry 'd; 
And,  I  confefs,  befides,  I  am  no  maid  ; 
J  have  known  my  hufband  :  yet  my  hufband  knows  nor, 
That  ever  he  knew  me. 

Lucio.    He  was  drunk,  then,  my  lord; 'it  can  be  no 
belter. 

Duke,  For  the  benefit  of  filence,  'would  thou  wert  fo 
too. 

Lucio.  Well,  nny  lord. 

Duke.  This  i^  no  witnefs  for  lord  Angelo. 

Mari.  Now  I  come  to't,  my  lord  : 
She,  that  acufes  him  of  fornication, 
In  felf  fame  manner  doth  accufe  my  huiband  ; 
And  charges  him,  my  lord,  with  fuch  a  time. 
When  Til  depofe  I  had  him  in  mine  arms, 
With  all  the  effefl  of  love. 

Jng.  Charges  (lie  more  than  me  ? 

Mari,  Not  that  I  know. 

Duke.  No  ?  you  fay,  your  hulband.  \To  Mari^ 

Mari.  Why,  juA,  my  lord,  and  that  is  Angelo, 
**  Who  thinks,  he  knows,  that  he  ne'er  knew  my  body, 
•*  But  knows,  he  thinks,  that  he  knows  Ifabel's." 

Jng.  1  his  is  a  (Grange  abufe: — Let's  fee  thy  face. 

Mari.  My  hulband  bids  me;  now  I  will  unma(k. 

\Vnveiling* 
This  is  that  face,  thou  cruel  Angelo, 
Whiih,  once  ihou  fwor'ff,  was  worth  the  looking  on^: 
This  is  the  hand,  which,  with  a  vow'd  contra(5f, 
Was  fafl  belock'd  in  thine :  this  is  the  body, 
That  took  av/ay  the  match  from  Ifabel, 
And  did  iupply  thee  ^'  at  thy  garden-houfe,'* 
In  her  imaghi'd  pcrfon. 

Duke.  Know  you  this  womao  ? 

Luxio.  Carnally,  (he  fays. 

Duke,  Sirrah,  no  more. 

Lucio* 
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Lucto.  Enough,  my  lord. 

Jns^.  My  lord,  I  muft  confefs,  I  knew  this  woman  ; 
And,  five  years  fince,  there  was  fome  fpeech  of  marriage 
Betwixt  myfelf  and  her  :  which  was  broke  off, 
Partly,  for  that  her  promifed  proportions 
Came  (hort  of  compofition  ;  but,  in  chief. 
For  that  her  reputation  was  difvalu'd 
In  levity  :  fmce  which  tinne,  of  five  years/ 
I  never  fpake  with  her,  faw  her,  nor  heard  from  her, 
Upon  my  faith  and  honour. 

Man,  Noble  prince. 
As  there  comes  light  from  heaven,  and  words  from  breath, 
As  there  is  fenfe  in  truth,  and  truth  in  virtue, 
I  am  affianc'd  this  nnan's  wife,  as  flrongly 
As  words  could  make  up  vows :  ^*  and,  my  good  lord, 
••  But  Tuefday  night  laft  gone,  in  his  garden-houfe, 
**  He  knew  me  as  a  wife:'*  As  this  is  true. 
Let  me  in  fafety  raife  me  from  my  knees; 
Or  elfe  for  ever  be  confixed  here, 
A  marble  monument  ! 

/^ng,  I  did  but  fmile  'till  now ; 
Now,  good  my  lord,  give  me  the  fcope  of  juflice; 
My  patience  here  is  touch'd  :   I  do  perceive 
Thefe  poor  informal  women  are  no  more 
But  inftruments  of  fome  more  mightier  member. 
That  fets  them  on  :  let  me  have  way,  my  lord, 
To  find  this  practice  out. 

Duke,  Ay,  with  my  heart ; 
And  punifii  them  unto  your  height  of  pleafure.— 
Thou  foolifh  friar ;  and  thou  pernicious  woman, 
Compafl  with  her  that's  gone !  think'ft  thou  thy  oaths. 
Though  they  would  fwear  down  each  particular  faint. 
Were  teftimonies  againfl  his  worth  and  credit, 
That's  feal'd  in  approbation? — You,  lord  Efcalus, 
Sit  with  ray  coufin;  lend  him  your  kind  pains 
To  find  out  this  abufe,  whence  'tis  deriv'd.— 
There  is  another  friar,  that  fet  them  on ; 
Let  him  be  fent  for. 

Peter.  Would  he  were  here,  my  lord  ;  for  he,  indeed. 
Hath  fet  the  women  on  to  this  complaint: 
Your  provoft  knows  the  place  where  he  abides, 

F  And 
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And  he  may  fetch  him. 

Duke.  Go,  do  it  inftantly. 

And  yon,  my  noble  and  well- warranted  coufin, 

Whom  it  concerns  to  hear  this  matter  forth, 

Do  with  your  injuries  as  feems  you  beft, 

Iq  any  chaftiftment :  I  for  a  while 

Will  leave  you  ;  ftir  not  you,  till  you  have  well 

Determined  upon  thefe  fianderers.  [Exit. 

Efcal  My  lord,  we'll  do  it  thoroughly. — Signior  Lucio, 
did  not  you  fay,  you  knew  that  friiir  Lodowick.  to  be  a 
difhoaefi:  perfon  ? 

Luc'io.  Cucullus  'rionfaclt  monachum:  honefl:  in  nothing, 
but  in  his  cloaths :  and  one  that  hath  fpoke  mofl  villain- 
ous fpeeches  of  the  duke. 

EfiaL  We  fhall  intreat  you  to  abide  here  till  he  come, 
*'  and  enforce  them  againfl  himx;"  We  fhall  find  this 
friar  a  notable  fellow. 

Lucio.  As  any  in  V^ienna,  on  my  word. 

Efcal.  Call  that  fame  Ifabel  here  once  again ;  I  would 
fpeak  with  her  :  Pray  you,  my  lord,  give  me  leave  to 
queftion  ;  you  fhall  fee  how  I'll  handle  her. 

Lucio.  Not  better  than  he,  by  her  own  report, 

Efcal.  Say  you  ? 

Lucio.  Marry,  fir,  I  think,  if  you  handled  her  privately, 
file  fhould  fooner  confefs :  perchance,  publickly  fhe'U  be 
afham'd. 

Enter  Duke  in  the  Friar^s  habitt  arid  Provoji.  Isabella 
is  brought  in. 

Efcal.  I  will  go  darkly  to  work  with  her. 

Lucio>  That's  the  way;  for  women  are  light  at  mid- 
night. 

Efcal.  Come  on,  miflrefs;  here's  a  gentlewoman  denies 
all  that  you  have  faid. 

Lucio.  My  lord,  here  comes  the  rafcal  I  fpoke  of;  here 
with  the  Provoft. 

Efcal  In  very  good  time  ; — fpeak  not  you  to  him,  'till 
we  call  upon  you. 

Lucio.  Mum. 

Efcal  Come,  fir;  did  you  fet  thefe  women  on  to  flan- 
der  lord  Angelo  ?  they  have  confefs'd  you  did. 

Duke* 
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Dake.  'Tis  falfe. 

Efcal.  How  !  know  you  where  you  are  ? 

Duke,  Refpe6l  to  your  great  place  !  and  let  the  devil 
Be  (ometime  hoQout'd  for  his  burning  throne  :— 
Where  is  the  duke  ?  'tis  he  fhould  hear  me  fpeak. 

E/caL  The  duke's  in  us;  and  we  will  hear  you  fpeak  % 
Look,  you  fpeak  jullly. 

Dul:e»  Boldly,  at  leaf!:: — But,  oh,  poor  fouls. 
Come  you  to  (eek  the  lamb  here  of  the  fox  ? 
Good  night  to  your  redrefs  :  Is  the  duke  gone  ? 
Then  is  your  caufe  gone  too.     The  duke's  unjull. 
Thus  to  retort  your  manifeft  appeal. 
And  put  your  trial  in  the  villain's  mouth. 
Which  here  you  come  to  accufe. 

Luct9,  This  is  the  rafcal ;  this  is  he,  I  fpoke  of. 

EjcaL  Why,  thou  unrevercnd  and  unhallow'd  friar  \ 
Is't  not  enough,  thou  haft  fuborn'd  thefe  women 
To  accufe  this  worthy  man ;  but,  in  foul  mouth, 
"  And  in  the  witnefs  of  his  proper  ear," 
To  call  him  villain  ? 

And  then  to  glance  from  him  to  the  duke  himfelF, 
To  tax  him  with  injuftice  :^— Take  him  hence ; 
To  the  rack  with  him : — -^ We'll  touze  you  joint  by 

joint. 
But  we  will  know  this  purpofe : — What  ?  unjufl  ? 

Duke,  Be  not  fo  hot ;  the  duke 
Dare  no  more  ftretch  this  finger  of  mine,  than  he 
Dare  rack  his  own  ;  his  fubje6l  I  am  not, 
Nor  here  provincial  :  My  bufmefs  in  this  Hate 
Made  me  a  looker-on  here  in  Vienna, 
Where  I  have  feen  corruption  boil  and  bubble, 
'Till  it  o'er-ran  the  flew  :  *'  laws,  for  all  faults ; 
**  But  faults  fo  counrenanc'd,  that  the  flrong  ftatutes 
**  Stand  like  the  forfeits  in  a  barber's  fnop, 
'*  As  much  in  mock  as  mark." 

Efcal.  Slander  to  the  ftate  i   Away  with  him  to  prifbn. 

Ang,  What  can  you  vouch  againft  him,  fignior  Lucio  ? 
Is  this  the  man,  that  you  did  tell  us  of? 

LucIq.  'Tis  he,  my  lord.     Come  hither,  goodman  bald- 
pate  :  Do  you  know  me  ? 

Duke.    I  remember  you,   fir,   by  the  found  of  your 
F  2,  voice ; 
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voice:   I  met  you  at  the  prifon,   In  the  abfence  of  the 
duke. 

Luclo,  Oh,  did  you  fo  ?  And  do  you  remember  what 
you  faid  of  the  duke  ? 

Duke.  Mofl  notedly,  fir. 

Lucio.  Do  you  fo,  fir  ?  And  was  the  duke  a  flefh- 
monger,  a  fool,  and  a  coward,  as  you  then  reported 
him  to  be? 

Duke,  You  mufl,  fir,  change  perfons  with  me,  ere  you 
make  that  my  report :  you,  indeed,  fpoke  fo  of  him  ;  and 
much  more,  much  worfe* 

Lucio,  O  thou  damnable  fellow  !  Did  not  I  pluck  thee 
by  the  nofe,  for  thy  fpeeches  ? 

Duke.  I  proteft,  I  love  the  duke,  as  I  love  myfelf. 

Mg.  Hark  I  how  the  villain  would  clofe  now,  after  his 
treafonable  abufes. 

Efcal.  Such  a  fdlow  is  not  to  be  talk'd  withal :  Away 
with  him  to  prifon  : — **  Where  is  the  provoft  ? — Away 
**  with  him  to  prifon  ;  lay  bohs  enough  upon  him :  let 
"  him  fpeak  no  more;'* — away  with  thofe  giglots  too, 
and  with  the  other  confederate  companion. 

\The  Provoji  lays  hands  on  the  Duke^ 

Duke.  Stay,  fir  ;  flay  a  while. 

Jng.  What !  refifls  he  ?  Help  him,  Lucio. 

Lucto,  Come,  fir  ;  come,  fir  ;  come,  fir :  foh,  fir ;  Why, 
you  bald-pated,  lying  rafcal !  you  muft  be  hooded,  mufl 
you  ?  ftiow  your  knave^s  vifage,  with  a  pox  to  you  !  fhow 
your  fheep-biting  face,  and  be  hang*d  an  hour  1  Will't 
flot  oif  ? 

\_PuIls  off" the  Friar  s  hood,  and  difcovers  the  Duke^ 

Duke.  Thou  art  the  firfl  knave,    that  e'er  mad'A  a 
duke.- 

Firfl,  provoft,  let  me  bail  thefe  gentle  three : 

Sneak  not  away,  fir ;  \to  Lucio,']  for  the  friar  and  yoa 
Mufl  have  a  word  anon  : — lay  hold  on  him. 

Lucio.  This  may  prove  worfe  than  hanging. 

Duke.    What   you   have   fpoke,    I  pardon;    fit  you 

down. [To  Efcalus^ 

We'll  borrow  place  of  him :—  Sir,  by  your  leave  : 

\Tq  Angeh^ 
Hafl  thou  or  word,  or  wit,  or  impudence^ 

That 
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That  yet  can  do  thee  office  ?  if  thou  haft. 
Rely  upon  it  till  my  tale  be  heard, 
And  hold  no  longer  out. 

Ang,  O  my  dread  lord, 
I  fliould  be  guiltier  than  my  guiltinefs. 
To  think  I  can  be  undifcernable, 
When  I  perceive,  your  grace,  like  power  divine. 
Hath  look'd  upon  my  palTes:  Then,  good  prince. 
No  longer  feflion  hold  upon  my  fhame. 
But  let  my  trial  be  mine  own  confeffion ; 
Immediate  fentence  then,  and  fequent  death, 
Is  all  the  grace  I  beg. 

Duke,  Come  hither,  Mariana  : — 
Say,  waft  thou  e'er  contra<5led  to  this  woman  ? 

Ang,  I  was,  my  lord. 

Duke,  Go  take  her  hence,  and  marry  herinftantly.~— — 
Do  you  the  office,  friar ;  which  confummate, 
Return  him  here  again: — Go  with  him,  provoft. 

[Exeunt  Angelo,  Mariana,  Peter,  and  Provojf, 

EfcaL  My  lord,  I  am  more  amaz'd  at  his  difhonour. 
Than  at  the  ftrangenefs  of  it. 

Duke,  Gome  hither,  Ifabel : 
"  Your  friar  is  now  your  prince:  As  I  was  then 
"  Advertifing,  and  holy  to  your  bufmefs, 
"  Not  changing  heart  with  habit,  I  am  ftill 
"  Attorney'd  at  your  fervice.*' 

Ifah,  Oh,  give  me  pardon. 
That  I,  your  vafial,  have  employ'd  and  paln'd 
Your  unknown  fovereignty. 

Duke.  You  are  pardoned,  Ifabel: 
And  now,  dear  maid,  be  you  as  free  to  us. 
Your  brother's  death,  I  know,  fits  at  your  heart; 
And  you  may  marvel,  why  I  obfcur'd  myfelf, 
Labouring  to  fave  his  life;  '*  and  would  not  rather 
"  Make  raffi  remonftrance  of  nay  hidden  power, 
"  Than  let  him  be  fo  loft  :"  Oh,  moft  kind  maid. 
It  was  fwift  celerity  of  his  death. 
Which  I  did  think  with  flower  foot  came  on. 
That  brainM  my  purpofe :  But  peace  be  with  him  .' 
That  life  is  better  life,  paft  fearing  death, 

Than 
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Than  that  which  lives  to  fear  :  make  it  your  comforr, 
So,  happy  is  your  brother. 

Re-enter  Angeio,  Mariana,  Peter,  and Prcvofl* 

Ifab.  I  do,  my  lord. 

Duke.  For  this  new-matry'd  man,  approaching  here. 
Whole  fait  imagination  yet  hath  wrongM 
Your  well  defended  honour,  you  mufl  pardon  him 
For  Mariana's  fake  :  But  as  he  adjudg'd  your  brother 
(Being  criminal,  in  double  violation 
Of  facred  challity  ;  and  of  promife-breach. 
Thereon  dependant,  for  your  brother's  life^. 
The  very  mercy  of  the  law  cries  out 
Mod  audible,  even  from  his  proper  tongue, 
An  Angeio  for  (Jaudioy  death  for  death. 
H^'fte  itill  pays  hafte,  and  leifure  anfvvers  leifure  ; 
Like  doth  quit  like,  and  Aleafure  ^xWfor  Meajure. 
Then,  Angeio,  thy  fault's  thus  manifeiled; 
Which  though  thou  would'ft  deny,  denies  thee  vantage  : 
We  do  condemn  thee  to  the  very  block 
Where  Claudio  floop'd  to  death,  and  with  like  hade;— ^  , 
Away  with  him. 

Marl.  Oh,  my  mofl:  gracious  lord, 
1  hope,  you  will  not  mock  me  with  a  hufband  ! 

Duke,    It  is  your  hulband  mock'd  you  v/ith   a   huf- 
band : 
Confenting  to  the  fafeguard  of  your  honour, 
I  thought  your  marriage  fit;  elfe  imputation, 
For  that  he  knew  you,  might  reproach  your  life. 
And  choak  your  good  to  come :  for  his  poITeffions 
Although  by  coatifcation  they  are  ours, 
We  do  enftate  and  widow  you  vvithal, 
To  buy  you  a  better  huiband. 

Mart,  Ob,  my  dear  lord, 
I  nave  no  other,  nor  no  better  man. 

f)uke.  Never  crave  him ;  we  are  definitive. 

MarL  Gentle,  my  liege—  \KneeVing, 

Duke,  You  do  but  lofe  your  labour ;— 

Away  with  him  to  death. — <•  Now,  fir,  to  you. 

\To  Lucio: 

Marl  Oh,  my  good  lord !— Sweet  Ifabel,  take  my  part ; 

Lend 
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Lend  me  your  knees,  and  all  my  life  to  come 
I'jl  lend  you  all  my  lite  to  do  you  fervice. 

Buke,   Againll  all  fenfc  you  do  importune  her: 
Should  (he  kneel  down,  in  mercy  of  this  fa6^. 
Her  brother's  ghoH:  his  paved  bed  would  break, 
And  take  her  hence  in  horror. 

Man.   I  label, 
**  Sweet  Ifabel,  do  yet  but  kneel  by  me  ; 
**  Hold  up  your  hands,  fny  nothing,  I'll  fpeak  all. 
"  They  fay,  befl:  men  are  moulJed  out  o^  faults  ; 
*'  And,  for  the  mof},  become  much  more  the  better 
*'  For  being  a  little  bad;  fo  may  my  hufband." 
Oh,  inibel!   will  yon  not  lend  a  knee  ? 

Duke.  He  dies  for  Claudio's  death. 

TJah.  Moft  bounteous  lir,  \Kneeling. 

Look,  if  it  pleafe  you,  on  this  man  condemned, 
As  if  my  brother  liv'd:   I  partly  think, 
A  due  finccrity  govern'd  his  deeds, 
'Till  he  did  look  on  me ;  fince  it  is  {o. 
Let  him  not  die:  my  brother  had  but  juftice 
In  that  he  did  the  thing  for  which  he  dy'd : 
For  Angelo,  , 

His  acb  did  not  o'ertake  his  bad  intent ; 
And  mufl  be  bury'd  but  as  an  intent, 
That  perifn'd  by  the  way:   thoughts  are  no  fubjecls; 
intents,  but  merely  thoughts. 

Marl.  Merely,  my  lord. 

Dnhe.  Your  fuii's  unprofitable;  (land  up,  I  fay. — 

I  have  bethought  me  of  another  fault : 

Provoft,  how  came  it,  Claudio  was  beheaded 
At  an  unufuai  hour  ? 

Prov.  It  was  commanded  To. 

Duke,  Had  you  a  fpecial  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 

Prov.  No,  my  good  lord  ;  it  was  by  private  meffage. 

Duke.  For  which  I  do  difcharge  you  of  your  omce  : 
Give  mc  up  your  keys. 

Frov.  Pardon  me,  noble  lord  : 
I  thought  it  was  a  fault,  but  knew  it  not ; 
Yet  did  repent  nie,  after  more  advice  : 
For  tellimony  whereof,  one  in  the  prifon, 
That  Ihouid  by  private  order  elfe  have  dy'd, 

I  have 
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I  have  refervM  alive. 

Duke.  What's  he  ? 

Prov,  His  name  is  Barnardine. 

Duke.  I  would,  thou  had*ft  done  fo  by  Claudio. — 
Go,  fetch  him  hither ;  let  me  look  upon  him.  \_Exit  Prov, 

Efcal.  I  am  forry,  one  fo  learned  and  fo  wife 
As  you,  lord  Angelo,  have  ftill  appear*d, 
Should  flip  fo  grofsly,  both  in  the  heat  of  blood. 
And  lack  ot  tempered  judgment  afterward. 

Ang.  I  am  forry,  that  fuch  forrow  I  procure  i 
And  fo  deep  flicks  it  in  my  penitent  heart, 
That  I  crave  death  more  willingly  than  mercy ; 
'Tis  my  deferving,  and  I  do  entreat  it. 

Re-enter    Provoft^    Barnardine,    Claudio,    and 

JULIETTA. 

Duke.  Which  is  that  Barnardine  ? 

Prov»  This   my  lord. 

Duke.  There  was  a  friar  told  me  of  this  man  :*— 
Sirrah,  thou  art  faid  to  have  a  ftubborn  foul. 
That  apprehends  no  further  than  this  world, 
And  fquar'ft  thy  life  according  :  ThouVt  condemned; 
But,  for  thofe  earthly  faults,  I  quit  them  all; 
I  pray  thee,  take  this  mercy  to  provide 

For  better  times  to  come: *'  Friar,  advife  him; 

*♦  i  leave  him  to  your  hand." What  muffied  fellow's 

that  ? 

Prov.  This  is  another  prifoner,  that  I  fav'd, 
Who  (liould  have  dy'd  when  Claudio  loft  his  head ; 
As  like  almoft  to  Claudio,  as  himfelf. 

Duke,  If  he  be  like  your  brother,  for  his  fake  [To  IsA», 

Is  he  pardon'd;  And,  for  your  lovely  fake, 
<*  Give  me  your  hand,  and  fay,  you  will  be  mine,*' 
He  is  my  brother  too :  But  fitter  time  for  that. 
By  this,  lord  Angelo  perceives  he's  fafe  ; 
Methinks,  I  fee  a  qmck'ning  in  his  eye  :— 
Well,  Angelo,  your  evil  quits  you  well : 
Look,  that  ycu  love  your  wife;  her  worth,  worth  yours.—* 
1  find  an  apt  remiffion  in  myfelf ; 

And  yet  here's  one  in  place  I  cannot  pardon ; 

You,  firrab,  that  knew  me  for  a  fool,  a  coward, 

\Xo  LXJciO, 
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One  all  of  luxury,  an  afs,  a  mad-man  ; 
Wherein  have  I  defervM  Co  of  you. 
That  you  extol  me  thus  ? 

Lucio»  'Faith,  my  lord,  I  fpokeit  but  according  to  the 
trick  :  if  you  will  hang  me  for  it,  you  may,  but  I  had  ra-^^ 
ther  it  would  pleafe  you,  I  might  be  whip'd. 

Duke.  Whip'd  firfl:,  fir,  and  hang'd  after. 
Proclaim  it,  provoft,  round  about  the  city ; 
If  any  woman's  wrong*d  by  this  lewd  fellow 
(As  I  have  heard  him  fwear  himfelf,  there's  one 
Whom  he  begot  with  child),  let  her  appear, 
And  he  (hall  marry  her;  the  nuptial  finifh'd. 
Let  him  be  whip'd  and  hang'd. 

Lucio»  I  befeech  your  highnefs,  do  not  marry  me  to  a 
whore  I  your  highnefs  faid  even  now,  I  made  you  a  duke; 
good  my  lord,  do  not  recompence  me,  in  making  me  a 
cuckold. 

Duke.  Upon  mine  honour,  thou  fhalt  marry  her. 
Thy  jQanders  I  forgive ;  and  therewithal 
Remit  thy  other  forfeits :— Take  him  to  prifon: 
And  fee  our  pleafure  herein  executed. 

Lucio.  Marrying  a  punk,  my  lord^  is  prefling  to  death, 
whipping,  and  hanging. 

Duke.  Sland'ring  a  prince  deferves  it.-* 
She,  Claudio,  that  you  wrong'd,  look  you  reflore,— 
Joy  to  you,  Mariana !-^love  her,  Angelo; 
I  have  confefs'd  her,  and  I  know  her  virtue. — 
Thanks,  good  friend  Efcalus,  for  thy  much  goodnefs: 
^'  There's  more  behind,  that  is  more  gratulate." — 
Thanks,  provoft,  for  thy  care,  and  fecrefy ; 
We  (hall  employ  thee  in  a  worthier  place : — 
**  Forgive  him,  Angelo,  that  brought  you  home 
"  The  head  of  Ragozine  for  Claudio's  ; 
"  The  offence  pardons  itfelf." — Dear  Ifabel, 
I  have  a  motion  much  imports  your  good  ; 
Whereto  if  you'll  a  willing  ear  incline, 
What's  mine  is  your's,  and  what  is  yours  is  mine  : — 
So  bring  us  to  our  palace ;  where  we'll  (how 
What's  j^et  behind,  that's  meet  you  all  (liould  know. 

[  Sxeuntn 
THE    END. 
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DRAMATIS    PERSONiE, 

MEN. 

OpvSINO,  Duke  of  lUyr'w. 

Sebastian,  a  young  Gentleman^  Brother  to  V'lolam 

Antonio,  a  Sea  Captain^  Friend  to  Sebajiian, 

^        '  '  [  Gentlemen  attending  on  the  Duke* 

Sir  Toby  Belch,  Uncle  to  Olivia, 

Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek,  a  fooU/h  Knight^  pretending 

t9  Olivia, 
A  Sea  Captain^  Friend  to  Viola, 
Fabian,  Servant  to  Olivia, 
Malvolio,  afantojlical  Steward  to  Olivia* 
Clown^  Servant  to  Olivia, 

WOMEN. 

Olivia,  a  Lady  of  great  Beauty  and  Fortune^  hekved  h^ 

the  Duke, 
Viola,  in  love  with  the  Duke* 
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S  C  E  N  E     I.       The  Duke's  Palace, 
Enter  Duke^  Curio,  and  Lords, 

Duke, 

F  mufic  be  the  food  of  love  play  on, 


Give  me  excefs  of  it ;  that,  furfeiting-. 

The  appetite  may  ficken,  and  fo  die. • 

That  firain  again ;  it  had  a  dying  fall : 

O,  it  came  o'er  my  ear  like  the  fweet  fouth 

That  breathes  upon  a  bank  of  violets," 

Stealing  and  giving  odour. — Enough,  no  more; 

'Tis  not  fo  fweet  nov7  as  it  v/as  before. 

O,  fpirit  of  love,  how  quick  and  frefh  aft  thou  1 

That,  notwithftanding  thy  capacity 

Receiveth  as  the  fea,  nought  enters  there. 

Of  v/hat  validity  and  pitch  foever, 

But  falls  into  abatement  and  low  price, 

Even  in  a  minute  I  fo  full  of  fhapes  is  fancy 

That  it  alone  is  high  fantaftical. 

Cur,  Will  you  go  hunt,  my  lord  ? 

Duke,  What,  Curio? 

Cur,  The  hart. 

Duke,  Why  fo  I  do,  the  nobleft  that  I  have : 
O,  when  my  eyes  did  fee  Olivia  firft, 
Methought  fhe  purg'd  the  air  of  peftilence. 
That  inftant  was  I  turn'd  into  a  hart ; 
And  my  defires,  like  fell  and  cruel  hounds. 
E'er  fince  purfue  me — How  now?  what  news  from  her  ? 
A  2  Enter 
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Enter  Valentine. 

Val.  So  pleafe,  my  lord,  I  might  not  be  admitted, 
But  from  her  hand-maid  do  return  this  anfwer ; 
The  element  itfelf,  till  [Qvtii  years  hence. 
Shall  not  behold  her  face  at  ample  view ; 
But,  like  a  cloiftrefs,  fhe  will  veiled  walk 
And  water  once  a  day  her  chr.mber  round 
With  eye-offend i:ig  brine  :   all  this  to  feafon 
A  brother's  dead  love,  which  fhe  would  keep  frefh 
And  lading  in  her  fad  remembrance. 

Duke.  O,  fhe  that  hath  a  heart  of  that  fine  frame, 
To  pay  this  debt  of  love  but  to  a  brother, 
Hovi^  will  file  love  when  the  rich  golden  fhaft 
Hath  kill'd  the  flock  of  all  afFeaions  elfe 
That  live  in  her  !  when  liver,  brain,  and  heart, 
Thefe  fovereign  thrones,  are  all  fupply'd  and  fill'd 
(Her  fweet  perfections),  with  one  felf-fame  king  I— 
Away  before  me  to  fweet  beds  of  flowers  ; 
Love  thoughts  lie  rich  when  canopy'd  with  bowers, 

SCEN£  II.      The  Street. 
Enter  Viola,  a  Captain  and  Sailors, 

Vio.  What  country,  friends,  is  this  ? 

Capt.  This  is  illyria,  lady. 

Vio.  And  what  fhould  I  do  in  Illyria? 
My  brother  he  is  in  Elyfmm. 
Perchance  he  is  not  drown'd;— What  think  you,  failors? 

Ca*^t.  It  is  perchance  that  you  yourfelf  were  fav'd. 

Vio.  O,  my  poor  brother !  and  fo  perchance  may  he  be. 

Capt.  True,  madam  j  and,  to  comfort  you  with  chance, 
AfTure  yourfelf,  after  our  ihip  did  fplit. 
When  you  and  that  poor  number  fav'd  with  you 
Hung  on  ©ur  driving  boat,  I  faw  your  brother, 
Mofl  provident  in  peril,  bind  himfelf 
(Courage  and  hope  both  t..aching  him  the  pra£i:ice) 
To  a  fVrong  maft  that  liv'd  upon  the  fea, 
Where,  like  Arion  on  the  dolphin's  back, 
I  faw  him  hold  acquaintance  with  the  waves 
So  long  as  I  could  fee. 

Vio. 
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V'o,  For  faying  fo  there's  gold  : 
Mine  own  efcape  unfoldcth  to  my  hope, 
Whereto  thv  fpeech  ferves  for  authority 
The  Hke  of  him.     Know'lt  thou  this  country? 

Capt.  Ay,  madam,  well ;  for  I  was  bred  and  born 
Not  three  hours  travel  from  this  very  place. 

Vio.  Who  governs  here  ? 

Capt.  A  noble  duke  in  nature  as  in  name. 

Vio.  What  is  his  name  ? 

Capt.  Orfmc. 

Vio.  Orfmo  !  I  have  heard  my  father  name  him ; 
He  was  a  bachelor  then. 

Capt»  And  fo  is  now,  or  was  fo  very  lately  \ 
For  but  a  month  ago  I  went  from  hence, 
And  then  'twas  frefh  in  murmur  (as  you  know 
What  great  ones  do  the  lefs  will  prattle  of}, 
That  he  did  feek  the  love  of  fair  Olivia. 

Vio.  What's  fhe? 

Capt.  A  virtuous  maid,  the  daughter  of  a  count 
That  dy'd  fome  twelve-month  fmce  ;  then  leaving  her 
In  the  protection  of  his  fon,  her  brother. 
Who  fhortly  alfo  dy'd ;  for  whofe  dear  love, 
They  fay,  fhe  hath  abjur'd  the  fight 
And  company  of  men.  • 

Vio.  O,  that  I  ferv'd  that  lady, 
And  might  net  be  deliver'd  to  the  world, 
Till  I  had  made  mine  own  occafion  mellov/ 
What  my  eftate  is  ! 

Capt.  That  were  hard  to  compafs  ; 
Becaufe  flie  will  admit  no  kind  of  fuit, 
No,  not  the  duke's. 

Vio.  There  is  a  fair  behaviour  in  thee,  captain; 
And  though  that  nature  with  a  beauteous  wall 
Doth  oft  clofe  in  pollution,  yet  of  thee 
I  will  believe  thou  haft  a  mind  that  fuits 
With  this  thy  fair  and  outward  charadter. 
I  pray  thee,  and  I'll  pay  thee  bounteoufly, 
Conceal  me  what  I  am,  and  be  my  aid  • 

For  fuch  difguife  as  haply  fhall  become 
The  form  of  my  intent.     I'll  (^xve  this  duke  5 
Thou  flialt  prefent  me  as  an  eunuch  to  him, 

B  It 
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It  may  be  worth  thy  pains ;  for  1  can  fing, 
And  {peak  to  him  in  many  forts  of  mufic, 
That  will  allow  me  very  worth  his  fervice. 
What  elfe  may  hap  to  time  I  will  commit ; 
Only  Ihape  thou  thy  filence  to  my  wit. 

Capt.  Be  you  his  eunuch,  and  your  mute  I'll  be ; 
When  my  tongue  blabs  then  let  mine  eyes  not  fee ! 

Vio.  I  thank  thee;  lead  me  on.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE    III.      Olivia'j  Boufe. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Maria. 

Sir  To,  What  a  plague  means  my  niece  to  take  the 
death  of  her  brother  thus  ?  I  am  fure  care's  an  enemy  to 
life. 

Mar.  By  my  troth,  Sir  Toby,  you  muft  come  in  earlier 
o'nights  ;  your  coufm,  my  lady,  takes  great  exceptions  to 
your  ill  hours. 

Sir  To.  Why,  let  her  except  before  excepted. 

Mar.  Ay,  but  you  muft  confine  yourfelf  within  the  mo- 
deft  limits  of  order. 

Sir  To,  Confine  I  I'll  confine  myfelf  no  finer  than  I 
am  ;  thefe  clothes  are  good  enough  to  drink  in,  and  fo  be 
thefe  boots  too ;  an  they  be  not,  let  them  hang  themfelves 
in  their  own  ftraps. 

Mar.  That  quaffing  and  drinking  will  undo  you ;  I 
heard  my  lady  talk  of  it  yefterday,  and  of  a  foolifh  knight 
that  you  brought  in  one  night  here  to  be  her  wooer. 

Sir  To.  Who  ?   Sir  Andrew  Ague-cheek  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  he. 

Sir  To.  He's  as  tall  a  man  as  any's  in  Illyria. 

Mar.  What's  that  to  the  purpofe  ? 

Sir  To,  Why  he  has  three  thoufand  ducats  a  year. 

Mar,  Ay,  but  he'll  have  but  a  year  in  all  thefe  ducats  j 
he's  a  very  fool  and  a  prodigal. 

Sir  To.  Fie,  that  you'll  fay  fo!  he  plays  o'th' viol-de- 
gambo,  and  fpeaks  three  or  four  languages  word  for  word 
without  book,  and  hath  all  the  good  gifts  of  nature. 

Mar.  He  hath  indeed— almoft  natural ;  for,  befides  that 
he's  a  fool,  he's  a  great  quarreller  s  and,  but  that  he  hath 
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the  gift  of  a  coward  to  allay  the  guft  he  hath  in  quarrelling, 
'tis  thought  among  the  prudent  he  would  quickly  have  the 
gift  of  a  grave. 

Sir  To.  By  this  hand  they  are  fcoundrels  and  fubtradtors 
that  fay  fo  of  him.     Who  are  they  ? 

Mar.  They  that  add,  moreover,  he's  drunk  nightly  in 
your  company. 

Sir  To.  With  drinking  healths  to  my  niece ;  PI!  drink 
to  her  as  long  as  there  is  a  pafTage  in  my  throat  and  drink 
in  Illyria  :  he's  a  coward  and  a  coyftril  that  v/ill  not  drink 
to  my  niece  till  his  brains  turn  o'the  toe  like  a  parifh-top. 
What,  wench?  Caftiliano  volgOj  for  here  comes  Sir 
Andrew  Ague-face. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And,  Sir  Toby  Belch  !  how  now,  Sir  Toby  Belch  ? 

Sir  To.  Sweet  Sir  Andrew  ! 

Sir  And.  Blefs  you,  fair  fhrew. 

Mar.  And  you  too,  fir. 

Sir  To.  Accoft,  Sir  Andrew,  accoft. 

Sir  And.  What's  that  ? 

Sir  To.  ]\ly  niece's  chamber-maid. 

Sir  And.  Good  miftrefs  Accoft  I  dcfire  better  acquaint- 
ance. 

Mar.  My  name  is  Mary,  fir. 

Sir  And.  'Good  Mrs.  Mary  Accoft — 

Sir  To.  You  miftake,  knight,  accoft  is,  front  her,  board 
her,  woo  her,  aftail  her. 

Sir  Av.d.  By  my  troth  I  would  not  undertake  her  in  this 
company.     Is  that  the  meaning  of  accoft  ? 

Mar.  Fare  you  well,  gentlemen. 

*S/V  To.  An  thou  let  part  fo.  Sir  Andrew,  would  thou 
might' ft  never  draw  fwcrd  again. 

Sir  And.  An  you  part  fo,  miftrefs,  I  would  I  might 
never  draw  a  fword  again ;  fair  lady,  do  you  think  you  have 
fools  in  hand? 

Mar.  Sir,  I  have  not  you  by  the  hand. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  but  you  fhall  have;  and  here's  my 
hand. 

Mar.  Now,  fir,  thought  is  free ;  I  pray  you  bring  your 
hand  to  the  buttery-bar  and  let  it  drink. 

B  2  Sir 
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Sir  And.  Wherefore,  fweet-heart  ?  \vhat*s  your  meta- 
phor ? 

Afar.  It's  A\j^  fir. 

Sir  And,  Why,  I  think  io,  I  aui.  net  fuch  an  afs  but  I 
can  keep  my  hand  dry.     But  what's  your  jeft? 

Mar.  A  dry  jeft,  fir. 

Sir  And.  Are  you  full  of  tliem  ? 

Mar.  Ay,  fir,  I  have  them  at  my  fingers'  ends  : 
marry,  now  I  let  go  jour  hand  I  am  barren. 

\^Exit  Maria. 

Sir  To,  O  knight,  thou  lack'fl  a  cup  of  canary;  when 
did  I  fee  thee  fo  put  down  ? 

Sir  And.  Never  in  your  life  I  think,  unlefs  you  fee 
canary  put  me  down :  Methinks  fometimes  I  have  no  more 
wit  than  a  Chriftian,  or  an  ordinary  man  has ;  but  I  am 
a  e;reat  eater  of  beef,  and  I  believe  that  does  harm  to  my 
wit. 

Sir  To.  No  queftion. 

Sir  And.  An  I  thought  that  I'd  forfvvear  it.  FU  ride 
home  to-miOrrow,  Sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  Porquoy^  my  dear  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  What  is  porquoy  ?  do  or  not  do,  I  would  I  had 
bcftow'd  that  time  in  the  tongues  that  I  have  in  fencing, 
dancing,  and  bear-beating  :  O  had  I  but  follow'd  the  arts ! 

Sir  To.  Then  hadft  thou  had  an  excellent  head  of  hair. 

Sir  And.  Why  would  that  have  mended  my  hair  ? 

Sir  To.  Paft  qucltion,  for  thou  feeft  it  will  not  curl  by 
nature. 

Sir  And.  Eut  it  becomes  me  well  enough,  does't  not  ? 

Sir  To.  Excellent  !  it  hangs  like  fiax  on  a  diftaff,  and  I 
hope  to  fee  a  houfewife  take  thee  between  her  legs  and  fpin 
it  ofF. 

Sir  And.  'Fallh  I'll  home  to-morrow,  Sir  Toby;  your 
niece  will  not  be  feen,  or  if  fhe  be,  it's  four  to  one  fhe'll 
none  oi  me  :  the  count  himfelf  here  hard  by  w^coes  her. 

Sir  To.  She'll  none  o'rhe  count;  fhe'll  not  match  above 
her  degree,  neither  in  ellate,  years,  nor  wit ;  I  have  heard 
her  fwear  it.     Tut,  there's  life  in't,  man. 

Sir  And.  I'll  ftay  a  month  longer.  I  am  a  fellow  o'the 
ftrangeft  mind  i'the  world ;  I  delight  in  mafques  and  revels 
fometimes  altogether. 

ir 
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Sir  To.  Art  thou  good  at  thefe  kick-fhaw?,  knight  ? 

Sir  And,  As  any  man  in  Illyria  whatfoever  he  be  under 
the  degree  of  my  betters  j  and  yet  I  will  not  compare  with 
an  old  man. 

Sir  To.  What  is  thy  excellence  in  a  galliard,  knight? 

Sir  And,  'Faith  I  can  cut  a  caper. 

Sir  To.  And  I  can  cut  the  mutton  to't. 

Sir  And,  And  I  think  I  have  the  back- trick  fimply  as 
flrong  as  any  man  in  Illyria. 

Sir  To.  Wherefore  are  thefe  things  hid?  wherefore  have 
thefe  gifts  a  curtain  before  them  ?  are  they  like  to  take 
duft  like  miflrefs  Mall's  picture  ?  why  doil  thou  not 
go  to  church  in  a  galliard  and  come  home  in  a  coranto? 
My  very  walk  fhould  be  a  jig;  I  would  not  fo  much  as 
make  water  but  in  a  fmk-a-pac.e.  What  doil  thou  mean? 
is  it  a  world  to  hide  virtues  in  ?  I  did  think,  by  the  excellent 
conftitution  of  thy  leg,  it  was  formed  under  the  ftar  of  a 
galliard. 

Sir  And.  Ay,  'tis  ftrong,  and  it  does  indifferent  well  in 
a  flame-colour'd  ftock.     Shall  we  fet  about  fome  revels  ? 

Sir  To,  What  fhali  we  do  elfe  ?  were  wc  not  born  under 
Taurus  ? 

Sir  And,  Taurus  !  that's  fides  and  heart. 

Sir  To,  No,  fir,  it  is  legs  and  thighs.  Let  me  fee  thee 
caper:  ha!  higher:  ha,  ha  ' excellent?  {^Exeunt, 


SCENE     IV.        The  Palace. 

Enter  Valentine  andYio-LA  in  Man's  Attire. 

VaL  If  the  duke  continue  thefe  favours  towards  you, 
Cefario,  you  are  like  to  be  much  advanc'd  ;  he  hath  known 
you  but  three  days,  and  already  you  are  no  ftranger. 

Vio.  You  either  fear  his  humour  or  my  negligence,  that 
you  call  in  queftion  the  continuance  of  his  love  :  Is  he 
inconftant,  fir,  in  his  favours  ? 

Val.  No,  believe  me. 

Enter  Duke,,  CuRio,  and  Attendants. 

T^io.  I  thank  you.     Here  comes  the  count. 

Duke.  Who  faw  Cefario,  ho  ? 

Vio,  On  vour  attendance,  mv  lord,  here. 

B  3  '  Duke, 
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Duh.  Stand  you  a  while  aloof. — Cefario, 
Thou  know'ft  no  lefs  but  all  »  I  have  unclafp'd 
To  thee  th^  book  even  of  my  fecret  foul : 
Therefore,  good  youth,  addrefs  thy  gait  unto  her ; 
Be  not  deny'd  accefs,  ftand  at  her  doors. 
And  tell  them  there  thy  fixed  foot  fnall  grow 
Till  thou  have  audience. 

Fio.   Sure,  my  noble  lord, 
If  fhe  be  fo  abandon'd  to  her  forrow 
As  it  is  fpoke,  fhe  never  will  admit  me. 

Duke.  Be  clamorous,*  and  leap  all  civil  bounds 
Rather  than  make  unprofited  return. 

Fio.  Say  I  do  fpeak  with  her,  my  lord,  what  then? 

Duke.  O  then,  unfold  the  paffion  of  my  love, 
Surprife  her  with  the  difcourfe  of  my  dear  faith  : 
It  iiiall  become  thee  well  to  ail  my  woes  j 
She  will  attend  it  better  in  thy  youth. 
Than  in  a  nuncio  of  a  more  -rzve  afpe6t. 

Fk.  I  thii^.k  not  fo,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Dear  lad,  believe  it; 
For  they  Ihali  yet  belie  thy  happy  years 
That  fay  thou  art  a  man;  Diana's  lip 
Is  not  more  fmooth  and  rubious ;  thy  fmall  pipe 
Is  as  the  maiden's  organ  flirill  and  found, 
And  all  is  fembiative  a  woman's  part. 
I  know  thy  conftellatlon  is  right  apt 
For  this  afeir  : — Some  four  or  five  attend  him  ; 
All,  if  you  will ;  for  I  myfelf  am  beft 
When  leaft  in  company: — Profper  well  in  this 
And  thou  (halt  live  as  freely  as  thy  lord,     ^ 
To  call' his  fortunes  thine, 

Fio.  I'll  do  my  beft 
To  woo  your  lady:   [Exit  Duke.']  yet  a  b^rrful  flrife  ! 
Whoe'er  I  woo  myfelf  would  be  his  wife.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     V.       Olivia's  Houfe. 
Enter  Maria  and  Clovjn» 
Mar.  Nay,  either  tell  me  where  thou  haft  been,  or  I 
will  not  open  my  lips  fo  wide  as  a  briftle  may  enter  in  way 
of  thy  excufe ;  m>y  lady  will  hang  thee  for  thy  abfence. 

CIq, 
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CIo.  Let  her  hang  me  ;  he  that  is  well  hang'd  in  this 
world  needs  fear  no  colours. 

Mar,  Make  that  good. 

Clo.  He  fhall  fee  none  to  fear. 

Mar.  A  good  lenten  anfvver  :  I  can  tell  thee  where  that 
faying  was  born  of,  I  fear  no  colours. 

Clo,  Where,  good  miftrefs  Mary  ? 

Mar.  In  the  wars  ;  and  that  may  you  be  bold  to  fay  in 
your,  foolery. 

Clo.  Well,  God  give  them  wifdom  that  have  it,  and 
thofe  that  are  fools  let  them  ufe  their  talents. 

Mar,  Yet  you  will  be  hang'd  for  being  fo  long  abfent, 
or  be  turned  away ;  is  not  that  as  good  as  a  hanging  to 
you? 

Clo.  Marry,  a  good  hanging  prevents  a  bad  marriage ; 
and  for  turning  away,  let  fummer  bear  it  out. 

Mar.  You  are  refolute  then  ? 

Clo.  Not  fo  neither  ;  but  I  am  refolved  on  two  points. 

Mar.  That  if  one  break  the  other  will  hold,  or  if  both 
break  your  gaikins  fall. 

Clo.  Apt  in  good  faith,  very  apt !  Well,  go  thy  way ; 
if  Sir  Toby  would  leave  drinking  thou  wert  as  witty  a  piece 
of  Eve's  flefh  as  any  in  Illyria. 

Mar,  Peace,  you  rogue,  no  more  o'that ;  here  comes 
my  lady  :  make  your  excufe  wifely,  you  were  beft. 

{Exit, 

Enter  Olivia  ^WMalvolio. 

Clo.  Wit,  and't  be  thy  will,  put  me  into  good  fooling  I 
Thofe  wits  that  think  they  have  thee  do  very  oft  prova 
fools  i  and  I,  that  am  fure  I  lack  thee,  may  pafs  for  a  wife 
man  :  for  what  fays  Quinapalus  ?  Better  a  witty  fool  than 
a  foolifh  wit. — — God  blefs  thee,  lady  ! 

OU.  Take  the  fool  away. 

Cle.  Do  you  not  hear  fellovv's  ?  take  away  the  lady. 

OU.  Go  to,  you're  a  dry  fool;  I'll  no  more  of  you; 
befides  you  grow  dilhoneft. 

Clo.  Two  faults,  Madonna,  that  drink  and  good  counfel 
will  amend;  for  give  the  dry  fool  drink,  then  is  the  fool 
not  dry;  bid  the  diflionefl:  man  mend  himfelf,  if  he  mend 
he  is  no  longer  diflionefl: ;  if  he  cannot,  lei:  the  botcher 
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mend  him  :  Any  thing  that's  mended  is  but  patched  ;  virtue 
that  tranfgrefles  is  but  patched  with  fin,  and  fm  that 
nmends  is  but  patched  with  virtue.  If  that  this  fimple  fyl- 
logifm  v/ill  ferve,  fo  ;  if  it  vi^ill  not,  what  remedy  ?  as  there 
is  no  true  cuckold  but  calamity,  fo  beauty's  a  flower:  — 
the  lady  bade  take  away  the  fool  5  therefore  I  fay  again 
take  her  away. 

on.  Sir,  I  bade  them  take  away  you. 
Cio.  Mifprifion  in  the  highell  degree  ! — Lady,  Cucullus 
non  facit  monachnm ;  that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  I  wear  not 
motley  in  my  brain.     Good  Madonna,  give  me  leave  to 
prove  you  a  fool. 

0/V.   Can  you  do  it  ? 
CIq,  Dexteroufly,  good  Madonna. 
0//.  Make  your  proof. 

Clo,  I  mull  catechife  you  for  it.  Madonna ;  good  my 
moufe  of  virtue,  anfwer  me  ? 

Oil,  Well,  fir,  for  want  of  other  idlenefs,  I'll  bide  your 
proof. 

Clo.  Good  Madonna,  why  mourn'fl  thou? 
Oil.   Good  fool,  for  my  brother's  death. 
Clo.  I  think  his  foul  is  in  hell.  Madonna. 
Oil.  I  know  his  foul  is  in  heaven,  fool. 
C7(?.  The  more  fool  you.  Madonna,  to  mourn  for  your 
brother's  foul  being  in  heaven. — Take  away  the  fool,  gen- 
tlemen. 

Oil.  What  think  you  of  this  fool,  Malvolio  ?  doth  he 
not  mend  ? 

Mai.  Yes  ;  and  fliall  do  till  the  pangs  of  death  fnake 
him  :  Iniirmit\\  that  decays  the  \\'zre,  doth  ever  make  the 
better  fool. 

Clo.  God  fend  3/ou,  fir,  a  fpeedy  infirmity  for  the  better 
increafmg  your  folly !  Sir  Toby  will  be  fworn  that  I  am 
jio  fox  ?  but  he  will  not  pafs  his  word  for  two-peiice  that 
you  are  no  fool. 

Oil.  Hov/  fay  you  to  that,  Malvolio  ? 
Md,  I  marvel  your  ladyfhip  takes  delight  in  fuch  a 
barren  rafcal  \  I  faw  him  put  down  the  other  day  v/ith  an 
ordinary  fool,  that  has  no  more  brain  than  a  ftone :  Look 
you  now,  he's  out  of  his  guard  already ;  unlefs  you  laugh 
end  mirxiiicr  occafion  to  him  he  is  gagg'd.     I  protefl  I 

take 
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take  thefe  wife  men  that  crow  (o  at  thefe  fet  kind  of  fools 
no  better  than  the  fools'  zanies. 

Oil  O,  you  are  fick  of  fclf-love,  Malvollo,  and  tafte 
with  a  diftemper'd  appetite  ;  to  be  generous,  guiltlefs,  and 
of  free  difpofition,  is  to  take  thole  things  for  bird -bolts 
that  you  deem  cannon  bullets.  There  is  no  flander  in 
an  allowed  fool,  though  he  do  nothing  but  rail ;  nor  no 
railing  in  a  known  difcreet  man^  though  he  do  nothing  but 
reprove. 

C/o.  Now  Mercury  indue  thee  with  leafing  for  tbou 
fpeak'fl  well  of  fools  ! 

E}7ter  Maria. 

Mar.  Madam,  there  is  at  the  gate  a  young  gentleman 
much  defires  to  fpeak  with  you. 

OH.  From  the  count  Orfmo,  is  it  ? 

M.'ir.  I  know  not,  Madam  j .  'tis  a  fair  young  man,  and 
well  attended. 

OH.  Who  of  my  people  hold  him  in  delay  ? 

Jldar,   Sir  Toby,  madam,  your  kinfman. 

Oh'.  Fetch  him  off,  I  pray  you ;  he  fpeaks  nothing  but 
madman  ;  Fie  on  him  !  Go  you,  Malvolio  :  if  it  be  a  fuit 
from  the  count,  I  am  fick,  or  not  at  home ;  what  you  will 
to  difiiifs  it.  [Exit  Malvolio.]  Now  you  fee,  fir,  how 
your  fooling  grovvs  old  and  people  diflike  it. 

Ch.  Thou  haft  fpoke  for  us,  Madonna,  as  if  thy  eldefi: 
fon  ftiould  be  a  fool ;  whofe  fcull  Jove  cram  with  brains, 
for  here  comes  one  of  thy  kin  has  a  moft  weak  pia  ?nater  ! 

Enter  Sir  Toby. 

OIL  By  mine  honour  half  drunk. — What  is  he  at  the 
gate,  coufin  ? 

Sir  To.  A  gentleman. 

0/7.   A  gentleman  !  What  gentleman  ? 

Sir  To.  'Tis  a  gentleman  here — A  plague  o'thefe  pickle- 
herring  !— how  now,  fot  ? 

CIq,  Good  {w  Toby 

OU.  Couiin,  coufin,  how  have  you  come  fo  early  by  this 
lethargy  ? 

Sir  To,  Lechery !  I  defy  lechery :  There's  one  at  the 
gate. 

7  OIL 
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on.  Ay,  marry ;  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  To,  Let  him  be  the  devil  an  he  will,  I  care  not :  give 
roe  faith,  fay  I.     Well,  it's  all  one.  [Exit, 

OH.  What's  a  drunken  man  like,  fool  ? 

CIo,  Like  a  drown'd  man,  a  fool,  and  a  madman :  one 
draught  above  heat  makes  him  a  fool ;  the  fecond  mads 
him  ;  and  the  third  drov/ns  him. 

OH.  Go  thou  and  feek  the  coroner,  and  let  him  fit  o'my 
coz,  for  he's  in  the  third  degree  of  drink,  he's  drown'd ; 
go,  look  after  him. 

Cb.  He  is  but  mad  yet.  Madonna,  and  the  fool  (hall 
look  to  the  mad  man.  [Exit  Clown., 

Re-enter  Malvolio, 

M'fal.  Madam,  yond  young  fellow  fwears  he  will  fpeak 
with  you.  I  told  him  you  were  fick ;  he  takes  on  him  to 
underftand  {o  much,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  with 
you ;  I  told  him  you  were  afleep,  he  feems  to  have  a  fore- 
Icnov/ledge  of  that  too,  and  therefore  comes  to  fpeak  u'ith 
you.  What  is  to  be  faid  to  him,  lady  ?  he's  fortified  againfl: 
any  denial. 

0/7.  Tell  him  he  fhall  not  fpeak  with  me. 

Alal.  He  has  been  told  Co  ;  and  he  fays  he'll  ftand  at 
vour  door  like  a  fheriff 's  poft,  and  be  the  fupporter  to  a 
bench  but  he'll  fpeak  with  you. 

OH.  What  kind  of  man  is  he  ? 

Mai.  Why  of  man  kind. 

OH.  What  manner  of  man  ? 

Mai.  Of  very  ill  manner  ;  he'll  fpeak  with  you,  will  you 
cr  no. 

OH.  Of  what  perfonage  and  years  is  he  ? 

Mai.  Not  yet  old  enough  for  a  man,  nor  young  enough 
for  a  boy ;  as  a  fquafli  i?  before  'tis  a  peafcod,  or  a  codling 
when  'tis  almoil  an  apple:  'lis  v^ith  him  e'en  ftanding 
water,  between  boy  and  man.  He  is  very  well-favour'd, 
and  he  fpeaks  very  fhrev^^ifhly ;  one  would  think  his 
morher's  milk  were  fcarce  out  of  him. 

OH.  Let  him  approach  ;  call  in  my  gentlewoman. 

Ai^al.  Gentlewoman,  my  lady  calls.  [Exit. 

Rc'Cnt-^r 
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Re-enter  Maria. 
O//.  Give  nae  my  veil  :  come,  throw  it  o'er  my  face  j 
We'll  once  more  hear  Orfmo's  embafly. 

Enter  Viola. 

Flo.  The  honourable  lady  of  the  houfe,  which  is  {he  ? 

on.   Speak  to  me,  I  fhall  anfwer  for  her;   Your  will? 

Fio.  Moft  radiant,  cxquifite,  and  unmatchable  beauty,— 
I  pray  you  tell  m.e  if  this  be  the  lady  of  the  houfe,  for  I. 
never  faw  her :  I  would  be  loth  to  caft  zway  my  fpeech; 
for,  befides  that  it  is  excellently  well  penn'd,  I  have  taken 
great  pains  to  con  it.  Good  beauties,  let  me  fulain  no 
fcorn  ;  I  am  very  comptible  even  to  the  leaft  fniifter  ufage. 

OH.  Whence  came  you,  fir. 

Fio.  I  can  fay  little  more  than  I  have  fludied,  and  that 
queflion's  out  of  my  part.  Good  gentle  one,  give  me 
modell  afiurance  if  you  be  the  lady  of  the  houfe,  that  I  may 
proceed  in  my  fpeech  ? 

OH.  Are  you  a  comedian  ? 

Fio.  No,  my  profound  heart ;  and  yet,  by  the  very  fangs 
of  malice,  I  fvvear  I  am  not  that  I  play.  Are  you  the  lady 
of  the  home  ? 

Oil.  If  1  do  not  ufurp  myfelf  I  am. 

Fio.  Moft  certain,  if  you  are  fhe,  you  do  ufurp  yourfelf ; 
for  what  is  yours  to  beilovv  is  not  yours  to  referve.  But 
this  is  from  my  commifnon  :  I  will  on  with  my  fj^eech  in 
your  praife,  and  then  fhev/  you  the  heart  of  my  meirage. 

0/i.  Come  to  what  is  important  in't:  I  forgive  you  the 
praife. 

P'h.  Alas,  I  took  great  pains  to  ftudy  it,  and  'tis 
poetical. 

OH.  It  is  the  more  like  to  be  feigned  ;  I  pray  you  keep 
it  in.  I  heard  you  were  faucy  at  my  gates,  and  allow'd 
your  approach  rather  to  wonder  at  you  than  to  hear  you. 
if  you  be  not  mad,  be  gone  ;  if  you  have  reafon,  be  brief: 
'tis  not  that  time  of  the  moon  with  m.e  to  make  one  in  fo 
fkipping  a  dialogue. 

Mar.  Will  you  hoift  fail,  fir?  here  lies  your  way. 

Fio.  No,  good  fwabber;  I  am  to  hull  here  a  little 
longer. Some  mollification  for  your  giant,  fweet  lady, 

OH.  Tell  me  your  mind, 

FJo. 
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Vio.  1  am  a  meflenger. 

Oil.  Sure  you  have  fome  hideous  matter  to  deliver  when 
the  courtefy  of  it  is  fo  fearful.     Speak  your  office. 

Vio.  It  alone  concerns  your  ear.  I  bring  no  overture 
of  vi^ar,  no  taxation  of  homage;  I  hold  the  olive  in  my 
hand  :  my  v/ords  arc  as  full  of  peace  as  matter. 

OH.  Yet  you  began  rudely.  What  are  you  ?  what 
would  you  ? 

Vio.  The  rudenefs  that  hath  appeared  in  me  have  I 
learn'd  from  my  entertainment.  What  I  am,  and  what  I 
would,  are  as  fecret  as  a  maiden-head  3  to  your  ears  divinity, 
to  any  other's  profanation. 

Oil.  Give  us  the  place  alone;  [Exit  Mar.]  we  wiH 
hear  this  divinity.     Now,  fir,  what  is  your  text  ? 

Vio.  Moft  fweet  lady, — 

OH.  A  comfortable  ao6trine,  and  much  may  be  faid  of 
it.     Where  lies  your  text  ? 

Vio.  In  Orfmo's  bofom. 

on.  In  his  bofom  ?  in  what  chapter  of  his  bofom  ? 

Vio.  To  anfwer  by  the  method,  in  the  firft  of  his  heart. 

Oli.  O  I  have  read  it ;  it  is  herefy.  Have  you  no  more 
to  fay  ? 

Vio.  Good  madam  let  me  fee  your  face. 

Oli.  Have  ycu  any  comm-iflion  from  your  lord  to  nego- 
tiate with  my  face  ?  Ycu  are  now  out  of  your  text ;  but 
we  will  draw  the  curtain  and  (hew  you  the  picture.  Look 
you,  fir,  fuch  an  one  I  v/as  this  prefent:  Is't  not  well 
clone  ?  [Unveiling^ 

Vio.  Excellently  done,  if  God  did  all. 

Oli.  'Tis  in  grain,  fir ;  'twill  endure  wind  and  v/eather, 

Vio.  'Tis  beauty  truly  blent,  v/hofe  red  and  white 
Nature's  own  fv/cct  and  cunning  hand  laid  on : 
Lady,  you  are  the  cruell'ft  flie  alive. 
If  you  v/ill  lead  thefe  graces  to  the  grave 
And  leave  the  world  no  copy. 

OH.  O,  fir,  I  will  not  be  fo  hard-hearted,  I  will  give 
out  divers  fchedules  of  my  beauty;  it  fliall  be  inventoried, 
and  every  particle  and  utenfil  labell'd  to  my  will ;  as,  iteniy 
two  lips  indifferent  red;  itejn^  iwo  grey  eyes,  with  lids  to 
them;  item^  one  neck,  one  chin,  and  fo  forth.  Were  you 
fent  hither  to  'praife  me  ? 

ViOm 
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Vio.  I  fee  you  what  you  are ;  you  are  too  proud ; 
But  if  you  were  the  devil  you  are  fair. 
My  lord  and  mafter  loves  you  ;  O  fuch  love 
Could  be  but  recompens'd,  though  you  v/ere  crown'd 
The  nonpareil  of  beauty  ! 

OIL  How  does  he  love  me  ?' 

Vio.  With  adorations,  with  fertile  tears, 
With  groans  that  thunder  love,  with  fighs  of  fire. 

OH.  Your  lord  does  know  my  mind,  I  cannot  love  him: 
Yet  I  fuppofe  him  virtuous,  know  him  noble, 
Of  great  eftate,  of  frefh  and  flainlefs  youth; 
In  voices  v/ell  divulg'd,  free,  learn'd,  and  valiant, 
And,  in  dimenfion  and  the  fnape  of  nature, 
A  gracious  perfon  ;  but  yet  I  cannot  love  him  j 
He  might  have  took  his  anfwer  long  ago. 

Vio.  If  I  did  love  you  in  my  mafter's  flame, 
With  fuch  a  fuffering,  fuch  a  deadly  life. 
In  your  denial  I  would  find  no  fcnfe, 
I  would  not  underftand  it. 

on.  Why,  what  would  you  ? 

Vio,  Make  me  a  willow  cabin  at  your  gate. 
And  call  upon  my  foul  within  the  houfe  ; 
"Write  loyal  cantos  of  contemned  love. 
And  fing  them  loud  even  in  the  dead  of  night ; 
Haloo  your  name  to  the  reverberate  hills, 
And  make  the  babbling  golTip  of  the  air 
Cry  out,  Olivia  !  O,  you  fhould  not  reft 
Between  the  elements  of  air  and  earth. 
But  you  fhould  pity  me. 

Oli,  You  might  do  much.     What  is  your  parentage  ? 
Vio.  Above  my  fortunes,  yet  my  ftate  is  well ; 
I  am  a  gentleman. 

Oli.  Get  you  to  your  lord ; 
I  cannot  love  him  :  let  him  fend  no  more, 
Unlefs  perchance  you  come  to  me  again. 
To  tell  me  how  he  takes  it.     Fare  you  well ; 
I  thank  you  for  your  pains,  fpend  this  for  me. 

Vio.  I  am  no  fee'd  poll,  lady ;  keep  your  purfe  ; 
My  mafter  not  myfelf  lacks  recompenfe. 
Love  makes  his  heart  of  Hint,  that  you  ftiall  love  -,     ' 

And 
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And  let  your  fervour,  like  my  mafter's,  be 
Plac'd  in  contempt !  Farewell,  fair  cruelty,  [Exit* 

OIL  What  is  your  parentage  ? 

Jboue  my  foi'tunes^  yet  my  J}  ate  is  zve/I : 

I  am  a  gentleman, I'll  be  fworn  thou  art; 

Thy  tongue,  thy  face,  thy  limbs,  a6lions,.  and  fpirit. 
Do  give  thee  five-fold  blazon  : — Not  too  faft ; — foft !  foft  \ 

Unlefs  the  maftcr  were  the  man. How  now? 

Even  fo  quickly  may  one  catch  the  plague? 
Methinks  I  feel  this  youth's  perfe6lions 
With  an  invifible  and  fubtle  ftealth, 
To  creep  in  at  mine  eyes.     Well,  let  it  be. — 
What,  ho,  Malvolio 

Re-enter  Malvolio. 

MaL  Here,  madam,  at  your  fervice» 

Oil.  Run  after  that  fame  peevifh  melfenger^ 
The  county's  man  ;  he  left  this  ring  behind  him, 
Would  I  or  not;   tell  him  I'll  none  of  it. 
Defire  him  not  to  flatter  with  his  lord, 
Nor  ho!d  him  up  with  hopes,  I  am  not  for  him : 
If  that  the  youth  will  come  this  way  to-morrow 
I'll  give  him  reafons  for't.     Hie  thee,  Malvolio. 

Mai  Madam,  I  v/ill.  [Exit. 

OH.  Idol  know  not  v/hat ;  and  fear  to  find 
Mine  eye  too  great  a  flatterer  for  my  mind. 
Fate  fhew  thy  force  ;  ourfclves  we  do  not  owe: 
What  is  decreed  muil  be,  and  be  this  fo  !  [Exit, 


ACT      IL 

SCENE  L     The  Street, 

Enter  Antonio  and  Sebastian. 

Antonio. 

WILL  you  flay  no  longer,  nor  will  you  not,  that  I 
go  with  you  ? 
Seb.  By  your  patience,  no ;  my  flars  fhine  darkly  over 
me :  the  malignancy  of  my  fate  might  perhaps  diftemper 
4  yours  ( 


WHAT    YOU    WILL.  I9 

yours ;  therefore  I  fhall  crave  of  you  your  leave  that  I  may 
bear  my  evils  alone :  It  were  a  bad  recompenfe  for  your 
love  to  lay  any  of  them  on  you. 

Jnt.  Let  me  know  of  you  whither  you  are  bound  ? 
Seb,  No,  in  footh,  fir;  my  determinate  voyage  is  mere 
extravagancy.  But  I  perceive  in  you  fo  excellent  a  touch 
of  modefty,  that  you  will  not  extort  from  me  what  I  am 
willmg  to  keep  in,  therefore  it  charges  me  in  manners  the 
rather  to  exprefs  myfelf.  You  muft  know  of  me  then, 
AntOiJC,  my  name  is  Sebaftlan,  which  I  call'd  Rodorigo  ; 
my  father  was  that  Sebaftian  of  Meffaline,  whom  I  know 
you  have  heard  of ;  he  left  behind  him  myfelf  and  a  ftfter, 
both  born  in  an  hour  :  If  the  heavens  had  been  pleas'd,  would 
we  had  fo  ended !  but  you,  fir,  alter'd  that ;  for  fome  hour 
before  you  took  me  from  the  breach  of  the  fea  was  my 
filter  drown'd. 

Jnt,  Alas,  the  day  ! 

Seb,  A  lady,  fir,  though  it  was  faid  fhe  much  refembled 
me,  was  yet  of  many  accounted  beautiful ;  but  though  I 
could  not  with  fach  eftimable  wonder  over  far  believe  that, 
yet  thus  far  I  will  boldly  publifh  her,  fhe  bore  a  mind  that 
envy  could  not  but  call  fair ;  fhe  is  drov/n'd  alread;,',  fir, 
with  fait  w^ater,  though  I  feem  to  drown  her  rem.embrance 
again  with  more. 

Jnt,  Pardon  me,  fir,  your  bad  entertainment. 
S^^.  O,  good  Antonio,  forgive  me  your  trouble. 
Jnt.  If  you  will  not  murder  me  for  my  love,  let  me  be 
your  fervant. 

Seb,  If  you  will  not  undo  what  you  have  done,  that  is, 
kill  him  whom  you  have  recover 'd,  defire  it  not.  Fare  ye 
well  at  once  :  my  bofom  is  full  of  kindnefs  ;  and  I  am  yet 
fo  near  the  manners  of  my  mother,  that  upon  the  leaft  oc- 
cafion  more  mine  eyes  will  tell  tales  cf  me.  I  am  bound 
to  the  count  Orfino's  court :  Farewell.  lExIt, 

Jnt,  The  gentlenefs  of  all  the  gods  go  with  thee ! 
I  have  many  enemies  in  Orfino's  court, 
Elfe  would  I  very  iOiortly  fee  thee  there: 
But,  come  what  may,  I  do  adore  thee  fo, 
Tjiat  danger  fhall  feem  fport,  and  1  will  go.  \_Ex'it, 
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SCENE    II. 

Enter  Viola  and  Malvolio  at  fever  al  Doors, 

MaL  Were  not  you  even  now  with  the  countefs  Oh'via? 

Vio.  Even  now,  fir  j  on  a  moderate  pace  I  have  fince 
arrived  but  hither. 

Mai.  She  returns  this  ring  to  you,  fu";  you  might  have 
faved  me  my  pains  to  have  taken  it  away  ycurfelf.  She 
adds  moreover,  that  you  Ihould  put  your  lord  into  a  def- 
perate  aiuirance  fhe  will  none  of  him :  And  one  thing: 
more ;  that  you  be  never  lo  hardy  to  come  agam  in  his 
affairs,  unlefs  it  be  to  report  your  lord's  talcing  of  this. 
Receive  it  fo. 

Vio.   She  took  the  ring  of  me  [  Fll  none  cf  it. 

MaL  Come,  fir,  you  peeviilily  threw  it  to  her;  and 
her  will  is  it  fhould  be  fo  return'd:  if  it  be  worth  fiooping 
for,  there  it  lies  in  your  eye ;  if  not,  be  it  his  that  huJs  it. 

[Exiu 

Vio.  I  left  no  ring  w^ith  her :  What  means  this  lady  I 
Fortune  forbid,  my  outfide  have. not  charm'd  her! 
She  made  good  view  of  me  ;  indeed  fo  much, 
That  fure  methought  her  eyes  had  loft  her  tongue, 
For  ihe  did  fpeak  in  ftarts  diftracledly. 
She  loves  me  fure  !   the  cunning  of  her  paffion- 
Invites  me  in  this  churliOi  meilenger. 
None  of  m.y  lord's  ring  !  why,  he  fejit  her  none. 
I  am  the  man  ; — If  it  be  fo  (as  'tis). 
Poor  lady,  fhe  were  better  Io\'e  a  dream. 
Difguife  I  fee  thou  art  a  wickednefs. 
Wherein  the  pregnant  enemy  does  much. 
How  cafy  is  it  for  the  proper  faife 
In  women's  waxen  Hearts  to  fet  their  forms  I 
Alas,  our  frailty  is  the  caufe  not  we ; 
For  fuch  as  we  are  made,  if  fuch  we  be. 
How  will  this  fadge?  My  mafter  loves  her  dearlyj 
And  I,  poor  monfter,  fond  as  much  on  him  \ 
And  file,  miftaken,  feems  to  dote  on  me : 
What  will  become  of  this  ?   As  I  am  man 
Mv  jftate  is  defperate  for  my  mailer's  love  i 

As 
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As  t  am  woman,  now  alas  the  day  ! 

What  thrif-lefs  l^ghs  Ihall  poor  Olivia  breathe  ? 

O,  time,  thou  mult  untangle  this,  not  I ; 

It  is  too  hard  a  knot  for  me  to  untie.  [E^tt, 

SCENE     III.       Olivia's  Houfe, 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrev/. 

Sir  To.  Approach,  Sir  Andrew;  not  to  be  a-bed  after 
midnight  is  to  be  up  betimes,  and  diluculo  furgere  thou 
know'ft — . 

Sir  And,  Nay,  by  my  troth  I  know  not;  but  I  know, 
to  be  up  late,  is  to  be  up  late. 

Sir  To.  A  falfe  conclufion ;  I  hate  it  as  an  unfilPd  can. 
To  be  up  after  midnight,  and  to  go  to  bed  then,  is  early; 
fo  that  to  o;o  to  bed  after  midnis^ht,  is  to  go  to  bed  be- 
times.     Does  not  our  life  confift  of  the  four  elements  ? 

Sir  And.  'Faith,  fo  they  fay ;  but  I  think  it  rather  con- 
fifts  of  eating  and  drinking. 

Sir  To.  Thou  art  a  fcholar;  let  us  therefore  eat  and 
drink. — Marian,  I  fay  ! — a  lloop  of  wine  ! 

Enter  Clown, 

Sir  And.  Here  comes  the  fool,  i 'faith. 

Clo.  How  now,  my  hearts  ?  Did  you  never  fee  the 
pi£lure  of  we  three  ? 

Sir  To.  Welcome,  afs.     Now  let's  have  a  catch. 

Sir  And*  By  my  troth  the  fool  has  an  excellent  breafi:, 
I  had  rather  than  forty  fhillings  I  had  fuch  a  leg ;  and  io 
fweet  a  breath  to  fmg  as  the  fool  has.  In  footh  thou  waft 
in  \  ery  gracious  fooling  laft  night  when  thou  fpok'ft  of 
Pigrogrcmitus,  of  the  Vapiaas  paffing  the  equinoclial  of 
Queubus ;  'twas  very  good  i'faith.  I  fent  thee  fixpence 
for  thy  leman :  Had'il  it  ? 

Clo.  I  did  im^etticoat  thy  gratuity;  for  Malvolio's  nofe 
is  no  whip-ftcck:  My  lady  has  a  white  hand,  and  the 
Myrmidon^:  are  no  boitle-aie  houfes. 

Sir  And.  Excellent !  Why  this  is  the  beft  fooling  when 
all  is  done.     Now  a  fong. 

Sir  To,  Come  on,  there  is  fixpence  for  you ;  let's  have 
a  fong. 

C  ^;> 
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Sir  And,  There's  a  teftril  of  me  too ;  if  one  knight 
give  a — 

Clo.  Would  you  have  a  love-fong,  or  a  fong  of  good 
life  ? 

Sir  To,  A  love-fong,  a  love-fong. 

Sir  And,  Ay,  ayj  I  care  not  for  good  life. 

Clow^n  fnigs. 

O  mijirefs  mine^  where  are  you  roaming  ? 
O-yftay  and  hear-,  your  true  love's  comings 

That  canjing  both  high  and  low : 
Trip  no  further^  pretty  fweeting-y 
Journies  end  in  lovers^  meetings 

Every  wife  man's  fon  doth  know* 

Sir  And,  Excellent  good,  i'faith ! 
Sir  To,  Good,  good. 

Clo.   IVhat  is  love  ?  'tis  not  hereafter ; 
Prefent  mirth  hath  prefent  laughter : 

What' s  to  come^  isjiill  unfure : 
In  delay  there  lies  no  plenty. 
Then  come  kifs  me  fweet  and  twenty^ 
Touth's  ajiuffwill  not  endure. 
Sir  And,  A  mellifluous  voice,  as  I  am  a  true  knight. 
Sir  To.  A  contagious  breath. 
Sir  And.  Very  fweet  and  contagious  i'faith. 
Sir  To,  To  hear  by  the  nofe,  it  is  dulcet  in  contagion. 
But  fhall  we  make  the  welkin  dance  indeed  ?  Shall  we 
roufe  the  night-owl  in  a  catch  that  will  draw  three  fouls 
out  of  one  weaver  ?  fhall  we  do  that  ? 

Sir  And,  An  you  love  me  let's  do't :  I  am  a  dog  at  a 
catch. 

Clo,  By'r  lady,  fir,  and  fome  dogs  will  catch  well. 
Sir  And,  Moft  certain;  let  our  catch  be,  Thou  knave, 
Clo.   Hold  thy  peace.,  thou  knave.,  knight !   I  fhall  be  con- 
ftrain'd  in't  to  call  thee  knave,  knight. 

Sir  And,  'Tis  not  the  firft  time  I  have  conftrain'd  one 
to  call  me  knave.     Begin  fool;  it  begins.  Hold  thy  peace, 
Clo.  I  fhall  never  begin,  if  I  hold  my  peace. 
Sir  And*  Good,  i'faith !  come  begin. 

[They  fing  a  catch. 

Enter 
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Enter  Maria. 

Mar.  What  a  catterwauling  do  you  keep  here !  If  my 
lady  have  not  call'd  up  her  fteward,  Malvolio,  and  bid  him 
turn  you  out  of  doors,  never  truft  me. 

Sir  To.  My  lady's  a  Cataian,  we  are  politicians ;  Mai- 
volio's  a  Peg~a-Ramfey)  and  Three  merry  men  he  we. 
Am  not  I  confanguineous  ?  am  I  not  of  her  blood  ? 
Tilly  valley,  lady  !   There  dwelt  a  man  in  Babylon^  lady^  lady  ! 

[^Singing, 

Clo,  Befhrew  me,  the  knight's  in  admirable  fooling. 

Sir  And,  Ay,  he  does  well  enough  if  he  be  difpos'd, 
and  fo  do  I  too;  he  does  it  with  a  better  grace,  but  I  do  it 
more  natural. 

Sir  To.   O,  the  twelfth  day  of  December  .  \Singing, 

Mar.  For  the  love  o*God,  peace. 
Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  My  mafters,  are  you  mad  ?  or  what  are  you  ? 
Have  you  no  wit,  manners,  nor  honefty,  but  to  gabble  like 
tinkers  at  this  time  of  night?  Do  ye  make  an  ale-houfe  of 
my  lady's  houfe,  that  ye  fqueak  out  your  coziers'  catches 
without  any  mitigation  or  remorfe  of  voice  ?  Is  there  no 
refpeft  of  place,  perfons,  nor  time  in  you  ? 

Sir  To.  We  did  keep  time,  fir,  in  our  catches. 
Sneck  up  ! 

Mai.  Sir  Toby,  I  muft  be  round  with  you.  My  lady 
bade  me  tell  you  that,  though  (he  harbours  you  as  her 
kinfman,  fhe's  nothing  ally'd  to  your  diforders.  If  you  can 
feparate  yourfelf  and  your  mifdemeanors  you  are  welcome 
to  the  houfe ;  if  not,  an  it  v/ould  pleafe  you  to  take  leave  of; 
her,  fhe  is  v^ry  willing  to  bid  you  farewell. 

Sir  To.  Farewell^  dear  hearty  fince  I  miift  needs  be  gone ^ 

Mai.  Nay,  good  fir  Toby. 

Clo.   His  eyes  do  /hew  his  days  are  almoft  dcna*. 

Mai.  Is't  even  fo  ? 

Sir  To.  But  I  will  never  die. 

Clo.  Sir  Toby,  there  you  lie. 

MaL  This  is  much  credit  to  you. 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  bid  him  go?  ["Singing, 

Clo.   JVhat  an  if  you  do  f 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  hid  him  go  andfpare  not? 

Clo.  Q  no^  no.,  no.,  no^  you  dare  not^ 

C  2  Sir 
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Sir  To,  Out  o'tune,  fir,  ye  lie. Art  any  more  than 

a  fteward?  Doft  thou  think,  becaufe  thou  art  virtuous, 
there  fhall  be  no  more  cakes  and  ale  ? 

Cio.  Yes,  by  Saint  Anne ;  and  ginger  fhall  be  hot  i'the 
mouth  too. 

Sir  To,  Thbu'rt  i'the  right. Go,  fir,  rub  your  chain 

with  crums: — A  ftoop  of  wine,  Maria? 

MaL  Miftrefs  Mary,  if  you  priz'd  my  lady's  favour  at 
anything  more  than  contempt,  you  would  not  give  means  for 
this  uncivil  rule ;  fhe  fhall  know  of  it,  by  this  hand.  [Exit. 
Mar,  Go  fhake  your  ears. 

Sir  Jnd,  'Twere  as  good  a  deed  as  to  drink  when  a 
man's  a  hungry  to  challenge  him  to  the  field,  and  then  to 
break  promife  with  him,  and  make  a  fool  of  him. 

Sir  Tii.  Do't,  knight;  I'll  write  thee  a  challenge;  or 
rU  deliver  thy  indignation  to  him  by  word  of  mouth. 

Mar,  Sweet  Sir  Toby,  be  patient  for  to-night;  fmce 
the  youth  of  the  count's  was  to-day  with  my  lady  fhe  is 
much  out  of  quiet.  For  mionfieur  Malvolio,  let  me  alone 
with  him:  If  I  do  not  gull  him  into  a  nayword,  and  make 
him  a  common  recreation,  do  not  think  I  have  wit  enoug|> 
to  lie  flraight  in  my  bed ;  I  know  I  can  do  it. 

Sir  To.  PofTefs  us,  poflefs  us !  tell  us  fomething  of  him. 
Mar,  Marry,  fir,  fometimes  he  is  a  kind  of  puritan. 
Sir  Jnd.  O,  if  I  thought  that,  I'd  beat  him  like  ?.  dog. 
Sir  To.  What,  for  being  a  puritan?  thy  exquifite  rea- 
fon,  dear  knight  ? 

Sir  And.  1  have  no  exquifite  rcafon  for't ;  but  I  have 
reafon  good  enough. 

Mar,  The  devil  a  puritan  that  he  is,  or  any  thing  con- 
ftantly  but  a  time-pleafer ;  an  aftedlion'd  afs,  that  cons 
ftate  without  book,  and  utters  it  by  great  fwarths :  the 
befl  perfuadeQ  of  himfelf,  fo  cram'd,  as  he  thinks,  with  ex- 
cellencies, that  it  is  his  ground  of  faith  that  all  that  look 
on  him  love  him ;  and  on  that  vice  in  him  will  my  revenge 
find  notable  caufe  to  work. 
Sir  To,  What  wilt  thou  do  ? 

Mar,  I  will  drop  in  his  way  fome  obfcure  epiftles  of 
love ;  wherein,  by  the  colour  of  his  beard,  the  fhape  of  his 
leg,  the  manner  of  his  gait,  the  exprefllire  of  his  eye,  fore- 
head, and  complexion,  he  fhall  find  himfelf  mofl:  feelingly 

perfonated : 
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perfonated:  I  can  write  very  like  my  lady,  your  niece;  on 
a  forgotten  matter  we  can  hardly  make  dilHndtion  of  our 
hands. 

Sir  To.  Excellent!  I  fmell  a  device. 

Sir  And,  I  hav't  in  my  nofe  too. 

Sir  To.  He  fliall  think,  by  the  letters  that  thou  wilt 
drop,  that  they  come  from  my  niece,  and  that  fhe  is  in  love 
with  him. 

Mar.  My  purpofe  is  indeed  a  horfe  of  that  colour. 

Sir  And.  And  your  horfe  now  would  make  him  an  afs. 

Mar.   Afs,  I  doubt  not. 

Sir  And.  O,  ^twill  be  admirable  ! 

Mar.  Sport  royal,  I  warrant  you;  I  know  my  phyfick 
will  work  with  him.  I  will  plant  you  too,  and  let  the 
fool  make  a  third,  where  he  fhall  find  the  letter ;  obferve 
his  conftrudlion  of  it.  For  this  night  to  bed  and  dream 
on  the  event.     Farewell.  [Exit, 

Sir  To.  Good-night,  Penthefilea. 

Sir  And.  Before  me  fhe's  a  good  wench. 

Sir  To.  She's  a  beagle,  true-bred,  and  one  that  adores 
me What  o'that.^ 

Sir  And.  I  was  ador'd  once  too. 

Sir  To.  Let's  to  bed,  knight. Thou  had*ft  need  fend 

for  more  money. 

Sir  And.  If  I  cannot  recover  your  niece,  I  am  a  foul  way 
out. 

Sir  To.  Send  for  money,  knight  j  if  thou  haft  her  not 
i'the  end,  call  me  Cut. 

Sir  And.  If  I  do  not  never  truft  me,  take  it  how  you 
will. 

Sir  To.  Come,  come ;  I'll  go  burn  fome  fack,  'tis  too 
late  to  go  to-bed  now :  come,  knight  \  come  knight. 

[Exeunt, 
-   I  ■  .        ■  ■  •.  I  '■    ■  III 

SCENE     IV.       The  Duke's  Palace. 
Enter  Duke^  Viola,  Curio,  and  others. 

Duke.  Give  me  fome  mufick  : — Now,    good-morrow, 

friends : ~ 

Now,  good  Cefarioj  but  that  piece  of  fong, 

C  3  That 
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That  old  and  antique  fong  we  heard  laft  night : 
Methought  it  did  relieve  my  paffion  much  ; 
More  than  light  airs  and  recolleaed  terms 
Of  thefe  moft  brifk  and  giddy-pacM  times  :~ 
Come,  but  one  verfe. 

Cur.  He  is  not  here,  fo  pleafe  your  lordfhip,  that  fhould 
iing  it. 

Duke.  Who  was  it  ? 

Cur.  Fefte,  the  jefter,  my  lord ;  a  fool  that  the  lady 
Olivia's  father  took  much  delight  in:  he  is  about  the 
houfe. 

Duke.  Seek  him  out,  and  play  the  lune  the  while. 

[Exit  Curio.     [Mtifck^ 
Come  hither,  boy;  if  ever  thou  (halt  love. 
In  the  fweet  pangs  of  it  remember  me  : 
For  fuch  as  I  am  all  true  lovers  are  ; 
Unftaid  and  ikittifh  in  all  motions  elfe, 
Save  in  the  conftant  image  of  the  creature 
That  is  belov'd — How  doft  thou  like  this  tune  ? 

Vio.  It  gives  a  very  echo  to  the  feat 
Where  love  is  thron'd. 

Duke.  Thou  doft  fpeak  mafterly : 
My  life  upon't,  young  though  thou  art,  thine  eye 
Hath  ftay'd  upon  fome  favour  that  it  loves — 
Hath  it  not,  boy  ? 

Fio.  A  little,  by  your  favour..' 

Duke,  What  kind  of  woman  is'(  ? 

Fio.  Of  your  complexion. 

Duke.  She  is  not  worth  thee  then^   What  years  i'faith  ? 

Fio.  About  your  years,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Too  old,  by  Heaven :  Let  ftill  the  woman  take 
An  elder  than  herfelf ;  fo  wears  fhe  to  him, 
So  fways  fhe  level  in  her  hulband's  heart,  ' 

For,  boy,  however  we  do  praife  ourfelves. 
Our  fancies  are  more  giddy  and  unfirm. 
More  longing,  wavering,  fooner  loft  and  worn, 
Than  women's  are. 

Fio.  I  think  it  well,  my  lord. 

Duke.  Then  let  thy  love  be  younger  than  thyfelf, 
Vr  thy  afFedtion  cannot  hold  the  bent : 

Foy 
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For  women  are  as  rofes ;  whofe  fair  flower. 
Being  once  difplay'd,  doth  fall  that  very  hour. 

yio.  And  fo  they  are  :  alas,  that  they  are  fo; 
To  die  even  when  they  to  perfedion  grow ! 

Re-enter  Curio  and  Clown. 

Duke.  O  fellow,  come,  the  fong  we  had  laft  night  :■— 
Mark  it,  Cefario ;  it  is  old  and  plain  : 
The  fpinfters  and  the  knitters  in  the  fun. 
And  the  free  maids  that  weave  their  thread  with  bones, 
Do  ufe  to  chaunt  it .;  it  is  filly  footh. 
And  dallies  with  the  innocence  of  love, 
Like  the  old  age. 

Clo.  Are  you  ready,  fir  ? 

Duh.  Ay,  pr'ithee,  fing.  [Muftch' 

SONG. 

Come  away^  come  away^  deaths 
And  in  fad  cyprefs  let  me  be  laid; 

Fly  away^fly  away^  breath  ; 
/  amJJain  by  a  fair  cruel  maid. 

My  Jhroud  of  white^  Jiuck  all  with  yew^ 
Oy  prepare  it; 
My  part  of  death  no  one  fo  true 
Did  Jhare  it. 

Not  a  flow  er^  not  a  flower  fweet^ 
On  my  black  coffin  let  there  beflreivn; 

Not  a  friend^  not  a  friend  greet 
My  poor  corpfe^  where  my  bones  Jhall  be  thrown  : 
Jthoufandy  thousand  fighs  to  fave^ 
Lay  me^  O !  where 
Sad  true-love  never  find  my  grave^ 
To  weep  there* 

Duke.  There's  for  thy  pains. 
Clo.  No  pains,  fir ;  I  take  pleafure  in  finging,  fir. 
Duke,  I'll  pay  thy  pleafure  then. 

Clo.  Truly,  fir,  and  pleafure  will  be  paid  one  time  or 
other. 
Duke.  Give  me  now  leave  to  leave  thee, 

C  4  Ck* 
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Clo.  Now  the  melancholy  god  prote6l  thee;  and  the 
tailor  make  thy  doublet  of  changeable  tafFaia,  for  thy  mind 
is  a  very  opal !— I  would  have  men  of  fuch  conftancy  put 
to  fea  that  their  bufmefs  might  be  every  thing,  and  their 
intent  every  vi^here ;  for  that's  it  that  always  makes  a  good 
voyage  of  nothi;:g. — Farewell.  [^Exit, 

Duke.  Let  all  the  reft  give  place.     -^  Exeunt^ 

Once  more,  Cefario, 
Get  thee  to  yon  fame  fovereign  cruelty: 
Tell  her,  my  love,  more  noble  than  the  world, 
Prizes  not  quantity  of  dirty  lands  ; 
The  parts  that  fortune  haih  beftow'd  upon  her,-^ 
Tell  her  I  hold  as  giddily  as  fortune ; 
But  'tis  that  miracle  and  queen  of  gems. 
That  nature  pranks  her  in,  attrads  my  foul, 

Vio,  But  if  fhe  cannot  love  you,  fir? — 

Duke.  I  cannot  be  fo  anfwer'd, 

Fio.  'Sooth,  but  you  muft. 
Say  that  fonie  lady,  as  perhaps  there  is, 
Hath  for  your  love  as  great  a  pang  of  heart 
As  you  have  for  Olivia  :    you  cannot  love  her; 
You  tell  her  fo;  muft  fhe  not  then  be  anfwer'd? 

Duke.  There  is  no  v^^oman's  fides 
Can  bide  the  beating  of  fo  ftrong  a  pa -Hon 
As  love  doth  give  my  heart :  no  woman's  heart 
So  big  to  hold  fo  much  ;  they  lack  retention. 
Alas,  their  love  m.ay  be  call'd  appetite, — 
No  motion  of  the  liver,  but  the  palate, — 
That  fuffer  furfeits  cloyment,  and  revolt ; 
But  mine  is  all  as  hungry  as  the  fea, 
And  can  digefc  as  much:  make  no  compare 
Between  that  love  a  woman  can  bear  nie 
And  that  I  owe  Olivia. 

Vio.  Ay,  but  I  know — 

Duke.   What  doft  thou  know  ? 
Vio,  Too  Well  what  love  women  to  men  may  0W9 ; 
In  faith  they  are  as  true  of  heart  as  we. 
My  father  had  a  daughter  lov'd  a  man, 
As  it  might  be,  perhaps,  were  I  a  won^an, 
I  fhould  your  lordftiip. 

Duke*  And  what's  her  hiftpry  ? 
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Ho,  A  blank,  my  lord ;  fhe  never  told  her  love, 
But  let  concealment,  like  a  worm  i'  the  bud, 
Feed  on  her  damafk  cheek  :  (lie  pin'd  in  thought; 
And,  with  a  green  and  yellow  melancholy, 
She  Tat  like  patience  on  a  monument, 
Smiling  at  grief.     Was  not  this  love  indeed  ? 
We  men  may  fay  more,  fwear  more  :  but,  indeed, 
Our  fhows  are  more  than  will ;  for  ftill  we  prove 
Much  in  our  vows,  but  little  in  our  love. 

Duke.  But  dy'd  thy  iifcer  of  her  love,  my  boy  ? 

Fio.  I  am  all  the  daughters  of  my  father's  houfe, 
And  all  the  brothers  too  ; — and  yet  I  know  not;— 
Sir,  ihall  I  to  this  lady? 

Duke.  Ay,  that's  the  theme. 
Tb  her  in  haile  ;  give  her  this  jewel ;  fay, 
My  love  can  give  no  place,  bide  no  denay.  [Exeunt, 

SCENE     V.       Olivia' J  Garden. 
Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  To.  Come  thy  ways,  fignior  Fabian. 

Fab.  Nay,  I'll  co;r>e  ;  if  I  lofe  a  fcruple  of  this  fport, 
let  me  be  boil'd  to  death  with  melancholy. 

Sir  To.  Would'll:  thou  not  be  glad  to  have  the  niggardly 
rafcally  Treep-bLter  come  by  fome  notable  thame! 

Fab.  I  would  exult,  man:  you  know  he  brought  me 
out  of  favour  -vith  my  lady  about  a  bear-baiting  here. 

Sir  To.  To  anger  him  we'll  have  the  bear  again  :  and  we 
will  fool  him  black  and  blue:  ihall  we  not.  Sir  Andrev/? 

Sir  Ayid.   An  we  do  hot,  it  is  pity  of  our  lives. 
Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Here  comes  the  little  villain: — How  now,  my 
nettle  of  India  ? 

Mar.  Get  ye  all  three  into  the  box-tree:  Malvolio's 
coming  down  this  walk :  he  has  been  yonder  i'  the  fun, 
pradifmg  behaviour  to  his  own  fliadow  this  half  hour:  ob- 
fsrve  him  for  the  love  of  mockery;  for  I  know  this  letter 
will  make  a  contemplative  idiot  of  him.  Clofe,  in  the  name 
ofjefting!  Lie  thou  there;  for  here  comes  the  trout  that 
muft  be  caught  with  tickling. 

\They  hide  themfelves ;  Al  aria  throws  down  a  Utter  and  exit. 

Enter 
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Enter  Malvolio. 

Mai.  'Tis  but  fortune;  all  is  fortune.  Maria  once 
fold  me  file  did  affe6l  me;  and  I  have  heard  herfelf  come 
thus  near,  that,  fhouid  Ihe  fancy,  it  fnould  be  one  of  my 
complexion.  Befide?,  flie  ufes  me  with  a  more  exalted 
refpedc  than  any  one  elfe  that  follows  her.  What  fhouid  I 
think  on  't. 

Sir  To.  Here's  an  over- weening  rogue ! 

Fab,  O,  peace!  Contemplation  makes  a  rare  turkey- 
cock  of  him;   how  he  jets  under  his  advanced  plumes! 

Sir  And.  'Slight,  I  could  fo  beat  the  rogue  ; — 

Sir  To.  Peace,  I  fay. 

Mai.  To  be  count  Malvolio; — 

Sir  To.  Ah,  rogue ! 

Sir  And.  Piftol  him,  piftol  him. 

Sir  To.  Peace,  peace  ! 

Mai.  There  is  example  for't ;  the  lady  of  the  flrachy 
married  the  veoman  of  the  wardrobe. 

Sir  And.  Fie  on  him,  Jezebel ! 

Fah.  O,  peace  !  now  he's  deeply  in;  look  how  imagin- 
ation blows  him. 

Mai.  Having  been  three  months  married  to  her,  fitting 
in  my  firate, 

Sir  To.  O,  for  a  ftone-bow,  to  hit  him  in  the  eye ! 

Mai.  Calling  my  officers  about  me  in  my  branched 
velvet  gown  ;  having  come  from  a  day-bed,  where  I  have 
left  Olivia  fleeping. 

Sir  To.  Fire  and  brimftone! 

Fab.  O,  peace,  peace  ! 

Mai  And  then  to  have  the  humour  of  ftate  :  and  aftef 

a  demure  travel  of  regard, telling  them,  I  know  my 

place  as  I  would  they  fhouid  do  theirs,— to  afk  for  my  kinf- 
man  Toby. — 

Sir  To.  Bolts  and  fhackles  ! 

Fab.  O,  peace,  peace,  peace !  now,  now. 

McJ.  Seven  of  my  people,  with  an  obedient  ftart,  make 
cut  for  him:  I  frown  the  while,  and,  perchance,  wind  up 
my  v/atcb,  or  play  with  feme  rich  jewel.  Toby  ap- 
proaches ;  curtfies  there  to  me  : 

Sir  To,  Shall  this  fellow  live  ? 

Fah 
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Fah.  Though  our  filence  be  drawn  from  us  with  cars, 
yet  peace. 

Mai.  I  extend  my  hand  to  him  thus,  quenching  my  fa- 
miliar fmile  v/ith  an  auftere  regard  of  control  : 

Sir  To,  And  does  not  Toby  take  you  a  blow  o'the  lips 
then  ? 

MaL  Saying,  Coujin  Toby.,  7ny  fortunes  having  cajime  on 
your  niece^ghe  me  this  prerogative  offpeech  -y — 

Sir  To.  What,  what? 

MaL  Tou  nwft  amend  your  drunkennefs. 

Sir  To.  Out,  fcab  ! 

Fab.  Nay,  patience,  or  we  break  the  fmews  of  our  plot. 

Mai,  Befides  you  wajle  the  treajure  of  your  time  with  a 
foolijh  blight. 

Sir  And.  That's  me,  I  warrant  you. 

Mai.   One  Sir  Andrew  ! 

Sir  And.  I  knew,  'twas  I ;  for  many  do  call  me  fool. 

Mai.  What  employment  have  we  here  ? 

[Taking  up  the  letter. 

Fab.  Now  is  the  woodcock  near  the  gin. 

Sir  To.  O  peace !  and  the  fpirit  of  humours  intimate 
reading  aloud  to  him  ! 

Mai.  By  my  life,  this  is  my  lady's  hand:  thefe  be  her 
very  C's,  her  L^'s,  and  her  T^ ;  and  thus  makes  fhe  her 
great  P's.     It  is,  in  contempt  of  queftion,  her  hand. 

Sir  And.  Her  C's,  her  Z7's,  and  her  T<i  :   Why  that? 

Mai.  To  the  unknown  beloved^  this^  and  my  good  wi/hes: 
her  very  phrafcs  ! — By  your  leave,  wax. — Soft!  and  the 
impreffure  her  Lucrece,  with  which  fhe  ufes  to  feal :  'tis 
nay  lady :  To  whom  fiiould  this  be  ? 

Fab.  This  wins  him  liver  and  all. 

Mai.  yove  knows  I  love : 
But  who? 
Lips  do  not  move^ 
No  man  mvjl  know. 
No  man  mujl  know. — What  follows  ?  the  number's  alter'd ! 
Na  man  muji  knnv:—\i  this  fnould  be  thee,  Malvolio  ? 
Sir  To,  Marry,  hang  thee,  brock  I 


Mai. 
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Mai.   I  may  command^  where  I  adore : 

But  f Jem e^  like  a  Lucrece  knife^ 
With  hlcodlejs Jiroke  my  heart  doth  gore', 
M.  O.  A.  I.  doth /way  my  life, 

Fak  A  fuftian  riddle  1 

Sir  To.  Excellent  wench  1  fay  I. 

Mai.  M.  O.  A.  L  dothfway  fjiy  life. — Nay,  but  firfl,  let 
me  fee, — let  me  fee, — let  me  fee. 

Fab.   What  a  difh  of  poifon  has  flie  drefs'd  him  ! 

Sir  To.   And  with  what  wing  the  flannyel  checks  at  it  \ 

Mai.  /  ?nay  command  where  I  adore.  Why,  fhe  may 
command  me ;  I  iervc  her,  fhe  is  my  lady.  Why,  this  is 
evident  to  any  formal  capacity.  There  is  no  obftrudion 
in  this; — And  the  end; — What  fhould  that  alphabetical 
pofition  portend  ?  if  I  could  make  that  refemble  fomething 
in  me,— Softly  ;—/Kf.  O.  A.  It 

Sir  To,  Oy  ay !   make  up  that :  he  is  now  at  a  cold  fcent. 

Fab.  Sowter  will  cry  upon't,  for  all  this,  though  it  be  as 
rank  as  a  fox. 

Mai.  M^ — Mai  vol  io  ;-^Mj — why,  that  begins  my  name. 

Fab,  Did  not  I  fay  he  would  work  it  out?  the  cur  is 
excellent  at  faults. 

Mai.  Mj — But  then  there  is  no  confonancy  in  the 
fequel;  that  fufrers  under  probation:  ^faould  follow,  but 
O  docs. 

Fab.   And  O  fhall  end  I  hope. 

Sir  To,  Ay,  or  I'll  cudgel  him  and  make  him  cry  0  f 

Mai.  And  then  /  comes  behind. 

Fab,  Ay,  an  you  had  an  eye  behind  you,  you  might  fee 
more  detraction  at  your  heels  than  fortunes  before  you. 

Mai.  M.  O.  A.  I. — This  Simulation  is  not  as  he 
former : — and  yet,  to  crufh  this  a  little,  it  would  bow  to 
me ;  for  every  one  of  thefe  letters  is  in  my  name.  Soft ; 
here  follows  profe.  —  If  this  fall  into  thy  handy  revolve.  In 
myfhirs  I  am  above  thee ;  but  be  not  afraid  of  greatnefs : 
Some  are  born  great^  forne  ate  hi  eve  greatnefs.,  and  fame  have 
greatnefs  thrujl  upon  them.  Thy  fates  open  their  hands;  let 
thy  blood  and  fpirit  embrace  them.  And^  to  inure  thyfelf  to 
what  thou  art  like  to  be.,  caft  thy  humble  fiough  and  appear 
frefh.  Be  oppofite  with  a  kinfnan^  furly  with  fervants  :  let 
thy  tongue  tang  arguments  of  /fate ;  put  thyfelf  into  the  trick 
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sf fingulanty  :  She  tkiu  adwfes  thee  that  ftghs  for  thee,  Re^ 
member  who  coiwinended  thy  yellow  Jiockings  j  andwi/Fd  to  fee 
thee  ever  crojs-garterd:  I  fay ^  remember.  Goto;  thou  art 
made^  if  thou  dcfir'jl  to  he  fo\  if  not ^  let  me  fee  thee  ajleward 
Jiill^  the  fellow  of  jervants^  and  not  worthy  to  touch  fortune's 
"  fingers,  Fareivell.  She^  that  luoidd  alter  fej-vices  with  thee^ 
The  Fortunate-unhappy,  Day-light  and  champian  difcovers 
not  more:  this  is  open.  I  will  be  proud,  I  will  read  po- 
litic authors,  I  w^U  balHe  Sir  Toby,  I  will  wafli  off  grofs 
acquaintance,  I  will  be  point-de-vice  the  very  man.  I  do 
not  now  fool  myfelf  to  let  imagination  jade  me;  for  every 
reafon  excites  to  this,  that  my  lady  loves  me.  She  did 
commend  my  yellow  ftockings  of  late ;  fhe  did  praife  my 
leg  being  crofs-garter'd ;  and  in  this  ilie  manifefts  herfelf 
to  my  love,  and,  with  a  kind  of  injundtion,  drives  me  to 
thefe  habits  of  her  liking.  I  thank  my  ftars  I  am  happy. 
I  will  be  ftrange,  ftout,  in  yellow  ftockings  and  crofs- 
garter'd,  even  with  the  fwiftnefs  of  putting  on.  Jove  and 
my  Itars  be  praifed ! — Here  is  yet  a  poilfcript.  Thou  canfl 
not  chuf  but  know  who  I  am.  If  thou  entertainefl  my  love^ 
let  it  appear  in  thyfrniling ;  thy  f miles  become  thee  well:  there- 
fore in  my  prefence  Jiill  fmile^  dear  fny  fivect^  I  pr^iihee. — 
Jove,  I  thank  thee; — I  will  fmile;  1  will  do  every  thing 
that  thou  wilt  have  me.  \^Exit, 

Fab,  I  will  not  give  my  part  of  this  fport  for  a  peniion 
of  thoufands  to  be  paid  from  the  Sophy. 

Sir  To,  I  could  marry  this  wench  for  this  device. 

Sir  And.   So  could  I  too. 

Sir  To,  And  aik  no  other  dowery  with  her  but  fuch  an- 
other jeft. 

Enter  Maria, 

Sir  And,  Nor  I  neither. 

Fab.  Here  comes  my  noble  gull-catcher. 

Sir  To.  Wilt  thou  fet  thy  foot  o'my  neck  \ 

Sir  And,  Or  o'niine  either  I 

Sir  To.  Shall  I  play  my  freedom  at  tray-trip,  and  become 
thy  boni  flave? 

Sir  And.  I'faith,  or  I  either? 

Si^  To,  Why  thou  luit  put  him  in  fuch  a  dream,  that 
wher.  ;  -  iiro^re  of  it  i'i^aves  him,  he  mufl  run  mad. 

4     ■  Mar, 
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Mar.  Nay,  but  fay  true,  does  it  work  upon  him  ? 

Sir  To.  Like  aquavits  with  a  midwife. 

Mar.  If  you  will  then  fee  the  fruits  of  the  fport  mark 
his  firft  approach  before  my  lady :  he  will  come  to  her  in 
yellow  ftockings,  and  it  is  a  colour  fhe  abhors  ;  and  crofs- 
garter'd,  a  fafhion  fhe  detefts  ;  and  he  will  fmile  upon  her, 
"which  will  now  be  fo  unfuitable  to  her  difpofition,  being 
addi'fled  to  a  melancholy  as  (he  is,  that  it  cannot  but  turn 
him  into  a  notable  contempt:  if  you  will  fee  it,  follow 
me. 

Sir  To.  To  the  gates  of  Tartar,  thou  mofl  excellent 
devil  of  wit! 

Sir  And.  I'll  make  one  too.  {^Exeunt, 


ACT       III. 

SCENE    I.       Olivia'j  Garden. 

Enter  Viola  and  Clown, 

Viola. 

SAVE  thee,  friend,  and  thy  mufick:  Doft  thou  live  by 
thy  tabor  ? 

Clo.  No,  iir,  I  live  by  the  church. 

Vio.   Art  thou  a  churchman? 

Clo.  No  fuch  matter,  fir;  I  do  live  by  the  church:  for 
I  do  live  at  my  houfe,  and  my  houfe  doth  {land  by  the 
church. 

Vio.  So  thou  may'il  fay  the  king  lies  by  a  beggar  If  a 
beggar  dwell  near  him ;  or  the  church  ftands  by  thy  tabor 
if  thy  tabor  fiand  by  the  church. 

Clo.  You  have  faid,  fir. — To  fee  this  age  ! — A  fentence 
is  but  a  cheveril  glove  to  a  good  wit;  How  quickly  the 
wrong  fide  may  be  turned  outward ! 

Vio.  Nay,  that's  certain;  they  that  dally  nicely  with 
words  may  quickly  make  them  wanton. 

Clo.  I  would  therefore  my  filler  had  no  name,  fir. 

Vio.  Why,  man  ? 

Clo.  Why,  fir,  her  name's  a  v/ord  ;  and  to  dally  with 
that  word  miglit  make  my  fifter  wanton:  But,  indeed, 
words  are  very  rafcals  fince  bonds  difgrac'd  them. 

Vio. 
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V'lO.  Thy  reafon,  man  ? 

OH,  Troth,  fir,  I  can  yield  you  none  without  words ; 
and  words  are  grown  fo  falfe  I  am  loth  to  prove  reafon  with 
them. 

Vio.  I  warrant  thou  art  a  merry  fellow,  and  careft  for 
nothing. 

Clo.  Not  fo,  fir,  I  do  care  for  fomething :  but  in  my 
confcience,  fir,  I  do  not  care  for  you ;  if  that  be  to  care 
for  nothing,  fir,  I  would  it  would  make  you  invifible. 

Vio.  Art  not  thou  the  lady  Olivia's  fool  ? 

Clo,  No,  indeed,  fir ;  the  lady  Olivia  has  no  folly:  fhe 
will  keep  no  fool,  fir,  till  (he  be  married ;  and  fools  are  as 
like  hufbands  as  pilchards  are  like  herring?,  the  hufband's 
the  bigger:  I  am,  indeed,  not  her  fool,  but  her  corrupter 
of  words. 

Vio,  I  faw  thee  late  at  the  count  Orfmo's. 

Clo.  Foolery,  fir,  does  walk  about  the  orb  like  the  fun; 
it  fhines  every  where.  I  would  be  forry,  fir,  but  the  fool 
fbould  be  as  oft  with  your  mafter  as  with  my  miftrefs  :  I 
think  I  faw  your  wifdom  there. 

Vio.  Nay,  an  thou  pafs  upon  me,  I'll  no  more  with  thee. 
Hold,  there's  expenfes  for  thee. 

Clo.  Now  Jove,  in  his  next  commodity  of  hair,  fend 
thee  a  beard  ! 

Vio.  By  my  troth,  I'll  tell  thee;  I  am  almoft  ilck  for 
one;  though  I  would  not  have  it  grow  on  my  chin.  Is 
thy  lady  within  ? 

Clo.  Would  not  a  pair  of  thefe  have  bred,  fir  ? 

Vio,  Yes,  being  kept  together  and  put  to  ufe. 

Clo,  I  would  play  lord  Pandarus  of  Phi-ygia,  iir,  to  bring 
a  Creffida  to  this  Troilus. 

Vio,  I  underftand  you,  fir ;  'tis  well  begg'd. 

Clo,  The  matter,  I  hope,  is  not  great,  iir,  begging  but 
a  beggar;  Creilida  was  a  beggar.  My  lady  is  within,  fir. 
I  will  confter  to  them  whence  you  come ;  who  you  are, 
and  vvhat  you  would,  is  out  of  my  v/elkin :  I  might  fay 
clement ;  but  the  v/ord  is  over- worn.  [^Exit. 

Vio.  This  fellow  is  wife  enough  to  play  the  fool ; 
And,  to  do  that  well,  craves  a  kind  of  wit : 
He  muH  obferve  their  mood  on  whom  he  jeils. 
The  quality  of  the  perfons  and  the  time; 

And, 
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And,  like  the  haggard,  check  at  every  feather 

That  comes  before  his  eye.     This  is  a  pra<Stice 

As  full  of  labour  as  a  wife  man's  art: 

For  folly,  that  he  wifely  fhews,  is  fit : 

But  wife  men's  folly  fallen  quite  taints  their  wit. 

Enter  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Save  you,  gentlemen. 

Vio,   And  you,  fir. 

Sir  To.  Dieu  vous  garde^  Monfieur, 

Vio.   Et  vous  aujji ',  voire  ferviteur. 

Sir  To.  I  hope,  fir,  you  are;  and  I  am  yourS. — Will 
you  encounter  the  houfe  ?  my  niece  is  defirous  you  (hould 
enter  if  your  trade  be  to  her. 

Fio.  I  am  bound  to  your  niece,  fir :  I  mean  (he  is  the 
lift  of  my  voyage. 

Sir  To.  Tafte  your  legs,  fir,  put  them  to  motion. 

Vio.  My  legs  do  better  underftand  me,  fir,  than  I  under- 
ftand  what  you  mean  by  bidding  me  tafte  my  legs. 

Sir  To.  I  mean  to  go,  fir,  to  enter. 

Vio.  I  will  anfwer  you  with  gait  and  entrance :  But  we 
au*e  prevented. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 

Moft  excellent  accomplifh'd  lady,  the  heavens  rain  odours 
on  you ! 

Sir  And.  That  youth's  a  rare  courtier  !  Rain  odours ! 
well. 

Vio,  My  matter  hath  no  voice,  lady,  but  to  your  own 
moft  pregnant  and  vouchfafed  ear. 

Sir  And.  Odours^  preg?u}2t,  and  vouchfafed/ — I'll  get 
'cm  all  three  ready. 

OH.  Let  the  garden-door  be  fliut,  and  leave  me  to  my 
hearing. 

lExaunt  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Maria. 
Give  me  your  hand,  nr. 

Vio.  My  duty,  madam,  and  moft  humble  fervice. 

OH.  What  is  your  name  ? 

Vio.  Cefario  is  your  fervant's  name,  fair  princefs. 

0//.  My  fervant,  fir  !  'Twas  never  merry  world, 

Since 
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Since  lowly  feigning  was  call'd  compliment: 
You  are'fervant  to  the  count  Orfino,  youth. 

Vig,  And  he  is  yours,  and  his  muft  needs  be  yours  j 
Your  fervant's  fervant  is  your  fervant,  madam. 

OIL  For  him  I  think  not  on  him :  for  his  thoughts, 
'Would  they  were  blanks  rather  than  lill'd  with  me! 

Fio,  Madam,  I  come  to  whet  your  gentle  thoughts 
On  his  behalf: — 

Oil,  O,  by  your  leave,  I  pray  you ; 
I  bade  you  never  fpeak  again  of  him : 
But,  would  you  undertake  another  fuit, 
I  had  rather  hear  you  to  folicit  that 
Than  mullc  from  the  fpheres. 

Flo.  Dear  lady  - '- — 

OH,  Give  me  leave,  I  befeech  you :  J  did  fend, 
After  the  laft  enchantment  (you  did  hear), 
A  ring  in  chafe  of  you :  fo  did  I  abufe 
Myfelf,  my  fervant,  and,  I  fear  me,  you : 
Under  your  hard  conftraftion  muil:  I  fit, 
To  force  that  on  you,  in  a  mametul  cunnings 
Which  you  knew  none  of  yours  :  What  might  you  think  \ 
Have  you  not  fet  mine  honour  at  the  ftake, 
And  baited  it  with  all  the  unmuzzled  thoughts 
That  tyrannous  heart  can  think  ?  To  one  of  your  re* 

ceiving 
Enough  is  fhewn ;  a  cyprus,  not  a  bofom. 
Hides  my  poor  heart:  So  let  me  hear  you  fpeak* 

Fio.  I  pity  you. 

O//'.  That's  a  degree  to  love^ 

Fio.  No,  not  a  grice  ;  for  'tis  a  vulgar  proof 
That  very  oft  we  pity  enemies. 

OIL  Why  then,  methinks,  'tis  time  to  fm.ile  again : 
O  world,  how  apt  the  poor  are  to  be  proud  ! 
If  one  fhould  be  a  prey,  how  much  the  better 
To  fall  before  the  lion,  than  the  wolf?  [Clock Jlr ikes. 

The  clock  upbraids  me  with  the  wafte  of  time. 

Be  not  afraid,  good  youth,  I  will  not  have  you : 
And  yet,  when  wit  and  youth  is  come  to  harveftj 
Your  wife  is  like  to  reap  a  proper  man : 
There  lies  your  way  due  weft. 

Fio>  Then  weft  ward  ho ! 

^  Grace 
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Grace  and  good  di.porition  attend  your  ladyfhip! 

You'll  nothine,  madam,  to  my  lord  by  me  ? 
Oil.  Stay:" 

1  pri'hee  tell  me  what  thou  think'il  of  me  ? 

Fio.  That  you  do  think  you  are  not  what  you  area 
Oit»   If  I  think  fo,  I  think  the  fame  of  you. 
Fio,  Then  think  you  right ;  I  am  not  what  I  am, 
Oli.  I  would  you  Were  as  I  would  have  you  be  1 
Fio.  Would  it  be  better,  madam,  than  I  am  ? 

I  wiih  it  might ;  for  now  I  am  your  fool. 
O//.  O,  what  a  deal  of  fcorn  looks  beautiful 

In  the  contempt  and  anger  of  his  lip  ! 

A  murd'rous  guilt  (hevv^s  not  itfelf  more  foon 

Than  love  that  would  feem  hid :  love's  night  is  nooftd 

Cefario,  by  the  rofes  of  the  fpring, 

By  maidhood,  honour,  truth,  and  every  thing, 

I  love  thee  fo,  that  maugre  all  thy  pride, 

Nor  wit,  nor  reafon,  can  my  paffion  hide. 

Do  not  extort  thy  reafons  from  this  claufe. 

For,  that  I  woo,  thou  therefore  hafl  no  caufe : 

But  rather  reafon  thus  with  reafon  fetter : 

Love  fought  is  good,  but  given  unfought  is  better, 
Fio.  By  innocence  I  fwear,  and  by  my  youth, 

I  have  one  heart,  one  bofom,  and  one  truth. 

And  that  no  woman  has ;  nor  never  none 

Shall  miftrefs  be  of  it  fave  I  alone. 

And  fo  adieu,  good  madam ;  never  more 

Will  I  my  mafter's  tears  to  you  deplore. 

Oli,  Yet  come  again ;  for  thou,  perhaps,  may'ft  move 

That  heart  which  now  abhors  to  like  his  love.       Exeunt, 

S  C  E  N  E    11.      Jn  Jparfment  in  Olivia'^  Houfe* 
Enter  Sir  Toby,  Sir  Andrew,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And.  No,  faith,  I'll  not  flay  a  jot  longer. 

Sir  To,  Thy  reafon,  dear  venom,  give  thy  reafon. 

Fab.  You  muft  needs  yield  your  reafon.  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  I  faw  your  niece  do  more  favours  ta 
the  count's  ferving-man  than  ever  lh«  bellowed  upon  mci 
I  faw't  i'the  orchard* 

I  Sir 
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Sir  To,  Did  flie  fee  thee  the  while,  old  boy !  tell  mc 
that  ? 

^/>  jfnd.  As  plain  as  I  fee  you  now* 

Fab.  This  was  a  great  argument  of  love  in  her  towards 
you. 

Sir  Jnd.  'Slight !  will  you  make  an  afs  o'me  ? 

Fab.  I  will  prove  it  legitimate,  fir,  upon  the  oaths  of 
judgment  and  reafon. 

Sir  To.  And  they  have  been  grand  jurymen  fmce  before 
Noah  was  a  failor. 

Fab.  She  did  ihew  favour  to  the  youth  in  your  fight  only 
to  exafperate  you,  to  awake  your  dormous  valour,  to  put 
fire  in  your  heart  and  brimftone  in  your  liver  :  You  fhould 
then  have  accofted  her  j  and  with  feme  excellent  jefts, 
fire-new  from  the  mint,  you  fhould  have  bang'd  the  youth 
into  dumbnefs.  This  was  look'd  for  at  your  hand,  and 
this  was  baulk'd :  the  double  gilt  of  this  opportunity  you 
let  time  wafh  off,  and  you  are  now  fail'd  into  the  north  of 
my  lady's  opinion ;  where  you  will  hang  like  an  icicle  on 
a  Dutchman's  beard,  unlefs  you  do  redeem  it  by  fome 
laudable  attempt  either  of  valour  or  policy. 

Sir  And*,  And't  be  any  way  it  muft  be  with  valour  ;  for 
policy  I  hate  :  I  had  as  lief  be  a  Brownift  as  a  politician* 

Sir  To.  Why  then  build  me  thy  fortunes  upon  the  bafis 
of  valour.  Challenge  me  the  count's  youth  to  fight  with 
him  ;  hurt  him  in  eleven  places  ;  my  niece  fnall  take  note 
of  it :  and,  afTure  thyfelf,  there  is  no  love-broker  in  the 
world  can  more  prevail  in  man's  commendation  with  wo- 
man than  report  of  valour. 

Fab.  There  is  no  way  but  this,  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And,  Will  either  of  you  bear  me  a  challenge  to 
him  ? 

Sir  To.  Go,  write  it  in  a  martial  hand ;  be  curfl:  and 
brief:  it  is  no  matter  how  v/itty  fo  it  be  eloquent  and  full 
of  invention:  taunt  him  with  the  licenfe  of  ink  :  if  thou 
thoiift  him  fome  thrice  it  (hall  not  be  anilfs;  and  as  many 
lies  as  will  lie  in  thy  fhcet  of  paper,  although  the  fheet 
were  big  enough  for  the  bed  of  Ware  in  England — fet  'era 
down,  go  about  it.  Let  there  be  gall  enough  in  thv  ink; 
though  thou  v/rite  vvith  a  goofe-pen  no  matter  \  about  it. 

Sir  And,  Where  fhall  I  find  you  ? 

Da  Sir 
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Sir  To.  We'll  call  thee  at  the  Cubicolo  :  Go. 

[Exit  5/>  Andrew* 

Fab,  This  is  a  dear  manakin  to  you,  Sir  Toby. 

Sir  To.  I  have  been  dear  to  him,  lad  i  fome  two  thou- 
fand  ftrong  or  fo. 

Fal>.  We  fhall  have  a  rare  letter  from  him  :  but  you'll 
not  deliver't. 

Sir  To.  Never  truft  me  then ;  and  by  all  means  ftir  on 
the  youth  to  an  anfwer.  I  think  oxen  and  wain- ropes 
cannot  hale  them  together.  For  Andrew,  if  he  were 
openM,  and  you  find  fo  much  blood  in  his  liver  as  will 
clog  the  foot  of  a  flea,  I'll  eat  the  reft  of  the  anatomy. 

Fab.  And  his  oppofite,  the  youth,  bears  in  his  vifage 
no  great  prefage  of  cruelty. 

Enter  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Look  where  the  youngeft  wren  of  nine  comes. 

J\/lar.  If  you  defire  the  fpleen,  and  will  laugh  yourfelves 
into  flitches,  follow  me:  yon'  gull  Malvolio  is  turn'd 
heathen,  a  very  renegado ;  for  there  is  no  Chriftian,  that 
means  to  be  fav'd  by  believing  rightly,  can  ever  believe 
fuch  impoiTible  pafTages  of  groflhefs.  He's  in  yellow 
ftockings ! 

^/>  To.  And  crofs-garter'd  ? 

Mar,  Moft  villanoufly;  like  a  pedant  that  keeps  a 
fchool  i'the  church. — I  have  dogg'd  him  like  his  murtherer: 
He  does  obey  every  point  of  the  letter  that  I  dropt  to  be- 
tray him.  He  does  fmile  his  face  into  more  lines  than  are 
in  the  new  map  with  the  augmentation  of  the  Indies  ;  you 
have  not  feen  fuch  a  thing  as  'tis ;  I  can  hardly  forbear 
hurling  things  at  him.  I  know  my  lady  will  ftrike  him  j 
if  fhe  do  he'll  fmile,  and  take't  for  a  great  favour. 

Sir  To.  Come,  bring  us,  bring  us  where  he  is. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE  III.     The  Street. 

Enter  Antonio  and  Sebastian. 
Seh.  1  would  not  by  my  will  have  troubled  you  j 
But,  fmce  you  make  your  pleafure  of  your  pains, 
I  will  no  further  chide  you. 

Jnt. 
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Jnt,  I  could  not  flay  behind  you  ;  my  defire, 
More  fharp  than  filed  fteel,  did  fpur  me  forth  ; 
And  not  all  love  to  fee  you  (though  fo  much 
As  might  have  dravi^n  one  to  a  longer  voyage), 
But  jealous  vi^hat  might  befal  your  travel, 
Being  (killefs  in  thofe  parts;  which,  to  a  ftranger, 
Unguided  and  unfriended,  often  prove 
Rough  and  unhofpitable :  my  v^^illing  love, 
The  rather  by  thefe  arguments  of  fear, 
Set  forth  in  your  purfuit. 

Seb.  My  kind  Antonio, 
I  can  no  other  anfvver  make  but  thanks, 
And  thanks,  and  ever  :  oft  good  turns 
Are  ihuffled  ofF  v^^ith  fuch  uncurrent  pay : 
But  v^ere  my  worth,  as  is  my  confcience,  firm. 
You  ihould  find  better  dealing.     What's  to  do  ? 
Shall  vft  go  fee  the  relicks  of  this  town  ? 

Ant,  To-morrow,  fir;  beft  firft  go  fee  your  lodging. 

5^^.  I  am  not  weary,  and  'tis  long  to  night; 
I  pra^^  you  let  us  fatisfy  our  eyes 
With  the  memorials  and  the  things  of  fame 
That  do  renown  this  city. 

Ant,  'Would,  you'd  pardon  me ; 
I  do  not  without  danger  walk  thefe  ftreets  : 
Once,  in  a  fea-fight,  'gainft  the  duke  his  gallies 
I  dip  fome  fervice  ;  of  fuch  note,  indeed. 
That  were  I  ta'en  here  it  would  fcarce  be  anfwer'd. 

Seb,  Belike  you  flew  great  number  of  his  people. 

Ant.  The  offence  is  not  of  fuch  a  bloody  nature  ; 
Albeit  the  quality  of  the  time  and  quarrel 
Might  well  have  given  us  bloody  argument. 
It  might  have  fince  been  anfwer'd  in  repaying 
What  we  took  from  them ;  v/hich,  for  traffick's  fake, 
Moft  of  our  city  did  :  only  myfelf  ftood  out : 
Fot-  which,  if  I  be  lap  fed  in  this  place, 
I  fhali  pay  dear. 

Seb.  Do  not  then  walk  too  open. 

Ant.  It  doth  not  fit  me.     Hold,  fir,  here's  my  purfe  : 
In  the  fouth  fuburbs,  at  the  Elephant, 
Is  beft  to  lodge:  I  will  befpeak  our  diet, 

D  3  Whiles 
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Whiles  you  beguile  your  time,  and  feed  your  knowledge 
With  viewing  of  the  town  j  there  fhall  you  have  me. 

Seb,  Why  I  your  purfe? 

Jnt,  Haply  your  eye  fhall  light  upon  fome  toy 
You  have  defire  to  purchafe ;  and  your  ftore, 
I  think,  is  not  for  idle  markets,  fir. 

Sebn  I'll  be  your  purfe -bearer,   and  leave  you  for  an 
hour. 

Jnt.  To  the  Elephant. — 

Seb.  I  do  remember.  [  Exeunt* 

SCENE  IV.     OLiviA'i  Houfe. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Maria. 

on.  I  have  fent  after  him  -,  he  fays  he'll  come; 
How  fhall  I  feall  him  ?  v/hat  beftow  of  him  ? 
For  youth  is  bought  more  oft  than  begg'd  or  borrowed. 

I  fpeak  tooloud, 

Where  is  Malvolio? — he  is  fad  and  civil. 

And  fuits  well  for  a  fervant  with  my  fortunes  ;— 

Where  is  Malvolio? 

Alar.  He's  coming,  madam  j  but  in  very  ftrange  manner* 
He  is  fure  pofleft,  Madam. 

0/V.  W  hy,  what's  the  matter  ?  does  he  rave  ? 

Mar.  No,  madam, 
He  does  nothing  but  fmile :  your  ladyfhip  were  bfift 
To  have  fome  guard  about  you  if  he  come. 
For  fure  the  man  is  tainted  in  his  wits. 

OH,  Go,  call  him  hither. — I'm  as  mad  as  he. 

Enter  Malvolio. 

If  fad  and  merry  tn-sdnefs  equal  be.— 

Hovv  now,  Malvolio? 

Mai.   Sweet  lady,  ho,  ho  !  [Smiles  fantafticalh, 

on.  Smil'll  thou  ?  J       J         J- 

I  fent  for  thee  upon  a  fad  occafion. 

Mai.  Sad,  lady  ?  I  could  be  fad  :  This  does  make  fome 

obilrudlion  in  the  blood,  this  crofs-gartering  :  But  what  of 

that  ?  if  it  pleafe  the  eye  of  one,  it  is  with  me  as  the  very 

true  fonnet  is  :  Pleafe  one  and  pleafe  all. 

0H% 
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OIL  Why,  how  doft  thou,  man?  what  is  the  matter 

with  thee  ? 

Mai.  Not  black  in  my  mind,  though  yellow  in  my  legs : 
It  did  come  to  his  hands,  and  commands  fhall  be  executed. 
J  think  we  do  know  the  fweet  Roman  hand. 

OIL  Wilt  thou  go  to  bed,  MalvoHo? 

Mai.  To  bed  !  ay,  fweetbeart ;  and  J '11  come  to  thee. 

Oil.  God  comfort  thee  !  Why  doft  thou  fmile  fo,  and 
kifs  thy  hand  fo  oft  ? 

Mar.  How  do  you,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  At  yourrequeft?  Yes;  nightingales  anfwer  daws. 

Mar,  Why  appear  you  with  this  ridiculous  boldnefs 
before  my  lady  ? 

Mai.   Be  not  afraid  of  greatnefs  :-^^T^nzs  well  writ. 

OH.  What  meaneft  thou  by  that,  Malvolio  ? 

Mai.  So77ie  are  born  great^  •   ■  ■_ 

OIL  Ha? 

Mai.   Some  atchieve  greatnefs^'-^ 

Oil.  What  fay'ft  thou? 

Mai.   Andfom   have  greatnefs  thruji  upon  them. 

OH.  Heaven  reftore  thee ! 

Mai.   Remember  who  commended  thy  yeiiowflockings  /— » 

OH.  Thy  yellow  ftockings ! 

Mai.  And  w'ljh^d  to  fee  thee  crofs-gartcr^dl 

OH.  Crofs-garter'd ! 

Mai.  Go  to;  thou  art  made^  If  thou  defireji^  to  he  fo\-r^ 

OH.  Am  I  made  ! 

Mai.  If  not .^  let  me  fee  thee  a  fervani  Jllii. 

Qiu  Why,  this  is  a  very  midfummer  madnefs, 

Bnter  a  Servant, 

Ser.  Madam,  the  young  gentleman  of  the  count  Or- 
Eno  is  return'd  ;  I  could  hardly  entreat  him  back:  he 
attends  your  ladyfhip's  pleafure. 

OH.  I'll  come  to  him.  Good  Maria,  let  this  fellow  be 
look'd  to.  Where's  my  coufin  Toby  ?  let  fome  of  my* 
people  have  a  fpecial  care  of  him  j  I  would  not  have  him 
mifcarry  for  the  half  of  my  dowry.  [Exit^ 

Mai.  Oh,  ho !  do  you  come  near  me  now  ?  no  worfe 
man  than  Sir  Toby  to  look  to  me  ?  This  concurs  dire&ly 
with  the  letter  ;  fhe  fends  him  on  purpofe  that  I  may  ap- 

D  4  pe^ 
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pear  ftubborn  to  him ;  for  {he  incites  me  to  that  in  the 
letter.  Ccji  thy  humble  jlough^  fays  fhe ;  —  he  oppofite  with  0 
hnfman^-furly  with  fervants — let  thy  tdugue  tang  with  ar- 
guments cf  fate—put  thyf elf  into  the  trick  of fingiilarity\ — 
and,  confequently,  fets  down  the  manner  how ;  as,  a  fad 
face,  a  reverend  carriage,  a  flow  tongue,  in  the  habit  of 
fome,  fir,  of  note,  and  fo  forth.  I  have  Hm'd  her;  but  it 
is  Jove's  doing,  and  Jove  make  me  thankful !  And,  when 
fhe  went  away  now.  Let  this  fellow  he  looked  to:  Fellow! 
not  Malvolio,  nor  after  my  degree,  but  fellow.  Why, 
every  thing  adheres  toget'ner ;  that  no  dram  of  a  fcruple, 
no  fcruple  of  a  fcr  jple,  no  obftacle,  no  incredulous  or  unfafe 
circumitance, — What  can  be  faid  !  Nothing  that  can  be 
can  come  between  me  and  the  full  profpe6l  of  my  hopes. 
Well,  Jove,  not  I,  is  the  doer  of  this,  and  he  is  to  be 
thanked. 

Re-enter  Maria,  with  Sir  Toby  and  Fabian. 

Sir  To,  Which  way  is  he,  in  the  name  of  fanftity?  If 
all  the  devils  in  hell  be  drawn  in  little,  and  Legion  himfelf 
pofieft  him,  yet  I'll  fpeak  to  him, 

Fab,  Here  he  is,  here  he  is !  How  is't  with  you,  fir  ? 
how  is't  with  you,  man  ? 

MaL  Go  otF;  I  difcard  you ;  let  me  enjoy  my  private  : 
go  off. 

3^ar,  Ix),  how  hollow  the  fiend  fpeaks  with  him  !  did 

not  I  tell  you  ? Sir  Toby,  my  lady  prays  you  to  have  a 

pare  of  him. 

Mai.  Ah,  ha !  does  flie  fo  ? 

Sir  To.  Go  to,  go  to  J  peace,  peace,  we  muft  deal  gently 
with  him ;  let  me  alone.  How  do  you,  Malvolio  ?  how 
is't  with  you  ?  What  man  ?  defy  the  devil ;  confider  he's 
an  enemy  to  mankind. 

A<[al.  Do  you  know  what  you  fay  ? 

Jkfar.  La  you !  an  you  fpeak  ill  of  the  devil,  how  he 
takes  it  at  heart !  Pray  God  he  be  not  bewitch'd  I 

Fab.  Carry  his  water  to  the  wife  woman. 

Mar.  Marry,  and  it  Ihali  be  done  to-morrow  mornlqg, 
if  I  live.  My  lady  would  not  lofe  him  for  more  than  Fil 
fay. 

Mai.  How  nowj  millrefs  ? 

Jllar 
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Mar.  O  lord ! 

Sir  T'o.  Prithee,  hold  thy  peace,  this  Is  not  the  way: 
Do  you  not  Tee  you  move  him  ?  let  me  alone  with  him. 

Fab.  No  way  but  gendenefs ;  gently,  gently;  the  fiend 
is  rough,  and  will  not  be  roughly  us'd. 

Sir  To.  Why,  how  now,  my  bawcock  ?  how  doft  thou, 
chuck  ? 

Mai.  Sir! 

Sir  To.  Ay,  biddy,  come  with  me.  What  man!  'tis 
not  for  gravity  to  play  at  cherry-pit  with  Satan:  hang  him, 
foul  collier  I 

Mar.  Get  him  to  Tay  his  prayers  i  good  Sir  Toby,  get 
him  to  pray. 

MaL  My  prayers,  minx  ! 

Mar,  No,  I  warrant  you,  he  will  not  hear  of  godli- 
nefs. 

Mai.  Go,  hang  yourfelves  all !  you  are  idle  fhallow 
things :  I  am  not  of  your  element  j  you  ihall  know  more 
hereafter.  [Exit, 

Sir  To.  Is'tpoiTible? 

Fab.  If  this  v/ere  play'd  upon  a  ftage  now,  I  could  con- 
demn it  as  an  improbable  li6tion. 

Sir  To.  His  very  genius  hath  taken  the  infedlion  of  the 
device,  man. 

Mai.  Nay,  purfue  him  now;  left  the  device  take  air 
and  taint. 

Fab.  Why,  we  fhall  make  him  mad  indeed. 

Mar.  The  houfe  v/ill  be  the  quieter. 

Sir  To.  Come,  we'll  have  him  in  a  dark  room,  and 
bound.  My  niece  is  already  in  the  belief  that  he  Is  mad; 
we  may  carry  it  thus  for  cur  pleafure  and  his  penance,  till 
our  very  paftime,  tired  out  of  breath,  prompt  us  to  have 
mercy  on  him  :  at  which  time  we  will  bring  the  device  to 
the  bar,  and  crovv^n  thee  for  a  finder  of  madmen  :  But  fee  ! 
but  fee  I 

Enter  Sir  Andrew. 

Fah.  More  matter  for  a  May  morning. 
Sir  And.    Here's   the  challenge,   read   it;    I  v/arrant 
there's  vinegar  and  pepper  in't. 
Fah.  Is't  fo  faucy  ? 

5  Sir 
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Sir  And.  Ay,  is't?  I  warrant  him:  do  but  read. 

Sir  To.  Give  me.  [Sir  Toby  rmds* 

Touthy  whatsoever  thou  art^  thou  art  but  a  f curvy  fellow. 

Fab.  Good  and  valiant. 

Sir  To.  Wonder  not^  nor  admire  not  in  thy  mindy  why  I 
do  call  thee fo^  fir  I  will  Jhtzu  thee  no  reafonfir^t. 

'  Fab.  A  good  note  :  that  keeps  you  from  the  blow  of  the 
law. 

Sir  To.  Thou  ccm^Jl  to  the  lady  Olivia^  and  in  my  fight 
Jhe  ufes  thee  kindly :  but  thou  liefi  In  thy  throaty  that  is  not 
the  matter  I  challenge  thee  for. 

Fab.  Very  brief,  and  exceeding  good  fcnfe-lefs. 

Sir  To.  I  will  way-lay  thee  going  home;  where  if  it  be 
thy  chance  to  kill  me y — 

Fab.   Good. 

Sir  To.   Thou  kiWJi  me  like  a  rogue  and  a  villain. 

Fab.  Still  you  keep  o'the  windy  fide  cf  the  law;  Good. 

Sir  To.  Fare  thee  well:  And  God  have  mercy  upon  one 
efour  fouli  /  He  may  have  mercy  upon  mine  ;  but  my  hope  is 
better^  andfo  look  to  thyfclf.  Thy  friend^  as  thou  ufefi  him^ 
and  thy  fiver  n  enemyy -Andrew  Agu^-cheek. 

Sir  To.  If  this  letter  move  him  not,  his  legs  cannot :  Til 
giv't  him. 

Mar.  You  may  have  very  fit  occafion  fork ;  he  Is  now 
in  fome  commerce  with  my  lady,  and  will  by  and  by  depart. 

Sir  To.  Go,  Sir  Andrew;  fcout  me  for  him  at  the  cor- 
j?er  of  the  orchard,  like  a  bum-bailifF:  fo  foon  as  ever  thou 
feeft  him  draw ;  and,  as  thou  drav/'f!:,  fwear  horribly  :  for 
it  comes  to  pafs  oft,  that  a  terrible  oath,  with  a  fwaggering 
accent  fharply  twangM  ofF,  gives  manhood  more  approba- 
tion than  ever  proof  itfclfv/ould  have  earn'd  him.     Away, 

Sir  And*  Nay,  let  me  alone  for  fwearing.  \^Exit, 

Sir  To.  Now  will  not  I  deliver  his  letter  :  for  the  beha- 
viour of  the  young  gentleman  gives  him  out  to  be  of  good 
capacity  and  breeding ;  Ixis  employment  between  his  lord 
and  my  niece  confirms  no  lefs  ;  therefore  this  letter,  being 
fo  excellently  ignorant,  will  breed  no  terror  in  the  youth, 
he  will  find  it  comes  from  a  clodpole.  But,  fir,  I  will  de- 
liver his  challenge  by  word  of  mouth;  fet  upon  Ague- 
cheek  a  notable  report  of  valour  ;  and  drive  the  gentleman 
(as  I  kuovv-  his  yo'.ith  will  aptly  receive   it)  into  a  moft 

hideous 
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hideous  opinion  of  his  rage,  fklll,  fury,  and  impetuofity. 
This  will  fo  fright  them  both,  that  they  will  kill  one  ano- 
ther by  the  look,  like  cockatrices. 

Erjter  Olivia  and  Viola. 

Fab,  Here  he  comes  with  your  niece:  give  them  way, 
till  he  take  leave,  and  prefently  afcer  him. 

Sir  To.  I  will  meditate  the  while  upon  fome  horrid  mef- 
fage  for  a  challenge,  [^Exeunt, 

Oil.  I  hav    faid  too  much  unto  a  heart  of  flone, 
And  laid  mine  nonour  too  unchary  ou^: 
There's  fomethiiig  in  me  that  reproves  my  fault; 
But  fuch  a  headilrong  potent  fault  it  is. 
That  it  but  mocks  reproof. 

Vio,  With  the  fame  'haviour  that  y-ur  paffion  bears, 
Goes  on  my  mafcer'f  grief. 

Oil.  ri"re,  wear  th's  jewel  for  m.e,  'tis  my  picture  j 
Refufe  it  rot,  it  hath  no  tongue  to  vex  you: 
And,  I  befeech  you,  come  again  to-m.orrow. 
Whatfliall  you  alK  ofine  thac  Til  6.QP^r -^ 
That  honour,  fav'd,  may  upon  aiking  give  ? 

Fio,  Nothing  but  this,  your  true  love  for  my  mafler. 

Oli.  How  with  mine  honour  may  I  give  hini  that 
Which  I  have  given  to  you  ? 

Vio.  I  will  acquit  you. 

Oli.  Well,  come  again  to-morrow :  Fare  thee  well ; 
A  fiend  like  thee  might  bear  my  foul  to  hell.  [Exit. 

Re-enter  Sir  Toby  and  Fabian. 

S/r  To.  Gentleman,  God  fave  thee. 

Fio.   And  you,  fir. 

Sir  To.  That  defence  thou  haft  betake  thee  to't :  of 
what  nature  the  wrongs  are  thou  haft  done  him,  I  know 
not;  but  thy  intercepter,  full  of  defpight,  bloody  as  the 
hunter,  attends  thee  at  the  orchard  end  :  difmount  thy 
tuck,  be  yare  in  thy  preparation,  for  thy  afiailant  is  quick, 
fkilful,  and  deadly. 

Fio.  You  miftake,  fir ;  I  am  fure  no  man  hath  any 
quarrel  to  me ;  my  remicmbrance  is  very  free,  and  clear 
from,  any  image  of  offence  done  to  any  man. 

Sir 
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Sir  To.  You'll  find  it  otherwife,  I  aiTure  you :  there- 
fore, if  you  hold  your  life  at  any  price,  betake  you  to  your 
guard  ;  for  your  oppofite  hath  in  him  what  youth,  ftrength, 
Ikill,  and  wrath,  can  farnifh  man  withal. 

Fh.  I  pray  you,  fir,  what  is  he  ? 

Sir  T-o,  He  is  knight,  dubb'd  with  unhack'd  rapier,  and 
on  carpet  confideration  \  but  he  is  a  devil,  in  private  brawl : 
fouls  and  bodies  hath  he  divorc'd  three  ;  and  his  incenfe- 
mcnt  at  this  moment  is  fo  implacable,  that  fatisfa^Hon  can 
be  none  but  by  pangs  of  death  and  fepulchre:  hob,  nob,  is 
his  word  ;  give't  or  take't. 

Fio.  I  will  return  again  into  the  houfe,  and  defirs  fome 
conduct  of  the  lady.  I  am  no  fighter.  I  ha/e  heard  of 
fome  kind  of  men  that  put  quarrels  purpofely  on  others  to 
tafte  their  valour  ;  belike,  this  is  a  man  of  that  quirk. 

Sir  To.  Sir,  no;  his  indignation  derives  itfelf  out  of  a 
very  competent  injury;  therefore,  get  you  on,  and  give 
him  his  defire.  Back  you  fhall  not  to  the  houfe,  unlefs 
you  undertake  that  with  me,  which  with  as  much  fafety 
you  might  anfwer  him  :  therefore  on,  or  ftrip  your  fwor'd 
llark  naked;  for  meddle  you  muil,  that's  certain,  or  for- 
fwear  to  wear  iron  about  you. 

Fio.  This  is  as  uncivil  as  Arrange.  I  befeech  you,  do 
me  this  courteous  office,  as  to  knov/  of  the  knight  what  my 
offence  to  him  is ;  it  is  fomething  of  my  negligence,  no- 
thing of  my  purpofe. 

sir  To.  I  will  do  fo.  Signior  Fabian,  ftay  you  by  this 
gentleman,  till  my  return.  [Exit  Sir  Toby. 

Fio.  Pray  you,  fir,  do  you  know  of  this  matter  ? 

Fab.  I  know  the  knight  is  incens'd  againft  you,  even 
to  a  mortal  arbitrament ;  but  nothing  of  the  circumllance 
more. 

Fio.  I  befeech  you,  what  manner  of  man  is  he  ? 

Fab.  Nothing  of  that  wonderful  promifc,  to  read  him 
by  his  form,  as  you  are  like  to  find  him  in  the  proof  of  his 
valour.  He  is,  indeed,  fir,-  the  moft  fkilful,  bloody,  and 
fatal,  oppofite  that  you  could  poiTibly  have  found  in  any 
part  of  lllyria  :  Will  you  walk  towards  him  ? '  I  will  make 
your  peace  with  him  if  I  can. 

FiQ^  I  ftiall  be  much  bound  to  you  for  it :  I  am  one 

that 
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that  had  rather  go  with  fir  prieft  than  fir  knight :  I  care 
not  who  knows  (o  much  of  my  mettle.  [Exeunt. 

Rc-e7iter  Sir  Toby  with  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To.  Why,  man,  he's  a  very  devil;  I  have  not  feen 
fucha  virago.  I  had  a  pafs  with  him,  rapier,  fcabbard,  and 
all,  and  he  gives  me  the  fiuck — in  with  fuch  a  mortal  mo- 
tion, that  it  is  inevitable;  and,  on  theanfwer,  he  pays  you 
as  furely  as  your  feet  hit  the  ground  they  ftep  on:  They 
fay  he  has  been  fencer  to  the  Sophy.  # 

Sir  And,  Pox  on't,  I'll  not  meddle  with  him. 

Sir  To.  Ay,  but  he  will  not  now  be  pacified:  Fabian 
can  fcarce  hold  him  yonder. 

Sir  And.  Plague  on't ;  an  I  thought  he  had  been  va- 
liant, and  fo  cunning  in  fence,  I'd  have  feen  him  damn'd 
ere  I'd  have  challeng'd  him.  Let  him  let  the  matter  flip, 
and  ril  give  him  my  horfe,  grey  Capilet. 

Sir  To.  I'll  make  the  motion:  Stand  here,  make  a  good 
fhew  on't ;  this  fhall  end  without  the  perdition  of  fouls. 
Marry,  I'll  ride  your  horfe  as  well  as  I  ride  you.       [AJide. 

Re-enter  Fabian  (^nd  Viola. 

I  have  his  horfe  to  take  up  the  quarrel ;  I  have  perfuaded 
him  the  youth's  a  devil.  [To  Fabian. 

Fab.  He  is  as  horribly  conceited  of  him,  and  pants  and 
looks  pale,  as  if  a  bear  were  at  his  heels. 

Sir  To.  There's  no  remedy,  fir,  he  will  iight  with  you 
for's  oath  fake :  marry,  he  had  better  bethought  him  of  his 
quarrel,  and  he  finds  that  now  fcarce  to  be  worth  talking 
of:  therefore  draw  for  the  fupportance  of  his  vow ;  he  pro- 
tefts  he  will  not  hurt  you. 

Fio.  Pray  God,  defend  me !  a  little  thing  would  make  me 
tell  them  how  much  I  lack  of  a  man. 

Fab.   Give  ground  if  you  fee  him  furious. 

Sir  To.  Come,  Sir  Andrew,  there's  no  remedy;  the 
gentleman  will,  for  his  honour's  fake,  have  one  bout  with 
you  :  he  cannot  by  the  duello  avoid  it :  but  he  has  prcmis'd 
me,  as  he  is  a  gentleman  and  a  foldier,  he  will  not  hurt 
you.     Come  on ;   tb't.  [They  draw* 

Sir  And.  Fray  God,  he  keep  his  oath ! 

Enter 
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Enter  Antonio. 

Fio.  I  do  aflure  you,  'tis  againft  my  will. 

Jnt,  Put  up  your  fwordj  ff  this  young  gentleman 
Have  done  offence,  I  take  the  fault  on  me  3 
If  you  offend  him,  I  for  him  defy  you.  [Drawing;, 

Sir  To.  You,  fir?  why,  ti^hat  are  you  ? 

Jf7t.  One,  fir,  that  for  his  love  dares  yet  to  do  more 
Than  )^ou  have  heard  him  brag  to  you  he  will. 

Sir  To.  Nay,,  if  you  be  an  undertaker,  I  am  for  you. 

*  Draws  6 

Enien  Officers, 

Fab.  O  good  Sir  Toby,  hold ;  here  comes  the  dificers« 

Sir  To.  I  will  be  with  you  ahon. 

Vio.  Pray,  fir,  put  your  fword  up  if  you  pleafe. 

[To  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  And.  Marry,  will  I,  fir ;  and,  for  that  I  promised 
you,  I'll  be  as  good  as  my  word: — He  will  bear  you 
eafily,  and  reinS  well. 

1  Off.  This  is  the  man  ;  do  thy  office.  ' 

2  Off.  Antonio,  I  arreft  thee  at  the  fuit  of  count  Or-* 
fine. 

Ant.  You  do  miftake  me,  fir. 
,    I  Off.  No,  fir,  no  jot;  I  know  your  favour  well, 

Though  now  you  have  no  fea-cap  on  your  head. ^ 

Take  him  away;  he  knows  I  know  him  well. 

Ant.  I  mufl:  obey.— This  comes  with  feeking  you; 
But  there's  no  remedy;  I  (hall  anfvver  it. 
What  will  you  do  ?  Now  my  neceffity 
Makes  me  to  afk  you  for  my  purfe  :  it  grieves  me 
Much  more  for  what  I  cannot  do  for  you 
Than  what  befals  myfelf.     Yoil  ftand  amaz'd  ; 
But  be  of  comfort. 

2  Offi  Come,  fir,  away. 

Jnt.  I  muft  entreat  of  yt)u  fome  of  that  money* 

Vio.  What  money,  fir  ? 
For  the  fair  kindnefs  you  have  fiieiv'd  me  here. 
And  part  being  prompted  by  your  prefent  trouble, 
Out  of  my  lean  and  low  ability 
I'll  lend  you  fomething:  my  having  is  not  much ; 

I'll 
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I'll  make  Jivlfion  of  my  prcfent  with  you : 
Hold,  there's  half  my  coffer. 

Ant.  Will  you  deny  me  now  ? 
Is't  poiTible,  that  my  deferts  to  you 
Can  lack  perfuafion  ?  Do  not  tempt  my  mlfery. 
Left  that  it  make  me  fo  unfound  a  man, 
As  to  upbraid  you  with  thofe  kindnefs 
That  I  have  done  for  you. 

Vio.  I  know  of  none  5 
Nor  know  I  you  by  voice,  or  any  feature : 
I  hate  ingratitude  more  in  a  man, 
Than  lying,  vaineft,  babbling,  drunkennef^j 
Or  any  taint  of  vicCj  whofe  ftroiig  corruptioil 
Inhabits  our  frail  blood. 

Ayit,  O  heavens  themfelves  ! 

2  Off.  Come,  fir,  I  pray  you,  g9. 

Ant,  Let  me  fpeak  a  little;     This  youth  that  you  fee 
here, 
1  fnatch'd  one  half  out  of  the  jaws  of  death  ; 
Reliev'd  him  with  fuch  fanclity  of  love 
And  to  his  image,  which,  methought,  didpromife 
Moft  venerable  worth,  did  I  devotion. 

I  Off,  What's   that  to   us? — the  time  goes  by; — 

away* 

Ant.  But,  oh,  how  vile  an  idol  proves  this  god  !— 
Thou  haft,  Sebaftian,  done  good  feature  (hame.— • 
In  nature  there's  no  blemifh,  but  the  mind; 
None  can  be  call'd  deform'd,  but  the  unkind  \ 
Virtue  is  beauty ;  but  the  beauteous  evil 
Are  empty  trunks,  o'erflouriih'd  by  the  devil. 

I  Off,  The  man  grows  mad;  away  with  him." 
Come,  come,  fir. 

Ant.  Lead  me  on.  \_Exit  Antonio  wl''h  Off  cent 

Vlo,  Methinks  his  words  do  from  fuch  paiHon  fly. 
That  he  believes  himfeif:  {o  do  not  I. 
Prove  true,  imagination !  oh,  prove  true  !       ^ 
That  I,  dear  brother,  be  novv^  ta'en  for  you ! 

5/r  To,  Come  hither,  kiiight;  come  hither,  Fabian; 
We'll  whifper  o*er  a  couplet  or  two  of  moft  fage  faws. 

Vm  He  nam'd  Sebaftian  :  I  my  brother  know 
Yet  living  in  my  glafs ;  even  fuch,  and  fa, 
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In  favour  was  my  brother  ;  and  he  went 

Still  in  this  fafhion,  colour,  ornament, 

For  him  I  imitate  :  Oh,  if  it  prove, 

Tempefts  are  kind,  and  fait  waves  frefh  in  love ! 

[Exit, 

Sir  To.  A  very  difhoneft  paltry  boy,  and  more  a  coward 
than  a  hare ;  his  difhonefty  appears  in  leaving  his  friend 
here  in  neceiTity,  and  denying  him ;  and  for  his  cowardfliip 
afk  Fabian. 

Fah.  A  coward,  a  mcft  devout  coward,  religious  in  it. 

Sir  And.  'SUd,  I'll  after  him  again,  and  beat  him. 

Sir  To,  Do,  cuiF  him  foundly,  but  never  draw  thy 
fword. 

Sir  And.  An  I  do  not, —  {Exit  Sir  And. 

Fdb.  Come,  let's  fee  the  event. 

Sir  To.  I  dare  lay  a.ny  money  'twill  be  nothing  yet. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT      IV. 

SCENE     I.       The  Street, 

Enter  Sebastian  and  Clown, 
Clown. 
ILL  you  make  me  believe,  that  I  am  oot  fent  for 


w 


you  ? 


Seb.  Go  to,  go  to,  thou  art  a  foolifli  fellow  i 
Let  me  be  clear  of  thee. 

Cio.  Well  held  out,  i'faith !  No,  I  do  not  know  you ; 
nor  I  am  not  fent  to  you  by  my  lady  to  bid  you  come 
fpeak  with  her  ;  nor  your  name  is  not  mafter  Cefario  j  nor 
this  is  not  my  nofe  neither. — Nothing  that  is  fo,  is  fo. 

Seb.  I  prithee  vent  thy  folly  fome  where  elfe  ; 
Thou  know'ft  not  me. 

Cio.  Vent  my  folly !  He  has  heard  that  word  of  fome 
great  man,  '^nd  now  applies  it  to  a  fool.  Vent  my  folly ! 
I  am  afraid  this  great  lubber  the  world  will  prove  a  cock- 
ney.  1  prithee  now,   ungird  thy  ftrangenefs,  and  tell 

me  what  I  fhall  vent  to  my  lady  :  Shall  I  vent  to  her  that 


thou  art  coming  ? 


Sel^. 
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Seb»  I  prithee,  foolifli  Greek,  depart  from  me ; 
There's  money  for  thee ;  if  you  tarry  longer, 
I  fhall  give  worfe  payment. 

C/o.  By  my  troth,  thou  haft  an  open  hand: — Thefe  wife 
men  that  give  fools  money  get  themfelves  a  good  report 
after  fourteen  years  purchafe. 

Enter  Sir  Andrew,  Sir  Toby,  and  Fabian. 

Sir  And,  Now,  fir^  have  I  met  you  again?  there's  for 
you.  [Striking  Sebastian. 

Seb,  Why,  there's  for  thee^  and  there,  and  there : 
Are  all  the  people  mad  ?  [Beating  Sir  Andrew. 

Sir  To,  Hold,  fir,  or  I'll  throw  your  dagger  o'er  the 
houfe. 

Clo.  This  will  I  tell  my  lady  ftraight :  I  would  not  be 
in  fome  of  your  coats  for  twopence.  [Exit  Clown, 

Sir  To.  Come  on,  firj  hold.  [Holding  Seb. 

Sir  And.  Nay,  let  him  alone,  FU  go  another  way  to 
work  with  him;  I'll  have  an  adion  of  battery  againit  him 
if  there  be  any  law  in  Ulyria  :  though  I  ft  ruck  him  firft, 
yet  it's  no  matter  for  that, 

Seb,  Let  go  thy  hand. 

Sir  To.  Come,  fir,  I  will  not  let  you  go.  Come,  my 
young  foldier,  put  up  your  iron  :  you  are  well  flefh'd ; 
come  on. 

Seb.  I  will  be  free  from  thee.  What  wouldft  thou  now? 
If  thou  dar'ft  tempt  me  further,  draw  thy  fword. 

Sir  To.  What,  what?  Nay,  then  I  muft  have  an  ounce 
or  two  of  this  malapert  blood  from  you. 

[They  draw  and  fight* 

Enter  Olivia. 

Oli,  Hold,  Toby,  on  thy  life,  I  charge  thee,  hold. 

Sir  To.   Madam  ? 

OH.  Will  it  be  ever  thus  ?  Ungracious  wretch. 
Fit  for  the  mountains,  and  the  barbarous  caves, 
Where  manners  ne'er  v/ere  preach'd  ?  out  of  my  fight ! 
Be  not  offended,  dear  Cefario ! 
Rudefby,  be  gone  I — I  prithee,  gentle  friend. 

[Exeunt  Sir  Toby  and  Sir  Andrew. 
Let  thy  fair  wifdom,  not  thy  pafTion,  fway 

E  .In 
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In  this  uncivil  and  unjuH  extent 

Againft  rhy  peace.     Go  with  me  to  my  houfe ; 

And  hear  thou  there  how  many  fruitlefs  pranks 

This  ruiEan  hath  botch'd  up,  that  thou  thereby 

May'fl  fiiile  at  this :  thou  ihalt  not  choofe  but  go  ; 

Do  riot  deny :   Befhrew  his  foul  for  me, 

He  ftarted  one  poor  heart  of  mine  in  thee, 

Seb.  What  relifh  in  this?  how  runs  the  ftream? 

Or  I  am  mad,  or  elfe  this  is  a  dream: 

Let  fancy  ftill  my  fenfe  in  Lethe  fteep; 
If  it  be  thus  to  dream,  ftill  let  me  deep  ! 

Oli,  Nay,  come,  I  prithee:  'Would  thou'dft  be  ruVd 
by  me  ? 

Seb.  Madam,  I  will. 

OIL  O,  fay  fo,  and  fo  be  [ 

!■  -.  -      I  I  I  II  11.11  — — iMM> 

SCENE    IL      Jn  Apartment  in  OliviaV  Houfe. 
Enter  MaRJA  and  Clown, 

Mar*  Nay,  I  prithee  put  on  this  gown  and  this  beard ; 
make  him  believe  thou  art  Sir  Topas  the  curate ;  do  it 
quickly:  I'll  call  Sir  Toby  thewhilft.  [Exit  Maria. 

Clo,  Well,  ril  put  it  on,  and  I  will  diflemble  myfelf  in't; 
and  I  would  I  were  the  firft  that  ever  diflembled  in  fuch  a 
gown.  I  am  not  tall  enough  to  become  the  fundlion  well  j 
nor  lean  enough  to  be  thought  a  good  ftudent :  but  to  be 
faid  an  honeft  man  and  a  good  houfekeeper,  goes  as  fairly 
as  to  fay  a  careful  man  and  a  great  fcholar.  The  compe- 
titors enter. 

Enter  Sir  ToBY  and  Maria. 

Sir  To.  Jove  blefs  thee,  mafter  parfon. 

Clo,  Bonos  dies^  Sir  Toby;  for  as  the  old  hermit  of 
Prague,  that  never  faw  pen  and  ink,  very  wittily  faid  to  a 
niece  of  king  Gorboduc,  That^  that  is,  is :  (o  I,  being 
mafter  parfon,  am  mafter  parfon;  for  what  is  that  but  that  j 
and  is  but  is  ? 

Sir  To.  To  him.  Sir  Topas. 

Clo,  What,  hoa,  I  fay, Peace  in  this  prifon ! 

Sir  To,  The  knave  counterfeits  well  5  a  good  knave* 

Mai.  [Within.-]  Who  calls  there? 

Ck, 
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Ch,  SirTopaSj  the  curate,  who  comes  to  vifit  Malvolio 
the  lunatick. 

Mai.  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas,  good  Sir  Topas,  go  to  my 
lady. 

Ch,    Out,  hyperbolical  fiend !    how  vexeft  thou  this 
man?  talkeft  thou  nothing  but  of  ladies  } 
Sir  To.  Well  faid,  mafter  parfon. 

MaL  Sir  Topas,  never  was  man  thus  wrong'd;  good 
Sir  Topas,  do  not  think  I  am  mad;  they  have  laid  me 
here  in  hideous  darknefs. 

Clo.  Fye,  thou  diflionefl  Sathan !  I  call  thee  by  the  moft 
modeft  terms ;  for  I  am  one  of  thofe  gentle  ones,  that  will 
ufe  the  devil  himfeif  with  courtefy :  Say'ft  thou,  that  houfe 
is  dark  ? 

Mai.  As  hell,  Sir  Topas. 

Clo.  Why,  it  hath  bay  windows  tranfparent  as  barrica- 

does,  and  the  clear  ftones  towards  the  fouth- north  are  as 

luftrous  as  ebony;  and  yet  complaineft  thou  ofobil:ru61:ion? 

Mai.  I  am  not  mad,  Sir  Topas  j  I  fay  to  you  this  houfe 

is  dark. 

Clo.  Madman,  thou  erreft :  I  fay,  there's  no  darknefs 
but  ignorance ;  in  which  thou  art  more  puzzled  than  the 
Egyptians  in  their  fog. 

Mai.  I  fay  this  houfe  is  as  dark  as  ignorance,  though 
ignorance  were  as  dark  as  hell ;  and  I  fay  there  was  never 
man  thus  abus'd  ;  I  am  no  more  mad  than  you  are,  make 
the  trial  of  it  in  any  condant  queflion. 

Clo.  What  is  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras  concerning 
wild-fowl  ? 

MaL  That  the  foul  of  our  grandam  might  haply  inhabit 
a  bird, 

Clo.  What  think'ft  thou  of  his  opinion  ? 
Mai.  I  think  nobly  of  the  foul,  and  no  way  approve  his 
opinion. 

Clo,  Fare  thee  well ;     Remain  thou  ftill  in  darknefs  t 
thou  {halt  hold  the  opinion  of  Pythagoras,  ere  I  v/ill  allow 
of  thy  wits ;  and  fear  to  kill  a  woodcock,  left  thou  difpoilefs 
the  foul  of  thy  grandam.     Fare  thee  well, 
Mai.  Sir  Topas,  Sir  Topas 
Sir  To.  My  moft  exquifite  Sir  Topas  I 
Clo,  Nay,  I  am  for  all  waters. 
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Mar.  Thou  might'ft  have  done  this  without  thy  beard 
and  gown;  he  fees  thee  not. 

Sir  To.  To  him  in  thine  own  voice,  and  bring  me  vvrord 
how  thou  find'ft  him :  I  would  we  were  all  rid  of  this 
knavery.  If  he  may  be  conveniently  dellver'd,  I  would  he 
were ;  for  I  am  now  fo  far  in  offence  with  my  niece  that 
I  cannot  purfue  with  any  fafety  this  fport  to  the  upfhot. 
Come  by  and  by  to  my  chamber.  [^Exit  with  Maria. 

Clo.   Hey^  Robin^  jolly  Robin, 

Tell  me  how  thy  lady  does*  [Singing, 

Mai  Fool- 

Clo.  My  lady  is  unkind,  perdy, 

Mai  Fool _ 

Clo.  Alas,  ivhy  is  Jhe  fo  ? 

Mai  Fool,  I  fay; 

Clo.   She  loves  another Who  calls,  ha  ? 

Mai  Good  fool,  as  ever  thou  wilt  deferve  well  at  my 
hand,  help  me  to  a  candle  and  pen,  ink,  and  paper  ;  as  I 
am  a  gentleman,  I  will  live  to  be  thankful  to  thee  for't. 

Clo.  Mafter  Malvolio  I 

Alal  Ay,  good  fool. 

Clo.  Alas,  fir,  how  fell  you  befide  your  five  wits  ? 

Mai  Fool,  there  was  never  a  man  fo  notorioufly  abus'd: 
I  am  as  v/ell  in  my  wits,  fool,  as  thou  art. 

Clo.  But  as  well?  then  you  are  mad  indeed,  if  you  be 
no  better  in  your  wits  than  a  fool. 

Mai  They  have  here  property'd  me ;  keep  me  in  dark- 
nefs,  fend  minifters  to  me,  afles,  and  do  all  they  can  to  face 
me  out  of  my  wits. 

Clo.  Advife  you  what  you  fay ;  the  minifter  is  here. 
Malvolio,  Malvolio,  thy  wits  the  heavens  reftore  !  endea- 
vour thyfelf  to  lleep,  and  leave  thy  vain  bibble  babble. 

Mai  Sir  Topas 

Clo.  Maintain  no  words  with  him,  good  fellow.—— 
V/ho  I,  fir  I  not  I,  fir.    God  b'w'you,  good  Sir  Topas,— 
Marry,  amen.— I  v/ill,  fir,  I  Vv'^ill. 

Mai  Fool,  fool,  fool,  I  fay,— 

Clo.  Alas,  fir,  be  patient.  What  fay  you,  fir?  I  am 
fhent  for  fpeaking  to  you. 

Mai  Good  fool,  help  me  to  fome  light  and  fome  paper; 
I  tell  thee  I  am  as  v/ell  in  my  wits  as  any  man  in  Illyria. 

Clo, 
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Ck.  Well-a-day, — that  you  were,  fir  ! 
Mai.  By  this  hand  I  am:  Good  fool,  fome  Ink,  paper, 
and  light,  and  convey  what  I  fet  down  to  my  lady;  it  fhaU 
advantage  thee  more  than  ever  the  bearing  of  letter  did. 

Clo.  I  will  help  you  to't.     But  tell  me  true,  are  you 
not  mad  indeed,  or  do  you  but  counterfeit? 
MaL  Believe  me  I  am  not;  I  tell  thee  true. 
Clo.  Nay,   I'll  ne'er  believe  a  madman  till  I  fee  his 
brains.     I  will  fetch  you  light,  and  paper,  and  ink. 

Mai.  Fool,    ril   requite   it  in  the   higheft  degree;    I 
prithee  be  gone. 

Clo.  lamgone^Jlr^  [Singing, 

And  anon^  fir-^ 
Til  be  with  you  again 
In  a  trice^ 
Like  to  the  old  vice^ 
Tour  need  to  fujlain  ; 
TVho  with  dagger  of  lath ^ 
In  his  rage  and  his  wrath., 

CrieSy  ah^  ha!  to  the  devil; 
Like  a  mad  ladj 
Pare  thy  nails^  dad, 

Adieuy  goodman  deviL  [Exit. 

.   SCENE     III.       Olivia'.'  Garden. 
Enter  Sebastian. 

Seb.  This  Is  the  air;  that  is  the  glorious  fun; 
This  pearl  (he  gave  me,  I  do  feel't  and  fee't : 
And  though  'tis  wonder  that  enwraps  me  thus. 
Yet  'tis  not  madnefs.     Where's  Antonio  then  ? 
I  could  not  find  him  at  the  Elephant : 
Yet  there  he  was ;  and  there  I  found  this  credit. 
That  he  did  range  the  town  to  feek  me  out. 
His  counfel  now  might  do  me  golden  fervice : 
For  though  my  foul  difputes  well  with  my  fenfe. 
That  this  may  be  fome  error,  but  no  madnefs, 
Yet  doth  this  accident  and  flood  of  fortune 
So  far  exceed  all  inftance,  all  difcourfe. 
That  I  am  ready  to  diftruft  mine  eyes. 
And  wrangle  with  my  reafon,  that  perfuades  me 
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To  any  other  truft,  but  that  I  am  mad, 
Or  elfe  the  lady's  mad ;  yet,  if  'twere  fo, 
She  could  not  fway  her  houfe,  command  her  followers,^ 
Take  and  give  back  affairs,  and  their  difpatch, 
With  fuch  afmooth,  difcreet,  and  ftable  bearing, 
As  I  perceive  fne  does :  there's  fomething  in't 
That  is  deceivable.     But  here  the  lady  comes. 
Enter  Olivia  and  a  Frieft, 

Oil.  Blame  not  this  hafte  of  mine  :  If  you  mean  well, 
Now  go  with  me  and  with  this  holy  man 
Into  the  chantry  by  :  there,  before  him, 
And  underneath  that  confecrated  roof. 
Plight  me  the  full  aflurance  of  your  faith  ; 
That  my  moft  jealous  and  too  doubtful  foul 
May  live  at  peace :  He  fliall  conceal  it 
Whiles  you  are  willing  it  fhall  come  to  note, 
What  time  we  will  our  celebration  keep 
According  to  my  birth. — What  do  you  fay? 

Seh.  I'll  follow  this  good  man,  and  go  with  you; 
And,  having  fworn  truth,  ever  will  be  true. 

OIL  Then  lead  the  way,  good  father ; And  heavens 

fo  fhine 
That  they  may  fairly  note  this  a61:  of  mine  I  {Exeunt. 

A  C  T      V. 

S  C  E  N  E     I.       The  Street, 

Enter  Clown  and  Fabian. 

Fabian, 

NO  W,  as  thou  lov'ft  me,  let  me  fee  his  letter, 
Clo.  Good  m after  Fabian,  grant  me  another  re«». 
queft. 
Fab,  Any  thing, 

Clo,  Do  not  defire  to  fee  this  letter. 
Fab.  That  is,  to  give  a  dog,  and  in  recompence  defire 
my  dog  again. 

Enter  Duke^  Viola,  and  Attendants, 
Duke.  Belong  you  to  the  lady  Olivia,  friends  I 
CIq,  Ayy  fir;  we  are  fonie  of  her  trappings, 

Duke, 
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Duke*  I  know  thee  wellj  How  doft  thou,  my  good 
fellow  ? 

Clo.  Truly,  fir,  the  better  for  my  foes,  and  the  worfc 
for  my  friends. 
Duke»  Juft  the  contrary;  the  better  for  thy  friends. 
Clo.  No,  fir,  the  worfe. 
Duke.  How  can  that  be  ? 
■Clo,  Marry,  ^ir,  they  praife  me  and  make  an  afs  of  me; 
now  my  foes  tell  me  plainly  I  am  an  afs  ;   fo  that  b/  rry  foes, 
fir,  I  profit  in  the  knowledge  of  myielf;  and  by  my  friends  I 
am  abufed:  fo  that,  conclufi.ons  to  be  as  kifies,  if  your  four 
negatives  make  your  two  affirmatives,  why  then  the  worfe 
for  my  friends  and  the  better  for  my  foes. 
Duke.  Why,  this  is  excellent. 

Clo.  By  my  troth,  fir,  no ;  though  it  pleafe  you  to  be 
one  of  my  friends. 

Duke.  Thou  fhalt  not  be  the  worfe  for  me,  there's  gold» 
Clo.  But  that  it  would  be  double-dealing,  fir,  I  would 
you  could  m.ake  it  another. 

Duke.  O,  you  give  me  ill  counfel. 
Clo.  Put  your  grace  in  your  pocket,  fir,  for  this  once, 
and  let  your  flefh  and  blood  obey  it. 

Duke.  Well,  I  will  be  fo  much  a  finner  to  be  a  double 
dealer;  there's  another. 

Clo.  Primo^  fecundo^  tert'io^  is  a  good  play ;  and  the  old 
faying  is,  the  third  pays  for  all ;  the  triplex,  fir,  is  a  good 
tripping  meafure  ;  or  the  bells  of  St.  Bcnnet,  fir,  may  put 
you  in  mind,  One,  two,  three. 

Duke.  You  can  fool  no  more  money  out  of  me  at  this 
throw  :  if  you  will  let  your  lady  know  I  am  here  to  fpealc 
with  her,  and  bring  her  along  with  you,  it  may  awake  my 
bounty  further. 

Clo.  Marry,  fir,  lullaby  to  your  bounty  till  I  come  again. 
I  go,  fir;  but  I  would  not  have  you  to  think  that  my  de- 
fire  of  having  is  the  fin  of  covetoufnefs  :  but,  as  you  fay, 
fu-,  let  your  bounty  take  ^  nap,  and  I  will  wake  it  anon. 

{^Ex'it  Clown ^ 
Enter  Antonio  and  Officers 
Via.  Here  comes  the  man,  fir,  that  did  refcue  me. 
Duke,  That  face  of  his  I  do  remember  well  \ 
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Yet,  when  I  faw  It  laft,  it  was  befmear'd 

As  black  as  Vulcan  in  the  fmoke  of  war : 

A  bawbling  veffej  was  he  captain  of, 

For  fhallow  draught  and  bulk  unprizable ; 

With  which  fuch  fcathful  grapple  did  he  make 

With  the  moft  noble  bottom  of  our  fleet. 

That  very  envy  and  the  tongue  of  lofs 

Cry'd  fame  and  honour  on  him. — What's  the  matter  ? 

I  Off,  Orfmo,  this  is  that  Antonio 
That  took  the  Phoenix  and  her  fraught  from  Candy  j 
And  this  is  he  that  did  the  Tyger  board 
When  your  young  nephew  Titus  loft  his  leg: 
Here  in  the  ilreets,  defperate  of  fliame  and  ftate, 
In  private  brabble  did  we  apprehend  him. 

V'lo,  He  did  me  kindnefs^  firj  drew  on  my  fide  j 
But  in  conclufion  put  ftra-ge  fceech  upon  me, 
I  know  not  what  'twas,  but  diftra6lion. 

Duke.  Notable  pirate  I  thou  fait- water  thief ! 
What  fooliih  b.)ldnefs  brought  thee  to  their  mercies^ 
Whom  thou,  in  terms  fo  bloody  and  fo  dear, 
Haft  made  thine  enemies  ? 
Ant.  Orfmo,  noble  fir, 
Be  pleas'd  that  I  ftiake  ofFthefe  names  you  give  mej 
Antonio  never  yet  was  thief  or  pirate, 
Th'.;ugh,  I  confefs,  on  bafe  and  ground,  enough, 
Orhno's  enemy.     A  witchcraft  drew  me  hither : 
That  moft  ungrateful  boy  there  by  your  fide. 
From  the  rude  fea's  enrag'd  and  foamy  mouth 
Did  I  redeem  j  a  v-reck  paft  hope  he  was  : 
His  life  I  gave  him,  and  did  thereto  add 
My  love  without  retention  or  reftraint, 
All  his  in  dedication  :  for  his  fake 
Did  I  expofe  myfelf,  pure  for  his  love, 
into  the  danger  of  this  adv^erfe  town; 
Drew  to  defend  him  when  he  was  befet : 
Where  being  apprehended,  his  falfe  cunning 
(Not  meaning  to  partake  with  me  in  danger), 
Tai;ght  him  to  fac%  me  out  of  his  acquaintance. 
And  grew  a  twenty-years-removed  thing. 
While -pne  ^ould  wink  5  deny'd  me  mine  own  purfe, 
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Which  I  had  recommended  to  his  ufe 
Not  half  an  hour  before. 

Fio.  How  can  this  be? 

Duke.   When  came  he  to  this  town? 

Ant,  To-day,  my  lord ;  and  for  three  months  before 
(,No  interim,  not  a  minute's  vacancy). 
Both  day  and  night  did  we  keep  company. 

Enter  Olivia  and  Attendants. 

Duke.  Here  comes  the  countefs ;  now  heaven  walks  on 
earth.— 
But  for  thee,  fellow,  fellov/,  thy  words  are  madnefs: 
Three  months  this  youth  hath  tended  me ; 
But  more  of  that  anon. Take  him  afide. 

Oli'.  What  would  my  lord,  but  that  he  may  not  have 
Wherein  Olivia  may  feem  ferviceable  ? 
Cefario,  you  do  not  keep  promife  with  me, 

Vio.  Madam? 

Duke.  Gracious  Olivia,-— 

Oli,  What  do  you  fay,  Cefario?— Good  my  lord — 

Vio.  My  lord  v^^ould  fpeak,  my  duty  hufhes  me. 

Oli,  If  it  be  ought  to  the  old  tune,  my  lord, 
It  is  as  fat  and  fulfome  to  mine'  ear 
As  howling  after  mufick. 

Duke.  Still  fo  cruel  ? 

on.  StilLfo  conftant,  lord. 

Duke.  What,  to  perverfenefs  ?  you  uncivil  lady. 
To  vvhofe  ingrate  and  inaufpicious  altars 
My  foal  the  faithfuH'ft  offerings  hath  breath'd  out 
That  e'er  devotion  tender'd !    What  (hall  I  do  ? 

Oli.   Even  Vv  hat  it  pleafe  my  lord,  that  fhall  become  him. 

Duke.  Why  fhould  I  not,  had  I  the  heart  to  do  it, 
Like  to  the  Egyptian  thief,  at  point  of  death, 
Kill  what  I  love;  a  favage  jealoufy. 
That  fometimes  favours  nobly?  But  hear  me  this  : 
jSince  you  to  non-regardance  caft  my  faith, 
And  that  I  partly  know  the  inftrument 
That  fcrews  me  from  my  true  place  in  your  favour. 
Live  you  the  marble-breaHied  tyrant  ftill; 
But  this  your  minion,  whom  I  know  you  love, 
And  whom  by  heaven  I  fwear  I  tender  dearly. 
Him  will  I  tear  out  of  that  cruel  eve, 

Where 


6z  TWELFTH    NIGHT;    OR, 

Where  he  fits  crowned  in  his  mafter's  fpight.— 
Come,  boy,  with  me ;  my  thoughts  are  ripe  in  mifchief  j 
I'll  facrifice  the  lamb  that  I  do  love 
To  fpight  a  raven's  heart  within  a  dove.  [Going, 

Vio,  And  I,  moft  jocund,  apt,  and  willingly, 
To  do  you  reft,  a  thoufand  deaths  would  die.     [Following^, 

Oil,  Where  goes  Cefario  ? 

Vio,  After  him  I  love. 
More  than  I  love  thefe  eyes,  more  than  my  life. 
More,  by  all  mores,  than  e'er  I  fhall  love  wife : 
If  I  do  feign  you  witnefTes  above, 
Puni(h  my  life  for  tainting  of  my  love  ! 

Oli.  Ay  me,  detefted !  how  am  I  beguil'd ! 

Fio,  Who  does  beguile  you  ?  who  does  do  you  wrong  ? 

OH.  Haft  thou  forgot  thy felf?  Is  it  fo  long? — 
Call  forth  thy  holy  father. 

Duhe.   Come,  away.  [To  VlOL^, 

Oli,  Whither,  my  lord  ? — Cefario,  l^uftjand,  flay. 

Duke,  Hufband? 

Oli.  Ay,  hufband  !  Can  he  that  deny  ? 

Duke.  Her  huft)and,  ftrrah  ? 

Vio.  No,  my  lord,  not  I. 

OH,  Alas,  it  is  the  bafenefs  of  thy  fear 
That  makes  thee  ftrangle  thy  propriety: 
Fear  not,  Cefario,  take  thy  fortunes  up  ; 
Be  that  thou  know'ft  thou  art,  and  then  thou  art 
As  great  as  that  thou  fear'ft. — O  welcome,  father! 

Enter  Prieji, 

Father,  I  charge  thee  by  thy  reverence 
Here  to  unfold  (though  lately  we  intended 
To  keep  in  darknefs  what  occafion  now 
Reveals  before  'tis  ripe)  what  thou  doft  know 
Hath  newly  paft  between  this  youth  and  me. 

Prieji,  A  contrail  of  eternal  bond  of  love, 
Confirm'd  by  mutual  joindure  of  your  hands, 
Attefted  by  the  holy  clofe  of  lips, 
Strengthen'd  by  interchangement  of  your  rings  j 
And  all  the  ceremony  of  this  compadi 
Seal'd  in  my  fun6lion  by  my  teftimony : 
Since  when,  my  watch  hath  told  me,  toward  my  grave 
I  have  travell'd  but  two  hours. 

Duh,  O,  thou  diflembling  cub !  what  wilt  thou  be 

I  When 
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When  time  hath  fowM  a  grizzle  on  thy  cafe  ? 
Or  will  not  elfe  thy  craft  (o  quickly  grow, 
That  thine  own  trip  fhall  be  thine  overthrow? 
Farewell,  and  take  her  ;  but  direct  thy  feet 
Where  thou  and  I  henceforth  may  never  nieet, 

F20.  My  lord,  I  do  proteft,— 

OIL  O,  do  not  fwear ; 
Hold  little  faith,  though  thou  haft  too  much  fear. 
Enter  Sir  Andrew  with  his  Head  broke. 

Sir  And,  For  the  love  of  God,  a  furgeons  and  fend  on© 
prefently  to  Sir  Toby. 

Oil.  What's  the  matter? 

Sir  And.  H'as  broke  my  head  acrofs,  and  given  Sir 
Toby  a  bloody  coxcomb  too :  for  the  love  of  God,  your 
help:  I  had  rather  than  forty  pounds  I  were  at  home* 

Oli.  Who  has  done  this,  Sir  Andrew  ? 

Sir  And.  The  count's  gentleman,  one  Cefario:  we  took 
him  for  a  coward,  but  he*s  the  very  devil  incardinate. 

Duke,  My  gentleman,  Cefario ! 

Sir  And.  Od's  Hfelings,  here  he  is: -You  broke  my 

head  for  nothing :  and  that  that  I  did  I  was  fet  on  to  do't 
by  Sir  Toby. 

Vio.  Why  do  you  fpeak  to  me?  I  never  hurt  you: 
You  drew  your  fword  upon  me  without  caufe ; 
But  I  befpake  you  fair,  and  hurt  you  not. 

Sir  And,  If  a  bloody  ccxcomb  be  a  hurt,  you  have  hurt 
jne;  I  think  you  fet  nothing  by  a  bloody  coxcomb. 
Enter  Sir  Toby  drunk .^  led  by  the  Clown, 

Here  comes  Sir  Toby  haltins;,  you  fliall  hear  more: 
but  if  he  had  not  been  in  drink,  he  would  have  tickled  you 
othergates  than  he  did. 

Duke.   How  now,  gentleman?  how  is't  v/ith  you  ? 

Sir  To.  That's  all  one ;  he  has  hurt  me,  and  there's  an 
end  on't. — Sot,  didit  fee  Dick  furgeon,  fot? 

Clo,  O  he's  drunk.  Sir  Toby,  above  an  hour  agone ; 
his  eyes  were  fet  at  eight  i'the  morning. 

Sir  To,  Then  he's  a  rogue,  and  a  pafTy-meafure  pavin: 
I  hate  a  drunken  rogue, 

OH.  Away  with  him:  who  hath  made  this  havock  with 
them  ? 

Sir  And,  I'll  help  you,  Sir  Toby,  becaufe  we'll  be  dreft 
together. 

Sir  To, 
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Sir  To,  Will  you  help  an  afs-head,  and  a  coxeomb,  and 
a  knave;  a  thin  fac'd  knave,  a  gull? 

{^Exeunt  Clown^  Sir  Toby,  and  Sir  Andrew. 

OH,  Get  him  to  bed,  and  let  his  hurt  be  look'd  to. 
Enter  Sebastian. 

Seb.  I  am  forry,  madam,  I  have  hurt  your  kinfman  ; 
But  had  it  been  the  brother  of  my  blood, 
I  muft  have  done  no  lefs  with  wit  and  fafety. 
You  through  a  flrange  regard  upon  me,  and 
By  that  I  do  perceive  it  hath  ofFehded  you ; 
Pardon  me,  fweet  one,  even  for  the  vows 
We  made  each  other  but  fo  late  ago. 

Duke.  One  face,  one  voice,  one  habit,  and  two  perfons  ; 
A  natural  perrpe(5}:ive5  that  is,  and  is  not ! 

Seb,   Antonio,  O,  my  dear  Antonio  ! 
How  have  the  hours  rack'd  and  tortur'd  me 
Since  I  have  loft  thee  ? 

Ant.  Sebaftian  are  you  ? 

Seb.  Fear'ft  thou  that,  Antonio  ? 

Ant.  How  have  you  made  divifion  of  yourfelf  ? — - 
An  apple  cleft  in  two  is  not  more  twin 
Than  thefe  two  creatures.     Which  is  Sebaftian? 

on,  Moft  wonderful ! 

Seb.  Do  I  ftand  there  :  I  never  had  a  brother : 
Nor  can  there  be  that  deity  in  my  nature, 
Of  here  and  every  v/here.     I  had  a  fifter, 
Whom  the  blind  waves  and  furges  have  devour'd  : — 
Of  charity  what  kin  are  you  to  me  ?  [To  ViOLA, 

What  countryman  ?  what  name  ?  what  parentage  ? 

Vio.  OfMefTaline:   Sebaftian  was  my  father  5 
Such  a  Sebaftian  was  my  brother  too. 
So  went  he  ftiited  to  his  watry  tomb  : 
If  fpirits  can  aiTume  both  form  and  fuit, 
You  come  to  fright  us. 

Seb.  A  fpirit  1  am,  indeed ; 
But  am  in  that  dimenfion  grofsly  clad. 
Which  from  the  womb  I  did  participate. 
Were  you  a  woman  as  the  reft  goes  even, 
I  ftiould  my  tears  let  fall  upon  your  cheek. 
And  fay — Thrice  welcome,  drown'd  Viola! 

Fio.  My  father  had  a  mole  upon  his  brow, 

Seb,  And  fo  had  mine. 

Fio. 
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Vlo.  And  dy'd  that  day  when  Viola  from  her  birth 
Had  number'd  thirteen  years. 

Seb.  O,  that  record  is  lively  in  my  foul ! 
He  finifhed  indeed  his  mortal  adl 
That  day  that  made  my  fifter  thirteen  years. 

Vio.  If  nothing  lets  to  make  us  happy  both. 
But  this  my  mafculine  ufurp'd  attire, 
Do  not  embrace  me  till  each  circumftance 
Of  place,  time,  fortune,  do  cohere  and  jump 
That  I  am  Viola  :  which  to  confirm 
I'll  bring  you  to  a  captain  in  this  town, 
Where  lie  my  maid's  weeds  ;  by  whofe  gentle  help 
I  was  preferv'd  to  ferve  this  noble  count : 
All  the  occurrence  of  my  fortune  fince 
Hath  been  between  this  lady  and  this  lord. 

Seb,  So  comes  it,  lady,  you  have  been  miftook  : 

[To  Olivia. 
But  Nature  to  her  bias  drew  in  that. 
You  would  have  been  contradled  to  a  maid; 
Nor  are  you  therein  by  my  life  deceived,  > 

You  are  betroth'd  both  to  a  maid  and  man. 

Duke.  Be  not  amaz'd;  right  noble  is  his  blood.— 
If  this  be  fo,  as  yet  the  glafs  feems  true, 
I  Ihall  have  fhare  in  this  mod  happy  wreck: 
Boy,  thou  haft  faid  to  me  a  thoufand  times  [To  Vio. 

Thou  never  fhouldft  love  woman  like  to  me;. 

Fio,  And  all  thofe  fayings  I  will  overfvveari 
And  all  thofe  fvvearings  keep  as  true  in  foul. 
As  doth  that  orbed  continent  the  fire 
That  fevers  day  from  nigRt. 

Duke.  Give  me  thy  hand  ; 
And  let  me  fee  thee  in  thy  woman's  weeds. 

Fio.  The  captain,  that  did  bring  me  firft  on  fliore. 
Hath  my  maid's  garments :  he,  upon  fome  a6tion, 
Is  now  in  durance,  at  Malvolio's  fait, 
A  gentleman,  and  follower  of  my  lady's. 

OH  He  ihall  enlarge  him  :   Fetch  Malvolio  hither. 
And  yet,  alas,  now  I  remember  me. 
They  fay,  poor  gentleman,  he's  much  diftradl. 

Re-enter  Cloivn  with  a  L  etter 
A  moft  extracting  frenzy  of  mine  own 
From  niy  remembra  xe  clearly  banifh'd  his— 
How  does  he,  firrah  ? 

8  Ch, 
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Clo,  Truly,  madam,  he  holds  Belzebub  at  the  ftave^S 
end,  as  well  as  a  man  in  his  cafe  may  do  :  h'as  here  writ  a 
letter  to  you ;  I  fhould  have  given't  you  to-day  morning  ; 
but  as  a  madman's  epiftles  are  no  gofpels,  fo  it  fkills  not 
much  when  they  are  delivered. 

OIL   Open't,  and  read  it. 

Clo.  Look  then  to  be  well  edify'd,  when  the  fool  delivers 
the  madman. — By  the  Lord^  madam — ^ 

Olu   How  now,  art  thou  mad  ? 

Clo.  No,  madam.  I  do  but  read  madnefs:  an  your 
ladyfhip  will  ha v  e  it  as  it  ought  to  be,  you  muft  allow  vox. 

Oil.  Prithee,  read  i'thy  right  wits. 

Clo.  So  I  do.  Madonna ;  but  to  read  his  right  wits  is  to 
read  thus  ;  therefore  perpend,  my  princefs,  and  give  ear. 

OIL  Read  it  you,  iirrah.  [To  Fabian". 

Fab.  [Reads-.]  By  the  Lord^  madam^  you  wrong  me^  and 
the  world  Jhall  know  it :  though  you  have  put  me  into  dark^ 
fiefs^  and  given  your  drunken  coujin  rule  over  me^  yet  have  I 
the  benefit  of  my  fenje.%  as  well  as  your  lady/hip.  I  have  your 
cwrMetter  that  induced  me  to  the  jmhlance  I  put  on\  with  the 
which  I  doubt  not  but  to  do  myfelf  much  right  or  you  much 
/hame.  Think  of  me  as  you  pteafe.  I  leave  my  duty  a  little 
unthought  of  andfpeak  out  of  my  injury. 

The  madly-us^d  Malvolio» 

OIL  Did  he  write  this  ? 

Clo,  Ay,  madam. 

Duke.  This  favours  not  much  of  difl:ra61:Ion. 

OIL  See  him  deiiv^er'd,  Fabian;  bring  him  hither. 
My  lord,  fo  pleaie  you,  thefe  things  further  thought  on, 
To  think  me  as  well  a  filler  as  a  wife. 
One  day  fhali  crov/n  the  alliance  on'tj  fo  pleafe  you, 
Here  at  my  hcufe  and  at  my  proper  coft. 

Duke.  Madam^  I  am  moil  apt  to  einbrace  your  offer. 
Your  mafter  quifrs  you  :  and,  for  your  fervice  done  him, 
So  much  agu;nfl  the  rneial  of  your  fex,  [To  ViOLA. 

So  far  beneath  your  fofi:  and  tender  breeding, 
And  fmce  you  call'd  me  mafler  for  fo  long. 
Here  is  my  hand ;  you  fhall  from  this  time  be 
Your  mailer's  miftrefs. 

OH,  A  filler? — you  are  fhe. 

Re-enter 


wrtAT    YOU   WILL. 
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"ke-entcr  Fabian  with  Malvolio. 
t)uh.  Is  this  the  madman? 

Ol'u  Ay,  my  lord,  this  fame  :  How  now,  Malvolio  ? 
Mai.  Madam,  you  have  done  me  wrong,  notorious  wrong* 
Oil.  Have  I,  Malvolio  ?  no. 

Mai.  Lady,  you  have.     Pray  you,  perufe  that  letter; 
You  muft  not  now  deny  it  is  your  hand, 
Write  from  it,  if  you  can,  in  hand  or  phrafe ; 
Or  fay  'tis  not  your  feal,  nor  your  invention : 
You  can  fay  none  of  this :   Well,  grant  it  then. 
And  tell  me  in  the  modefty  of  honour, 
Why  you  have  given  me  fuch  clear  lights  of  favour  % 
Bade  me  come  fmiling  and  crofs-garter'd  to  you. 
To  put  on  yellow  ftockings,  and  to  frown 
Upon  Sir  Toby,  and  the  lighter  people : 
And,  a6llng  this  in  an  obedient  hope, 
Why  have  you  fuffer'd  me  to  be  imprifon'd. 
Kept  in  a  dark  houfe,  vifited  by  the  prieft, 
And  made  the  moft  notorious  geek  and  gull 
That  e'er  invention  play'd  on  ?  tell  me  why? 
Oil.  Alas,  Malvolio,  this  is  not  my  writings 
Though,  I  confefs,  much  like  the  character : 
But  out  of  queftion,  'tis  Maria's  hand. 
And,  now  I  do  bethink  me,  it  was  ihe 
Firft  told  me  thou  waft  mad  ;  then  cam'ft  In  fmiling, 
And  in  fuch  forms  which  here  were  prefuppos'd 
Upon  thee  In  the  letter.     Prithee,  be  content : 
This  pra6lice  hath  moft  fhrewdly  pafs'd  upon  thee : 
But  when  we  know  the  grounds,  and  authors  of  it. 
Thou  (halt  be  both  the  plaintift  and  the  judge 
Of  thine  own  caufc. 

Fah,  Good  madam,  hear  me  fpeak ; 
And  let  no  quarrel  nor  no  brawl  to  come 
Taint  the  condition  of  this  prefent  hour 
Which  I  have  w^onder'd  at.     In  hope  it  fhall  not, 
Moft  freely  I  confefs  myfelf  and  Toby 
Set  this  device  againft  Malvolio  here, 
Upon  fome  ftubborn  and  uncourteous  parts 
We  had  conceiv'd  againft  him  :  Maria  writ 
The  letter,  at  Sir  Toby's  great  importance  i 
In  recompence  whereof  he  hath  marry'd  her. 
How  with  a  fportful  malice  it  was  follow'd, 
May  rather  pluck  on  laughter  than  reveno-e; 

If 
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If  that  the  Injuries  be  jiiftly  weigh'd 
That  have  on  both  fides  paft. 

Oil.  Alas,  podr  fool !  how  have  they  baffled  thee  ? 

Clo,  Why,  fo?ne  are  born  great^  fome  atchleve  greatncfs^ 
and  fome  have  greatnefs  thrown  upon  them.  I  was  one,  lir, 
in  this  interlude;- one  Sir  Topas,  fir;  but  that*s  all  one: 
By  the  Lordj  fool^  I  am  not  7nad-^ — But  do  you  remember, 
madam, — IVhy  laugh  you  at  fiich  a  barren  rafcal?  an  yoii 
fm'ile  not  he's  gegg'd:  And  thus  the  whirligig  of  time  brings 
in  his  revenges, 

MaL  I'll  be  reveng'd  on  the  whole  pack  of  you.   [Exito 

OIL  He  hath  been  moft  notorioufly  abus'd. 

Duke,  Purfue  him  and  entreat  him  to  a  peace  :  — 
He  hath  not  told  us  of  the  captain  yet ; 
When  that  is  known,  and  golden  time  convents, 
A  folemn  combination  fliall  be  made 
Of  our  dear  fouls  : — ^Mean  time,  fweet  fifter, 
We  v/ill  not  part  from  hence.— Cefario,  come  ; 
For  fo  you  fhall  be  while  you  are  a  man ; 
But,  when  In  other  habits  you  are  feeiiy 
Orfmo's  miftrefs  and  his  fancy's  queen,  [Exeunt, 

Clown  fings. 
TVhen  that  I  was  a  little  tiny  boy^ 

With  hey  hoy  the  wind  and  the  rain^ 
Afoolijh  thi'rig  zvas  but  a  toy, 

For  the  rain  it  raineth  every  day. 
But  when  I  came  to  man's  ejiate, 

V/ith  hey  ho^  l^c. 
^Gainji  knaves  and  thieves  menjhut  their  gate^ 

For  the  rain.)  &'c. 
But  vjhen  I  came,  alas^  to  wive^ 

With  hey  ho,  cfrV. 
By  fwaggering  could  I  /lever  thrive. 

For  the  rain,  l^c. 
But  when  I  ca?n?  unto  my  beds. 

With  hey  ho,  &c. 
If^ith  tofs -pots  Jim  had  drunken  headsy 

For  the  rain,  i^c. 
A  great  while  ago  the  iporld  begun. 

With  hey  ho,  &c. 
But  that's  all  one,  our  play  is  done. 

And  vjs'lljlrive  to  pleafe  you  ^very  day,        [Exit, 
THE     END. 
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DRAMATIS     PERSON /E. 

MEN. 


Ferdinand,  King  of  Navarre* 

T  *  1  T/jree  Lords,    attending  upen  the  KiriP  in  his 

^  '     I       Retirement, 

DUMAIN,  J 

iJoYET,         I  J-  ^^    attending  upon  the  Princefs  of  France, 

Mercade,J  ^"       »  ^    ^  -^    -^ 

Don  Adrianode  Armado,  a fantaftical Spaniard, 

Nathaniel,  a  Curate, 

Dull,  a  Conjiahk. 

HoLOFERNES,  a  Schoolmcfur, 

Costard,  a  Clown, 

Moth,  Page  to  Don  Adriano  dc  Armado, 

A  Eorrefer , 


WOMEN. 


Princefs  of  France, 

KOSALINE,  1 

Maria,  fLadieSy  attending  on  the  Princefs, 

Katharine,  J 
jAayENETTA,  a  Country  Wench, 

Officers^  and  others.  Attendants  upon  the  King  and  Prince] s, 

ScEKE,  the  King  of  Naidrte'^s  Palace ,  and' the  Couyitry  near  it. 


This  enumeration  of  the  perfons  was  made  by  Mr.  Rowci 

Johnson* 
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ACT     I.      SCENE     I. 

Navarre »     ^he  Palace.     Enter  the  King^  BiRON,  LoN- 
6AVILLE,   and    DUMAIN. 

King. 

I  y  E  T  fame,  that  all  hunt  after  in  their  lives. 
Live  reglllered  upon  our  brazen  tombs. 
And  then  grace  us  in  the  difgrace  of  death  ; 
When,  fpight  of  cormoraar  devouring  time. 
The  endeavour  of  this  f:.\!o.;t  breath  may  buy- 
That  honour,  which  fhall  ijate  his  fcythe's  keen  edge, 
And  make  us  heirs  of  all  er:rnir.y. 
Therefore,  brave  conquer;:)rr, !— for  fo  you  are, 
That  war  againlt  your  o;vn  afFe^ions, 
And  the  huge  army  of  the  v^orld's  defires, — 
Our  late  edi(5l  (hall  ftrongly  Aand  in  force  : 
Navarre  fhall  be  the  wonder  of  the  world; 
Our  court  (hall  be  a  little  Academe, 
Still  and  contemplative  in  living  art. 
You  three,  Blron,    Dumain,  and  Longaville, 
Have  fworn  for  three  years'  term  to  live  with  me. 
My  fellow  fcholars,   and  to  keep  thofe  ftatutes. 
That  are  recorded  in  this  fchedule  here  ; 
Your  oaths  are  pafl,  and  now  fubfcfibe  your  names ; 
That  his  own  hand  may  flrike  his  honour  down, 
That  violates  the  fmallefl:  branch  htrdn  : 
If  you  are  arm'd  to  do,  as  fwcrn  to  do, 
Subfcribe  to  your  deep  oath,  and  keep  it  too. 

Long.   I  am  refolv'd  :  'tis  but  a  three  years  fill ; 
The  mind  fhall  banquet,  though  the  boay  pine: 
Fat  paunches  have  ie^n  pites;  and  dainty  bits 
Make  rich  the  ribs,  but  banker-out  the  wits. 

A  2  Dum* 
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Bum.  My  loving  lord,  Dumain  is  mortifyM  j 
The  groflfer  manner  of  thcfe  world's  delights 
He  throws  upon  the  grofs  world's  bafer  flaves  : 
To  love,  to  wealth,  to  pomp,  I  pine  and  die  ; 
With  all  thefe  living  in  philofophy. 

Biron,  I  can  but  fay  their  proteftation  over. 
So  much,  dear  liege,  I  have  already  fworn. 
That  is,  To  live  and  ftudy  here  three  years. 
But  there  are  other  Ari<51:  obfervances  : 
As,  not  to  fee  a  woman  in  that  term ; 
Which,  1  hope  well,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And,  one  day  in  a  week  to  touch  no  food  ; 
And  but  one  meal  on  every  day  befide; 
The  which,  I  hope,  is  not  enrolled  there. 
And  then,  to  deep  but  three  hours  in  the  night. 
And  not  be  feen  to  wink  of  all  the  day 
(When  I  was  wont  to  think  no  harm  all  nighty 
Aad  make  a  dark  night  too  of  half  the  day) ; 
Which,  I  hope  well,   is  not  enrolled  there. 
O,  thefe  are  barren  taflcs,   too  hard,  to  keep  ; 
Not  to  fee  ladies,  ftudy,  faft,  nor  fleep. 

King,  Your  oath  is  pafs'd  to  pafs  away  from  thefe. 

Biron,  Let  me  fay,  no,   my  liege,  an  if  you  pleafe; 
1  only  fwore,  to  fludy  with  your  grace, 
And  (lay  here  in  your  court  for  three  years'  fpace. 

Long,  You  fwore  to  that,  Biron,  and  to  the  reft. 

Biron,  By  yea  and  nay,   fir,  then  I  fwore  in  jeft.— ^ 
What  is  the  end  of  ftudy  I  let  me  know. 

King,  Why,    that  to  know,  which  elfe  we  fhould  not 
know. 

Biron,  Things  hid  and  barr'd  (you  mean)  from  com- 
mon fenfe  ? 

King,  Ay  ;   that  is  ftudy's  god-like  rccompenc^. 

Biron.  Come  on  then,   I  will  fwear  to  ftudy  fo. 
To  know  the  thing  I  am  forbid  to  know  : 
As  thus, — To  ftudy  where  I  well  may  dine, 

When  I  to  feali  exprcfsly  am  forbid  ; 
Or,  ftudy  where  to  meet  fome  miftreis  fine. 

When  miftreffes  from  common  fenfe  are  hid  : 
Or,  having  fwoiii  too  hard  a-keeping  oath, 
Siiudy  to  break  it,  and  not  break  my  troth. 
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iiF  (Judy's  gain  be  thus,   and  this  be  fo,  ^ 

Study  knows  that,  which  yet  it  doth  not  know :  f 

Swe^r  me  to  this,  and  I  will  ne'er  fay,  no.  ^ 

King.  Thefe  be  the  (lops  that  hinder  ftudy  quite, 
And  train  our  intcl lefts  to  vain-delight. 

Biron,  Why,  a!l  delight^  nre  vain  j  but  that  moil  vain. 
Which,   with  pain  purchas'd,  doth  inherit  pain  : 
As,  painfully  to  pore  upon  a  book, 

To  feek  the  light  of  truth  ;  while  truth  the  while 
Doth  falfely  blind  the  eye-fight  of  his  IdoU  : 

Light,   feeking  light,   doth  light  of  light  begdile: 
So,  ere  you  find  where  light  in  darknefs  lies, 
Your  light  grows  dark  by  lofing  of  your  eyes. 
Study  me  how  to  pleafe  the  eye  indeed, 

By  fixing  it  upon  a  fairer  eye  ; 
Who  dazzling  fo,  that  eye  (hall  be  his  heed, 

And  give  him  light  that  was  it  blinded  by. 
Study  is  like  the  heaven's  glorious  fun. 

That  will  not  be  deep  fearch'd  with  faucy  lojks; 
Small  have  continual  plodders  ever  won, 

Save  bafe  authority  from  others'  books. 
Thefe  earthly  godfathers  of  heaven's  lights. 

That  give  a  nanie  to  every  fixed  ftar, 
Have  no  more  profit  of  their  (hining  nights. 

Than  thofe  that  walk  and  wot  not  what  they  are. 
Too  much  to  know,  is,  to  know  nought  but  fame ; 
And  every  godfather  can  give  a  name. 

Kin^,   Flow  well  he's  read,   to  reafon  againfi  reading? 

Diiin.  Proceeded  well,    to  flop  all  good  proceeding  ! 

Long.  He  Weeds  the  corn,  and  iVill  lets  grow  the  weed- 
ing. 

Jjlron.   The  fpring  is  near,  when  green    fnidc   are  ;i 
breeding 

T)u?n.  fJow  follows  that  ? 

irliron.  Fit  in  his  place  and  time. 

Du?n.  In  reafon  nothing. 

Biron.   Something  then  in  rhime. 

Lon^.  Biron  is  like  an  envious  fneaplng  froft. 
That  bites  the  firft-born  infants  or  the  fpring. 

Slron,  Wellj   fay  I  am  :   why  fliould   proud   fummer 
boali, 
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Before  the  birds  have  any  caufe  to  fing  ? 
Why  fhould  I  joy  in  an  abortive  birth  ? 
At  Chriftmas  I  no  more  defire  a  rofe, 
Than  W](h  a  fnow  in  May's  new-fangled  fliows^ 
But  like  of  each  thing  that  in  feafon  grows. 
So  you,  to  ftiidy  now  it  is  too  late, 
That  were  to  climb  o'er  the  houfe  t'unlock  the  gate. 
King,  Well,   fit  you  out  :  go  home,  Biron  ;   adieu  ! 
Birsn.  No,  my  good  lord  j  I  have  fworn  to  ftay  with 
you  : 
And,   though  I  have  for  barbarifm  fpoke  more. 
Than  for  that  angel  knowledge  you  can  fay. 
Yet  confident  I'll  keep  what  I  have  fwore, 

And  bide  the  penance  of  each  three  years'  day. 
Give  me  the  paper,  let  me  read  the  fame ; 
And  to  the  llrift'ft  decrees  I'll  write  my  name. 

King.  How   well   this   yielding   refcues   thee   from 

fhame ! 
Bii^m.  Item,  That  Ho  woman  JJjall  come  within  a  mile  of 
my  court,  [Reading.]  Hath  this  been  proclaimed  ? 
Lo-ng,  Four  days  ago.  ^  ^ 

Biron,  Let's  fee   the   penalty. — On  pain  of  lofing  her 
^(?K^w^.— [Reading.']   Who  devis'd  this  penalty  ? 
Long,  Marry,  that  did  I. 
Biron,  Sweet  lord,  and  why  ? 

Long,  To  fright  them  hence  with  that  dread  penalty  ? 
Biron,  A  dangerous  law  againll  gentility  ! 
Item,  [Reading.]  If  any  man  he  feen  to  talk  with  a 
ivoman  within  the  term  of  three  years ^  he  Jhall  endure 
fuch  publick  Jhame  as  the  rejl  of  the  court  can  fojftbly 
de-vife, — - 
This  article,   my  liege,  yourfelf  mufl  break  ; 

For,  well  you  know,  here  comes  in  embafly 
The  French  king's  daughter,   with  yourfelf  to  fpeak, — 

A  maid  of  grace,  and  complete  majefly. — 
About  furrender-up  of  Aquitain 

To  her  decrepit,  fick,  and  bed- rid  father  : 
Therefore  this  article  is  made  in  vain, 

Or  vainly  comes  the  admired  princefs  hither. 
King.  What   fay   you,   lords  ?    why,    this   was  quite 
forgot. 

Biron, 
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Biron.  So  fludy  evermore  is  overfhot ; 
While  it  dorh  ftudy  to  have  what  it  would. 
It  doth  forget  to  do  the  thing  it  (hould  : 
And  when  it  hath  the  thing  it  hunteth  moH:, 
*Tis  won,  as  towns  with  fire ;   fo  won,  fo  loft. 

King.  We  muft,  of  force,  difpenfe  with  this  decree ; 
She  mufl  lie  here  on  mere  neceffity. 

Biron,  Necellity  will  make  us  all  forfworn 
•  Three  thoufand  times  within  this  three ^^ears  fpace; 
For  every  man  with  his  affccfs  is  born  ; 

Not  by  might  mafter'd,  but  by  fpecial  grace  : 
If  I  break  faith,  this  word  fhall  fpeakfor  me, 
I  am  forfworn  on  mere  necedity. — 
So  to  the  laws  at  large  I  v/rite  my  name  : 

And  he,  that  breaks  them  in  the  leafl  degree, 
Stands  in  attainder  of  eternal  fhame  : 

Suggeftions  are  to  others  as  to  me ; 
Bur,  I  believe,  although  I  feem  fo  loth, 
I  am  the  laft  that  will  lafi:  keep  his  oath. 
But  is  there  no  quick  recreation  granted  ? 

King,^   Ay,  that  there   is :   our  court,    you  know,  li 
haunted 

With  a  refined  traveller  of  Spain ; 
A  man  in  all  the  world's  new  fadiion  planted, 

That  hath  a  mint  of  phrafes  in  his  brain  : 
One,  whom  the  mufick  of  his  own  vain  tongue 

Doth  ravifh,  like  enchanting  harmony  ; 
A  man  of  com-pliments,  whom  right  and  wrong 

Have  chofe  as  umpire  of  their  mutiny  : 
This  child  of  fancy,  that  Armado  hight. 

For  interim  to  our  fludies,  fhall  relate, 
In  high-born  words,  the  worth  of  many  a  knight 

From  tawny  Spain,  lofl  in  the  world's  debater- 
How  you  delight,  my  lords,  I  know  not,  I  ;  1 
But,  I  proteff,  1  love  to  hear  him  lie,  r 
And  I  will  ufe  him  for  my  minrtrelfy.                              J 

Blron.  Armado  is  a  mofl  illuil:rious  wight, 
A  man  of  fire  new  words,  fafhions  own  knight. 

Long.  Coflard  the  fwain,  and  he,  (hall  be  our  fport; 
And,  fo  to  Itudy,  three  years  is  but  (hort» 
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Enter  Dull,  ^7/2^  Co  s  t  a  r  d ,  with  a  t etfer. 

Dull  Which  is  the  duke's  own  per  Ton  I 
Biron^  This,  fellow ;   What  would'li  ? 
Dull,  I  myfelf  reprehend  his  own  pciTon,  for  I  am 
his  grace's  tharborobgh  ;  but  1  would  fee  his  own  perfow- 
in  flefh  and  blood. 
Biron.  This  is  he. 

DulL    Signior   Arme  — ,    Arme,  —  con^imends  you. 
There's  villainy  abroad  ;  this  letter  will  tell  you  more. 
Cofi,  Sir,  the  contempts  thereof  are  as  touching  me. 
King.  A  letter  from  the  magnificent  Armado. 
Biron,  How  low  foever  the  matter,  1  hope  in  God  for 
high  words. 

Lon^,  A  high  hope  for  a  low  having  :  God  grant  us 
patience ! 

Biron,  To  hear  ?  or  forbear  hearing  ? 
Long.  To  hear  meekly,  fir,  and  to  laugh  moderately ; 
or  to  forbear  both. 

Biron,  Well,  fir,  be  it  as  the  ftile  fhall  give  us  caufe  to 
climb  in  the  merrinefs. 

Coji.  The  matter  is  to  me,  fir,  as  concerning  Jaquenet- 
ta.     The  manner  of  it  is,   I  was  taken  with  the  manner. 
Biron.  In  what  manner  ? 

€0/}.  In  manner  and  form  following,  fir  ;  all  thofe 
three:  I  was  feen  with  her,  in  the  manor  houfe,  fitting 
with  her  upon  the  form,  and  taken  following  her  into  the 
park  ;  which,  put  together,  is,  in  manner  and  form  fol- 
lowing. Now,  fir,  for  the  manner, — it  is  the  manner 
of  a  man  to  fpeak  to  a  woman  :  for  the  form,— in  fomc 
form. 

Biron.  For  the  following,  fir  ? 

CoJi.  As  it  fliall  follow  in  my  corre^Ion  ;  and  God  de- 
fend the  right  I 

King.  Will  you  hear  the  letter  with  attention  ? 
Biron.  As  we  would  hear  an  oracle. 
CoJi.  Such  is  ihe  fimplicity  of  man  to  hearken  after 
the  fiefli. 

King.  [Reads.]  Great  deputy,  the  welkins  vicegerent^ 
and  file  dominator  of  Navarre^  my  feid^s  earth*  s  Gody  and 
hodf  s  foji'' ring  patron. — 

Coft.  Not  a  word  of  Coftard  yet : 

King. 
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A'/>7^.   So  it  is. — 

Co/i    it  may  be  To:   but  if  he  fay  it  is  fo,  he  is,  ia 
tdliog  true,   but  fo,  fo. 

KinZ'  Peace. 

Co/f, — be  to  me,  aud  every  man  that  dares  not  fight ! 

King.   No  words. 

Co/i. — of  other  men's  fecrct?,  I  befeechyou. 

King.  So  it  is,  be fiegedzuith  fat)le- coloured  7nelancholy\  I 
didcoynmendthe  black  opprejjing  humour  to  the  mcft  wholefome 
phyjick  of  thy  henlch  giving  air  \  and.  as  lam  a  gtntk' 
man,  hetook  my  [elf  to  walk.  The  tunc,  vjhen  ?  About  the 
fnth  hour  \  when  ben/is  mofl  graze,  birds  hefi  peck.,  and 
men  fit  douun  to  that  nourijh?nsnt  ^vhich  is  called  flipper.  So 
much  for  the  time  when  :  Noiv  for  the  ground  which  ; 
which,  I  mean,  I  walk'd  upon  :  it  is  ycleped,  thy  park* 
^Thcn  for  the  place  where  ;  where,  I  mean.,  I  did  encounter 
that  obfcene  and  mc/l  prepojlerous  events  that  draweth  from 
my  fnow-white  fen  the  ebon-iOlotird  ink^  which  here  thou 
-oiewejt^  behold? ft.,  fiirveyeft^  or  feeft :  Hut  to  the  place, 
'where y — itftandeth  north -'riorih  eajl  and  by  eafl  from  the 
vjeji  corner  of  thy  curious-knotted  garden  :  There  did  I  fee 
that  lo'iU'fpirited  fwain,  that  bafe  minnozu  of  thy  mirth^ 
{Cofl.  Me.*)  that  unletter  d  fmallkn. wing  foul,  [Coji.  Me.) 
that  Jl)allGW  vaffaU  {CoJi.  Still  me  )  which,  as  I  remember^ 
hight  Coftardy  [Ccfi.  O  m^l)  forted  and  c^nforted,  contrary 
to  thy  eflablijhed  proclaijned  edidi  and  continent  canon.,  -with^ 
— with —  O  withf — but  with  this  I  pajfion  to  fay  when- 
'ivith — 

Co,fl.  With  a  wench. 

King.  IFith  a  child  of  our  grandmother  Eve,  a  female  ; 
or,' for  thy  more  fjoeet  underjlanding,  a  'vjoman.  Him,  I 
(as  my  ever-efteemed  duty  pricks  me  on)  have  fent  to  thee., 
to  receive  the  meed  of  punijhment,  by  thy  fweet  grace'' s  of- 
ficer, Anthony  Dull;  a  man  of  good  repute,  carriage,  bear^ 
ing.,  and  efiimation. 

Dull,  Me,  an't  fli^ll  pleafe  you  ;  I  aju  Anthony  Dull. 

King.  For  Jaquenctta  (fo  is  the  ^lueaker  ve.ffel  called 
which  I  apprehended  wi^h  the  afo^efaid  fovain),  I  keep  her 
fis  a  vefjcl  of  thy  lanf  s  fury  ;  atid  Jhall,  at  the  leaft  of  thy 
weet  notice,  bring  her  to  trial.  Thine,  in  all  cotnpliments 
G  devoted  and  heart-burning  heat  of  duty, 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado, 
B   <  Biron, 
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Biron.  This  is  not  fo  well  as  I  look'd  for,  but  the  beft 
that  ever  I  heard. 

King,  Ay,  the  beft  for  the  word.     But,  firrah,  what 
fay  you  to  this  ? 

Cofi,  Sir,  I  confefs  the  wench. 

King.  Did  you  hear  the  proclamation  ? 

Coji.  I  d.Q  confefs  much  of  the  hearing  it,  but  little  of 
the  maiking  of  it. 

Ki/ig,  It  was  proclaim'd  a  year's  imprifonment  to  be 
taken  with  a  wench. 

Co/i,  I  was  taken  with  none,  fir  ;  I  was  taken  with  a 
damofel. 

King.  Well,  it  was  proclaimed  damofel. 

Cqft.  This  was  no  damofel  neither,  fir;  (he  was  a 
virgin. 

King>  It  is  fo  varied  too  ;  for  it  was  proclaim'd,  virgin, 

Ojft.  If  it  were,  I  deny  her  virginity  ;  1  was  taken 
with  a  maid. 

King^  This  maid  will  not  ferve  your  turn,  fir. 

CoJi.    This  maid  will  ferve  my  turn,  fir. 

King.  Sir,  I  will  pronounce  fentence ;  you  fliall  fall  a 
week  v»/ith  bran  and  water. 

Co/i.  I  h^id  rather  pray  a  month  with  mutton  and  por- 
ridge. 

King.  And  Don  Armado   fhn'l  be  your  keeper. — My 
lord  Biron,  fee  him  delivered  o*er.' — 
And  gO  we,  lords,  to  put  in  pra6lice  that 

Which  each  to  other  hath  fo  flrongly  fworn.  [^Exeunt, 

Biron.  I'll  hy  mv  bead  to  any  good  man's  hat, 
Thcfe  oaths  and  laws  will  prove  an  idle  fcorn. — 
Sirrah,  come  on. 

CoJi.  I  fufFer  for  the  truth,  fir  :  for  true  it  is,  I  was 
taken  with  Jaquenetta,  and  Jaquenetta  is  a  true  girl  ; 
and. therefore.  Welcome  the  four  cup  of  profperity  !  Af- 
ilitflion  may  one  day  fmile  again^  and  'till  then,  fit  thee 
down,  fjrrow  I  '    [Exeunt. 
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S  C  E  N  E    II. 

ArMADo's  i/ij?//^.     £«/^r  Armado,  and  Moth» 

Jrm.  Boy,  what  fign  is  it,  when  a  man  of  great  fpirit 
grows  melancholy  ? 

Moth.  A  great  fign,  fir,  that  he  will  look  fad. 

J?yn.  Why,  fadnefs  is  one  and  the  felf-fame  thing,  deas 
imp. 

Moth.  No,  no  ;  O  lord,  fir,  no. 

j^rm.  How  canft  thou  part  fadnefs  and  melancholy,  my 
tender  Juvenal  ? 

Moth,  By  a  familiar  demon flratlon  of  the  working,  my 
tough  fignior. 

j-fr?n.  Why  tough  fignior  ?  why  tough  fignior  ? 

Moth,  Why  tender  Juvenal  ?  why  tender  juvenal  ? 

jirnu  I  fpoke  it,  tender  juvenal,  as  a  congruent  cpithet- 
on,  appertaining  to  thy  young  days,  which  we  may  no- 
minate, tender. 

Moth,  And  I,  tough  fignior,  as  an  appertinent  title  to 
your  old  time,  which  we  may  name,  tough. 

Jrm,  Pretty,  and  apt. 

Moth.  How  mean  you,  fir  ?  I  pretty,  ap'^.  my  faying 
apt  ?  or  I  apt,  and  my  faying  pretty  ? 

Jr?n,   Thou  pretty,  becaufe  little. 

Moth,  Little  pretty,  becaufe  liftle  :  Wherefore  apt  ? 

jirm.  And  therefore  apt^  becaufe  quick. 

Moth.  Speak  you  this  in  my  praife,  mafler  ? 

Jrm.  In  thy  condign  praife. 

Moth,  I  will  praife  an  eel  with  the  fame  praife. 

Ar7n,  WHiat  ?  that  an  eel  is  ingenious  ? 

Moth.  That  an  eel  is  quick. 

Arm.  I  do  fay,  thou  art  quick  in  anfwers :  Thou  heat'ft 
my  blood. 

Moth,   I  am  anfwer'd,  fir. 

Jrm,    I  love  not  to  be  crofs'd. 

A^th.  He  fpeaks  the  mere  contrary,,  crofies  love  not 
him. 

Jrm.  I  have  promifed  to  fludy  three  years  with  the 
duke. 

Moth.  You  naay  do  it  in  an  hour,  fir. 

B  4  Jrm* 


1%  love's  labour's  lost. 

Jnn.  InpofTible. 

Moth,  H  AV  many  is  one  thrice  told  ? 

Jnn.  I  aai  ill  at  reckoning,  it  fitteth  the  fpirir  of  a 
tapper. 

jMotb.  Yon  are  a  gentleman,  and  a  gamefter,  fir. 

Arin.  I  confefs  both  ;  they  are  both  the  varnifii  of  a 
complete  man. 

Moth.  Then,   I  am  fure,   you  know   how   much  the 
grofsfiim  of  deuce-ace  amounts  to. 
'    Arm.  It  doth  amount  to  one  more  than  two. 

Moth.  Which  the  bafe  vulgar  do  call,   three. 

Arm.  True. 

Aioth.  Why,  fir,  is  this  fuch  a  piece  of  ftudy?  No\f 
here  is  three  ftudied,  ere  you1l  thrice  wink  ;  and  how  eafy 
it  is  to  put  years  to  the  wojid  three,  Mnd  fiudy  three  years 
in  two  words,  the  dancing  horfe  will  tell  you. 

Arm.   A  moft  fine  fig  use  ! 

Moth.  To  prove  you  a  cypher. 
■  Arm.  I  will  hereupon  confefs.  I  am  in  love  :  and,  as  it 
js  bafe  for  a  foldier  to  lore,  fo  I  am  in  love  wirh  a  bafe 
wench.  If  drawing  my  fword  againfl:  the  humour  of  af- 
fection WQp^d  deliver  me  from  the  reprobate  thought  of 
it,  I  would  take  defire  prifoner  -,  and  ranfom  him  to  any 
French  courtier  for  a  new  devis'd  court'fy.  I  think  fcorn 
tough;  methinks,  I  Oiould  out-fwear  Cupid.  Comfort 
me,  boy  ;  What  great  men  have  been  in  love  ^ 
'    Moth,   Hercules,  m.aAer. 

j4rm.  Mort  fweet  Hercules  !  —  More  authority,  dear 
boy,  name  more  ;  and,  fweet  my  child,  let  them  b?  tr.ca 
of  good  repute  and  carriage. 

Moth.  Sampfon,  maflcr  :  he  was  a  man  of  good  carriage, 
j7.reat  carriage  ;  for  he  carried  the  town-gates  on  his  back, 
like  a  porter :  and  he  was  in  love. 

j^rm.  O  well-knit  ^ampfon  !  (Irong-jointed  Sampfon  ! 
I  do  excel  thee  in  my  rapier,  as  much  as  ihou  didft  me  in 
carrying  j-ates.  I  am  io  IpVti  too. — Who  w^s  Sajiipfon's 
love,  my  dear  Moth  ?  ' 

Afoth.  A  woman,  mafler. 

^^rm.  Of  what  complexion  ? 

Moth.  Of  all  the  four,  or  the  three,  or  the  t\yo  ;  or  one 
©f  ihe  four. 
'     •  •   ■     ''  Arm. 
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^rm»  Tell  me  precifely  of  what  complexion  ? 
Moth.  Of  the  fea^water  green,  fir. 
Arm.  Is  that  one  of  the  four  complexions  \ 
Moth.  As  I  have  read,  fir  ;  and  the  bed  of  them  too, 
'  Jrm.  Green,   indeed,  is  the  colour  of  lovers  ;  but  to 
have'a  love  of  that  colour,  methinks,  Sampfon  had  fmall 
reafon  for  it.     He,  furely,  afFe<5led  her  for  her  wit. 
Aloth.  It  was  fo,  fir  ;  for  One  had  a  green  wit. 
Jr7n.  My  love  is  moft  immaculate  white  and  red. 
Moth.  Moft   maculate   thoughts,   mailer,  are  malk'd 
under  fuch  colours. 

Ann.  Define,  define,  well-educated  infant. 
Moth.  My  father's  wit,   and  my  mother's  tongue,  aflift 
me  ! 

Arm.  Sweet  invocation  of  a  child  ;  moft  pretty,  and 
pathetical  ! 

Moth.  If  ftie  be  made  of  white  and  red, 
Her  faults  will  ne'er  be  known  ; 
For  blufhing  cheeks  by  faults  arc  bred. 

And  fears  by  pale-white  (hown  : 
Then,  if  fhe  fear,  or  be  to  blame. 

By  this  you  (hall  not  know  ; 
For  ftiil  her  cheeks  pollers  the  fame. 
Which  native  ftie  doth  owe. 
A  dangerous  rhime,  mafter,  againft  the  reafon  of  white 
and  red. 

Ar7n.  Is  there  not  a  ballad,  boy,  of  the  King  and  the 
Beggar  ? 

Mctb.  The  world  was  very  guilty  of  fuch  a  ballad  fome 
three  ages  fmcc  :  but,  I  think,  now  'tis  not  to  be  found  ; 
or,  if  it  were,  it  would  neither  ferve  for  the  writing,  nor 
the  tune. 

Jrm.  I  will  have  that  fubjciH:  newly  writ  o'er,  that  I 
may  example  my  digreflion  by  fome  mighty  precedent. 
Boy,  I  do  love  that  country  girl,  that  I  took  in  the  park 
with  the  rational  hind  Coftard  ;  (he  deferves  well. 

Moth.  To  be  whipp'd  ;  and  yet  a  better  love  than  my 
mafter.  L^fide. 

Jrm.  Sing,  boy  ;  my  fpirlt  grows  heavy  in  love. 
Moth-   And  that's  great  marvel,  loving  a  light  wench. 
Jnn,  I  fay,  fing. 

Moth, 
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Moth.  Forbear,  'till  this  company  be  pafl. 

Enter  Dull,  Costard,  ^^/.'/Jaquenetta. 

DuIL  Sir,  the  duke*s  pleafureis,  that  you  keepCoflard 
fefe  :  and  you  muft  let  him  take  no  delight,  nor  no  pen- 
ance ;  but  a'  mufl  fail:  three  days  a-week  :  For  this 
damfel,  I  mufi  keep  her  at  the  parJk,  j.,ijjieis  alio\v*d  for 
the  day-woman.     Fare  you  well.         .oU-.v 

Arm,  I  ck>  betray  myfelf  with  blufliiog.^— Maid. 
,.  Jaq.  Man. 

Jrm>  I  will  vifit  thee  at  the  lodge. 

Jaq,  That's  hereby. 

Jrm*  I  know  where  it  is  fituate. 

Jaq.  Lord,  how  wife  you  are  ! 

Jr?n.  I  will  tell  thee  wonders. 

Jaq,  With  that  face  ? 

Jrm,  I  love  thee.   . 

yaq.  So  I  heard  you  fay. 

Jrm.  And  fo  fareweL 

Jaq.  F^ir  weather  after  you  f 

DulL  Come,  Jaquen^^tta,  away. 

Exeunt  Dull,  and  J  A  quen  e  tt  a  , 

Arm.  Villain,  thou  fbaU  fall  for  thy  oiFeaces,  ere  thou 
,be  pardoned.  .     ,, 

.    6>/?.  VVeii,  fir,  I  hiope,,w^^en  I  do  it,  I  fliall  do  iton.a 
full  ftomach. 

Jrm.  Thou  {halt  be.  h-^avily  puniflacd,. 

Cojt.  I  am  more  boiand  to  you,  than  your  fellows,   for 
ihey  are  but  lightly  rewa-rded. 
-    Jr7n,  Take  away  this  vilialn  ;  flint  him  up. 

Moth.  Come,  you  ^tranfgreiTmg  flave;   away. 

Cofi,  Let  me  not  be  pent  np,  fir  jT  will  faft,  being 

Icofe.  •  ; 

Moth.  No,  lir  3  that  were  fall:  and  loofe  :  thou  fhalt  to 

prifon.   , 

G7/?..Well,  if  ever  I  do  fee  the  merry  days  of  delola- 
lion  that  I  have  feen,  fome  fhall  fee  — 

Moth.  What  (liail  fome  fee  ? 

CoJ.l^^y,  nothing,  mafter  Moth,  but  what  they  look 
ttpon.  It  is  not  for  piifoners  to  be  filent  in  their  words ; 
and,  therefore;  I  will  fay  nothing  :  I  thank  God,  I  have  as 

little 
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little  patience  as  another  man;  ynd,  therefore!  can  be  quiet. 
^Exeunt  Moth  ^7?^-/ Costard. 
Arm,'  I  do  nfFecl:  the  very  ground,  which  is  bafe,  where 
her  (hoe,  which  is  bafer,  guided  by  her  foot,  which  is 
bafefl:,  doth  tread.  1  (hall  be  forfworn  (which  is  a  great 
argument  of  falfehood),  if  I  iove  :  And  how  can  that  be 
true  love,  wMch  is  falfcly  attempted  ?  Love  is  a  fanailiar  ; 
love  is  a  devil  •  there  is  no  evil  angel  but  love.  Yet  Samp- 
fon  was  fo  tempted;  and  he  had  an  excellent  llrexigih  : 
yet  was  Solomon  fo  feduccd  ;  and  he  a  had  very  good  wit. 
Cup'd's  hutdiait  is  too  hard  for  Hercules'  club,  and  there- 
fore too  much  odds  for  a  Spaniard's  rapier.  The  firftand 
fecund  caufe  will  not  ferve  my  turn  ;  the  palFado  he  re- 
fpe^ts  not,  the  dueilo  he  regards  not :  his  difgrace  is  to 
be  caird  boy  ;  but  his  glory  is,  to  fubdue  men.  Adieu, 
valour !  rull,  rapier  !  be  flill,  drum  !  for  your  manager  is 
in  love  ;  yea,  he  loveth.  AfTift  me  fome  extemporal  god 
of  rhime,  for,  J  am  fure,  I  (hall  turn  foitnetecr.  Devife 
wit  ;    write  pen ;  for  1  am  for  whole  volumes  in  folio. 

\ExtU 


A  C  T    11.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Before  the  King-cf  Navarre's  Palace,  Enter  the  Princefs 
of  France,  Rosaline,  Maria,  Katharine,  Boy- 
ET,  Lords ^  and  other  Attendants. 


N 


Boyet, 


ow,  madam,  fummon  up  your  defireil  fpirita  ; 
Confider  who  the  king  your  father  fends  ; 
To  whom  he  fends;  and  what's  his  embafTy  : 
Yourfelf,  held  precious  in  the  world's  efteem ; 
To  parley  with  the  fole  inheritor 
Of  all  perfe6fions  that  a  man  may  owe, 
Marchlefs  Navarre  ;  the  plea  of  no  lefs  weight 
Than  Aquitain,  a  dowry  for  a  queen. 
Be  now  as  prodigal  of  all  dear  grace, 
As  nature  was  in  making  graces  dear, . 

Whet 
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When  file  did  ftarve  the  general  world  bcfidc. 
And  prodigally  gave  them  all  to  you. 

Frin,  Good  lord  Boyet,  my  beauty,  though  but  mer*n> 
Needs  not  the  painted  flouriili  of  your  praife ; 
Beauty  is  bought  by  judgment  of  the  eye. 
Not  utier'd  by  bafe  fale  of  chapmen's  tongues  : 
I  am  lefs  proud  to  hear  you  tell  my  worth. 
Than  you  much  willing  to  be  counted  wife 
Iq  fpending  thus  your  wit  in  praife  of  mine. 
But  now  to  lafk  the  taiker, —  Good  Boyet, 
You  are  not  ignorant,  all- telling  fame 
Doth  noife  abroad,  Navarre  hath  made  a  vow, 
'Till  pr.inful  Audy  ftiall  out-wear  three  years, 
.No  woman  may  approach  his  filent  court  : 
Therefore  to  us  feemeth  it  a  needful  courfe. 
Before  we  enter  his  forbidden  gates, 
To  know  hi>  pleafure  ;  and,  in  that  behalf. 
Bold  of  your  worth  in  efs,  we  fmgle  you 
As  our  bcil-moving  fair  folicitor  : 
Tell  him,  the  daughter  of  the  king  of  France, 
On  feriousbufinefs,  craving  quick  d^fpatch 
-Importunes  perfonal  conference  with  his  grace. 
HaiH     fignify  fo  much  ;  while  we  attend, 
Like  humble  vif^g'd  fuitors,  his  high  will. 

Boyet,  VroQd  of  employment,  willingly  I  go.       [Exi(, 

Prin,  All  pride  is  willing  pride,  and  yours  is  fo.*— 
"Who  are  the  votaries,  my  loving  lords, 
That  uYQ  vow-fellows  with  this  virtuous  duke  ? 

Lord.  Longaville  is  one. 

Pnr,  Know  you  the  man  ? 

Mar.  I  knew  him,  madam  ;  at  a  marriage-feaft. 
Between  lord  Perigort  and  the  beautious  heir 
Of  Jaques  Faulconbridge  folemnized. 
In  Normandy  faw  I  this  Longaville : 
A  man  of  fovereign  parts  he  is  efteem'd ; 
Well  fitted  in  the  arts,  glorious  in  arms  : 
Nothing  becomes  him  iil,  that  he  would  well. 
The  only  foil  of  his  fair  virtue's  glofs 
(If  virrut's  glofs  will  flain  with  any  foil), 
Is  a  fharp  w  t  match'd  with  too  blunt  a  will ; 
"Whofe  edge  hath  power  to  cut,  whofe  will  flill  v.ills 

It 
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Ir  fhoiild  none  fpare  that  come  within  his  power. 

Prin.  Some  merry  mocking  lord,    bdike  ;    is't  fo  ? 

Mar.  They  fay  fo  mo]},    that  mofl  his  humours  know. 

Frin.   Such   fliort-liv'd  wits  do  wither  as   they  grow. 
Who  are  the  reH  ? 

Kath.  l^he  young  Dumaiu,  a  well-nccompliQi'd  youth. 
Of  all  that  virtue  love  for  virtue  lov'd  : 
Mofl  power  to  do  mod  harm,    leall  knowing  ill  ; 
For  he  haih  wit  to  make  aa  ill  fhape  good, 
And  fhape  to  win  grace  though  he  had  no  wit. 
1  faw  him  at  the  duke  Alen9on's  once  ; 
And  much  too  little,  of  that  good  I  faw, 
Is  my  report  to  this  great  worthinefs. 

Rofa,  Another  of  thefe  fludents  at  that  tim^ 
Was  there  with  him,  as  I  have  heard  a  truth: 
Biron  they  call  him;   but  a  merrier  man, 
Within  the  limit  of  becoming  mirth, 
I  never  fpent  an  hour's  talk  withal  : 
His  eye  begets  occafion  for  his  wit ; 
For  every  obje(fi:  that  the  one  doth  catch, 
The  other  turns  to  a  mirth-moving  jeft  : 
W^hich  his  fair  tongue  (conceit's  expofitor) 
Delivers  in  fuch  apt  and  gracious  words, 
That  aged  ears  play  truant  at  his  tales. 
And  younger  hearings  are  quite  raviflied; 
So  fweet  and  voluble  in  his  difcourfe. 

Prin»  God  bkfs  my  ladies !   are  they  all  In  Iotc; 
That  every  one  her  own  hath  garniflied 
With  fuch  bedecking  ornaments  of  praife  ? 
Mar,  Here  comes  Boyet. 

Re-enter  Boyet. 

Prln.  Now,   what  admittance,  lord  ? 

Boyet,   Navarre  had  notice  of  your  fair  appro.ich  j 
And  he  and  his  competitors  in  oath 
Were  all  addrefs'd  to  meet  you,   gentle  lady, 
Before  I  came.     Marry,  thus  much  I  have  learnt, 
He  rather  means  to  lodge  you  in  the  field 
(Like  one  that  comes  here  to  hefiege  his  court). 
Than  feek  a  difpeofatioa  for  his  oath. 

To 
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To  let  you  enter  his  unpeopled  houfe. 
Here  comes  Navarre. 

Enter    the   King,    Longaville,    Dumain,    Biron^ 
and  Attendants, 

King.  Fair  prlncefs,  welcome  to  the  court  of  Navarre. 
Prin.  Fair,    1   give    you   back   again ;    and,    welcome 
I  have   not  yet:    the  roof  of  this  court  is  too  high   to 
be  yours  i  and  welcome  to  the  wide  fields  too  bafe  to  be 
mine. 

King.  You  fiiall  be  welcome,  mad-^.m,   to  my  court* 

Pr'in,  I  will  be  welcome  then  ;  conduci:  me  thither. 

King,  Hear  me,  dear  lady,  I  have  fworn  an  oath. 

Prin,  Our  Lady  help  my  lord  !    he'll  be  forfworn. 

King.  Not  for  the  world,  fair  madam,  by  my  will. 

Prin,  Why,  will  (liall  break  it ;  will,  and  nothing  c\[q« 

King,  Your  ladyfhip  is  ignorant  what  it  is. 
Prin.  Where  my  lord  fo,   his  ignorance  were  wife. 
Where  now  his  knowledge  muft  prove  ignorance. 
1  hear,  your  grace  hath  fworn-out  houfe- keeping  : 
'Tis  deadly  fin  to  keep  that  oath,  my  lord. 
And  fin  to  break  it : 
But  pardon  me,   I  am  too  fudden  bold; 
To  teach  a  teacher  ill  bcfecmeth  me. 
Vouchfafe  to  read  the  purpofe  of  my  coming, 
And  fuddenly  refolve  me  in  my  fuit. 

Ki?2g.  Madam,  I  will,  if  fuddenly  I  may. 

Prin.  Yon  will  the  fooner.  that  I  were  away  ; 
For  ycu'll  prove  perjur'd,  if  you  make  me  fiay. 

Biron.  Did  not  I  dance  wirh  you  in  Brabant  once  ? 

Rgs,  Did  not  I  dance  with  you  in  Erabant  once? 

Biron.^  I  know,  you  did. 

Res.  How  necdiefs  was  it  thea 
To  afk  the  queflion  ! 

Biron.  You  muft  not  be  fo  quick. 

Ros.  'Tis  long  of  you,  thai  fpur  me  with  fuch  queftIonf» 

Biron,  Your  wit's  too  hot,  it  fpeeds  too  faft,  'twill  tire. 

Ros.  Not  'till  it  leave  the  rider  in  the  mire, 

Biron.  What  time  o'day  ? 

Ros,  The  hour  that  fools  faould  afk. 

Biron, 
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Btron.  Now  fair  befall  your  mafk  ! 

Ros,  Fair  fall  the  face  it  covers  ! 

Blron,  And  fend  you  many  lovers  ! 

Ros.  Amen  ;   fo  you  be  none. 

Biron*  Nay,   then  will  I  be  gone. 

King,  Madam,   your  father  here  doth  mtlmate 
The  payment  of  a  hundred  thoufand  crowns; 
Being  but  the  one  half  of  an  entire  fum, 
Difburfed  by  my  father  in  his  wars. 
But  fay,  that  he,  or  we  (as  neither  have) 
Keceiv'd  that  fum  ;   yet  there  remains  unpaid 
A  hundred  thoufand  more,  in  furety  of  the  which 
One  part  of  Aquitain  is  bound  to  us. 
Although  not  valued  to  the  money's  worth. 
If  then  the  king  your  father  will  rellore 
But  that  one  half  which  is  unfatisfy'd, 
We  will  give  up  our  right  in  Aquitain, 
And  hold  fair  friendfliip  with  his  majefty. 
But  that;  it  feems,  he  little  purpofcth, 
For  here  he  doth  demand  to  have  repaid 
An  hundred  thoufand  crowns ;  and  not  demands. 
On  payment  of  a  hundred  thoufand  crowns. 
To  have  his  title  live  in  Aquitain  ; 
Which  we  much  rather  had  depart  withal. 
And  have  the  money  by  our  father  lent. 
Than  Aquitain  fo  gelded  as  it  is. 
Dear  princef?,  were  not  his  requefts  fo  far 
From  reaion's  yielding,  your  fair  felf  (hould  make 
A  yielding,  'gainft  fome  reafon,  in  my  breafl. 
And  go  well  fatisfied  to  France  again. 

Prin.  You  do  the  king  my  father  too  much  wrong, 
And  wrong  the  reputation  of  your  name. 
In  fo  unfeeming  to  confefs  receipt 
Of  that  which  hath  fo  fruhfully  been  paid. 
King.  I  do  prcteff,   I  never  heard  of  it  j 
And,  if  you  prove  it,  I'll  repay  it  back, 
Or  yield  up  Aquitain. 

Prin.  We  arreft  your  word  : — 
Boyet,   you  can  produce  acquittances. 
For  fuch  a  fum,  from  fpecial  oilicers 
Of  Charles  his  father. 

King. 
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King.  Satisfy  mc  (o. 

Boyet,  .So  pleafe  your  grace,   the  packet  Is  not  com^,- 
Where:  that  and  other  fpccialties  are  bound ; 
To-morrow  you  (hall  have  a  fight  of  them. 

King,  It  Ihall  fuffice  me^  at  which  interview, 
All  liberal  reafon  I  will  yield  unfu. 
Mean  time,  receive  fuch  welcome  at  my  hand, 
As  honour,   without  breach  of  honour,  may 
Make  tender  of  to  thy  true  worthinefs  : 
You  may  not  come,  fair  princefs,   in  my  gates  ; 
But  here  without  you  fliall  be  fo  received, 
As  you  (hall  deem  yourfeif  lodg'd  in  my  heart, 
Though  fo  deny'd  fair  harbour  in  my  houfc. 
Your  own  good  thoughts  excufe  me,  and  farewel ; 
To-morrow  we  fhall  vifit  you  again. 

Prin.  Sweet  health  and  fair  defires  confort  your  grace  I 

King.  Thy  own  wifli  wi(h  I  thee  in  every  place  I 

[  ExiU 

Biron.  Lady,  I  will  commend  you  to  my  own  heart. 

Ros*  I  pray  you,  do  my  commendations  j 
I  would  be  glad  to  fee  it. 

Biron.  1  would,  you  heard  it  groan. 

Ros.  Is  the  fool  fick  ? 

Biron.  Sick  at  the  heart. 

Ros.  Alack,  let  it  blood. 

Biron*  Would  that  do  it  good  ? 

Ros,  My  phyfick  fays,  I. 

Biron,  Will  you  prick't  with  your  eye  ? 

Ros,  Nonpoynt,  with  my  knife. 

Biron,  Now,  God  fave  thy  life! 

Ros.  And  yours  from  long  living' ! 

Biron,  I  cannot  fray  thankfgiving.  [Exit, 

■Dmn,  Sir,  I   pray  you,  a  word ;    What  lady   is   that 
fame  ? 

Bcyet,  The  heir  of  Alencon,  Rofaline  her  name. 

Dum,  zA.  gallant  lady  !  Monfieur,  fare  you  well.   \^Exit. 

Long,  I  befecch   you,    a   word  j    What   is   flie  m   the 
white  ? 

Boyet.  A  woman   foiinetlmes,   an  you   faw  her  irt  the 
light. 

Lon^.  Perchance,  light  in  the  light :  I  defirc  her  name. 

Boy^t, 
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Boyet,  She   hath  but  one  for  herfelfj   to  defire  that, 
were  a  fhame. 

Long'  Pray  you,  fir,    whofe  daughter  ? 

Boyet,  Her  mother's,    I  have  heard. 

Long,  God's  blefTing  on  your  beard? 

Boyet,  Good  fir,   be  not  offended  : 
She  is  an  heir  of  Faulconbridge . 

Long.  Nay,  my  choler  is  ended. 
She  is  a  moft  fweet  lady- 

Boyet.  Not  unlike,  fir ;  that  may  be. 

\_Exit  LONGAVILLE, 

Blron.  What's  her  name  in  the  cap  ? 

Boyet*  Katharine,   my  good  hap. 

Biron.  Is  (he  wedded,  or  no  ? 

Boyet,  To  her  will,   fir,  or  fo. 

Biron.  You  are  welcome,  fir ;  adieu  ! 

Boyet.  Farewell  to  me,   fir,  and  welcome  to  you. 

[^A-iV  Biron. 

Mar,  That  lafl:  is  Biron,  the  merry  mad-cap  lord ; 
Not  a  word  with  him  but  a  jeft. 

Boyet,  And  every  jefl  but  a  word. 

Prin,  It  was  well  done  of  you,  to  take  him  at  his  word. 

Boyet,  I  was  as  willing  to  grapple,  as  he  was  to  board. 

Mar,  Too  hot  (heeps,  marry ! 

Boyet.  And  wherefore  not  Chips  ? 
No  fheep,  fweet  lamb,   unlefs  we  feed  on  your  lips. 

Mar.  You  fheep,  and  I  paflure ;    Shall  that  finifh  the 
jefl  ? 

Boyet,  So  you  grant  pafture  for  me. 

Mar.  Not  lb,  gentle  bead  ; 
My  lips  are  no  common,  though  feveral  they  be« 

Boyet,  Belonging  to  whom  i 

Mar.  To  my  fortunes  and  me. 

Prin.  Good  wits  will  be  jangling  :  but,  gentles,  agree  s 
The  civil  war  of  wits  were  much  better  ufed 
On  Navarre  and  his  book-men ;  for  here  Vis  abufed. 

Boyet.  If  my  obfervation  (which  very  feldom  lies), 
By  the  heart's  ftill  rhetorick,  difclofed  with  eyes. 
Deceive  me  not  now,  Navarre  is  infe^fted. 
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Prln.  With  what  ? 

Boyet,  With  that  which  we  lovers  entitle,  affedled. 

Prin.  Your  reafon  ? 

Boyet,  Why,  all  his  behaviours  did  make  their  retire 
To  the  court  of  his  eye,    peeping  thorough  defire  : 
His  heart,  like  an  agat,   Vv'ith  your  print  impreffed*, 
Proud  with  his  form,  in  his  eye  pride  exprelled  : 
His  tongue,  all  impatient  to  fpeak  and  not  fee, 
Did  flumble  with  hafle  in  his  eye-fight  to  be; 
All  fenfes  to  that  fenfe  did  make  their  repair, 
To  feel  only  looking  on  faireft  of  fair  : 
Methought,  all  his  fenfes  were  lock'd  in  his  eye. 
As  jewels  in  cryftal  for  fome  prince  to  buy ; 
Who,  tend  ring  their  own  worth,  from  whence  they  were 

glafs'd, 
Did  point  out  to  buy  them,  along  as  you  pafs'd. 
His  face's  own  margent  did  quote  fuch  amazes. 
That  all  eyes  faw  his  eyes  enchanted  with  gazes : 
I'll  give  you  Aquitain,  and  all  that  is  his. 
An  you  give  him  for  my  fake  but  one  loving  kifs. 

Prin,  Come,  to  our  pavilion  :  Boyet  is  difpos*d — 

Bcyet.  But  to  fpeak  that  in  words,  which  his  eye  hath 
difclos'd : 
I  only  have  made  a  mouth  of  his  eye, 
By  adding  a  tongue  which  I  know  will  not  lie. 

Rqs»  Thou  art  an  old  love-monger,  and  fpeak'fl  (kll- 
fully. 

Mar*  He  is  Cupid's  grandfather,   and  learns  news  of 
him. 

Ros,  Then  was  Venus  like  her  mother  ;  for  her  father 
is  but  grim. 

Boyet.  Do  you  hear,  my  mad  wenches  ? 

Mar,  No. 

Boyet.  What  then,  do  yon  fee  ? 

Ros.  Ay,  our  way  to  be  gone. 

Boyet.  You  are  too  hard  for  me. 
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ACT     III.       SCENE    I. 

Yhe  Park;    near   tht   Palace,      Enter   ArmadO,    and 
Moth. 


Armado^ 


W 


ARBLE,  child;    make  paflionatc  my  fenfe  of 
hearing. 

Moth,  ConcoUnel—^  [^Singing. 

Arm.  Sweet  air  ! — Go,  tendernefs  of  years  %  take  this 
key,  give  enlargement  to  the  fwain,  bring  him  feftinately 
hither ;   I  mufl:  employ  him  in  a  letter  to  my  love. 

Moth*  Mafler,  will  you  win  your  love  with  a  French 
brawl  \ 

Arm.  How  mcan'ft  thou  ?  brawling  in  French  ? 

Moth.  No,  my  complete  mader:  but  to  jig  off  a  tune 
at  the  tongue's  end,  canary  to  it  with  your  feet,  humour 
it  with  turning  up  your  eye-lids;  figh  a  note,  and  fmg  a 
note;  fometime  through  the  throat,  as  if  you  fwallow'd 
love  with  Cnging  love ;  fometime  through  the  nofc,  as  if 
you  fnufF'd  up  love  by  fmelling  love;  with  your  hat 
penthoufe  like,  o'er  the  fliop  of  your  eyes;  with  your 
arms  crofs'd  on  your  thin  belly-doubkt,  like  a  rabbit  oa 
a  fpit ;  or  your  hands  in  your  pocket,  like  a  man  after 
the  old  painting ;  and  keep  not  too  long  in  one  tune,  but 
a  fnip  and  away  :  Thefe  are  complements,  thefe  are  hu- 
mours; thefc  betray  nice  wenches — that  would  bebetray'd 
without  thefe  \  and  make  the  men  of  note  (do  you  note 
men  !)  that  are  mod  afre<^ed  to  thefe. 

Arm.  How  haft  thou  purchased  this  experience  ? 

Moth.  By  my  penny  of  obfervatioQ. 

Arm.  But  O, — but  O — 

Moth.  — the  hobby-horfe  is  forgot. 

Arm.  CaU'ft  thou  my  love,    hobby-horfe  ? 

Moth.  No,  Mafter;  the  hobby-horfe  is  but  a  colt,  and 
your  love,  perhaps,  a  hackney.  But  have  you  forgot 
your  love  ? 

Arm,  Almofl:  1  had. 

C  2  Moth. 
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Moth.  Negligent  ftudent !  learn  her  by  heart. 

Jrm.  By  heart,  and  in  heart,  boy. 

Moth.  And  out  of  heart,  mailer  :  all  thofe  three  I 
"will  prove. 

Arm.  What  wilt  thou  prove  ? 

Moth,  A  man,  if"  1  live;  and  this,  by,  in,  and  with- 
out, upon  the  inftant :  By  heart  you  love  her,  becaufe 
your  heart  cannot  come  by  her  :  in  heart  you  love  her, 
becaufe  your  heart  is  in  love  with  her;  and  out  of  heart 
you  love  her,  being  out  of  heart  that  you  cannot  enjoy 
her. 

Jrm,  I  am  all  thefe  three. 

Moth,  And  three  times  as  much  more,  and  yet  nothing 
at  all. 

Jrfn.  Fetch  hither  the  fwaiu^  he  mufl  carry  me  a 
letter. 

Moth,  A  mefTage  well  fympathis'd;  a  horfe  to  be  em- 
baflador  for  an  afs ! 

jrm.  Ha,  ha  ?    what  fayeft  thou  ? 

Moth,  Marry,  fir,  you  muft  fend  the  afs  upon  the 
horfe,  for  he  is  very  flow  gaited  :   But  I  go. 

Arm.  The  way  is  but  (hort ;  away. 

Moth,  As  fwift  as  lead,  fir. 

Ar?n.  Thy  meaning,  pretty  icgenious  ? 
Is  not  lead  a  metal  heavy,  dull,,  and  flow  ? 

Moth.  Mini?riey  honeft  mafler,  or  rather,  mafter,  no. 

Jrm.  I  fay,  lead  it  flow. 

Moth,  You  are  two  fwift,  flr,  to  fay  fo  : 
Is  that  lead  flow,  which  is  fir'd  from  a  gun  ? 

Jrm.  Sweet  fmoke  of  rhetorick  ! 
He  reputes  me  a  cannon;    and  the  bullet,   that's  he: 
I  flioot  thee  at  the  fwain. 

Moth,  Thump  then,  and  I  flee.  {Exit. 

Jrm.  A  mofl:  acute  juvenal ;  voluble  and  free  of  grace  I 
By  thy  favour,   fweet  welkin,   I  mufl  figh  in  thy  face : 
Mofl  rude  melancholy,  value  gives  thee  place. 
jMy  herald  is  returned. 

iv^-^«/^r  Moth,  and  Costard. 

Moth,  A  wonder,  mafl^er ;  here's  a  Coflard  broken  in 
a  fl^ln. 

Jrm. 
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jfrm.  Some  enigma,  fomc  riddle  :  come,— thy  Venvoy, 

—begin. 
Cojf.  No  egma,  no  riddle,  no  P envoy ;   no  falve  in  the 
male,  Sir:  O  Sir,  plantain,  a  plain  plantain  ;   no  V envoys 
no  Penvoy,  or  falve,  Sir,  but  a  plantain  ! 

Jrm.  By  virtue,  thou  enforcefi:  laughter ;  thy  filly 
thought,  my  fpleen ;  the  heaving  of  my  lungs,  provokes 
me  to  ridiculous  fmiling :  O,  pardon  me,  my  ftars  ! 
Doth  the  inconfiderate  take  falve  for  Penvoy^  and  the 
word,  P envoy ^  for  a  falve  ? 

Moth.  Doth  the  wife  think  them  other  ?  is  not  Penvsy 
a  falve  ? 

Ann.  No,  page ;  it  is  an  epilogue  or  difcourfe,  to  make 
plain. 
Some  obfcure  precedence  that  hath  tofore  been  fain. 
I  will  example  it  : 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Where  ftill  at  odds,  being  but  three. 
There's  the  moral  :  Now  the  P envoy. 

Moth,  I  will  add  the  P envoy  \   Say  the  moral  again. 
Arm.  The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 

Were  ftill  at  odds,  being  but  three; 
Moth.  Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door, 
Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
Now  will  I  begin  your  moral,  and  do  you  follow  with 
my  P envoy. 

The  fox,  the  ape,  and  the  humble-bee, 
Were  flill  at  odds,   being  but  three  : 
Arm.  Until  the  goofe  came  out  of  door. 

Staying  the  odds  by  adding  four. 
Moth.  A  good  P envoy ^  ending  in  the  goofe ;    Would 
you  defire  more  ? 

Cojl.  The  boy  hath  fold  him  a  bargain,  a  goofe,  that's 
flat-— 
Sir,  your  penny-worth  is  good,  an  your  gccfe  be  fat. — 
To  fell  a  bargain  well,  ;s  as  cunning  as  faft  and  loofe  : 
Let  me  fee  a  fat  P envoy  ;  ay,  that's  a  fat  goofe. 

Arm,  Come  hither,  come  hither :  How  did  this  argument 
begin .? 

Moth.  By  faying,  that  a  Cojiard  was  broken  in  a  {bin. 
Then  call'd  you  for  the  P envoy, 

C  3  Coji. 
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Cojl,  True,  and  I  for  a  plantain ;  thus  came  your 
argument  in  :         . 

Then  the  boy's  fat  Venvoy^  the  goofe  that  you  bought ; 
And  he  ended  the  market. 

Arm,  But  tell  me  :  how  was  there  a  Coftard  broken  ia 
a  fhin  ? 

Moth,  I  will  tell  you  fenfibly. 

Coft.  Thou  haft  no  feeling  of  it,  Moth ;  I  will  fpeak 
that  r envoy : — 

I,  Coftard,  running  out,  that  was  fafely  within. 
Fell  over  the  threfhold,  and  broke  my  fhin. 

Jrm.  We  will  talk  no  more  of  this  matter. 

Cofi.  'Till  there  be  more  matter  in  ihe  fhin, 

j^rni'  Sirrah,  Coftard,  I  will  enfranchife  thee. 

Co/i,  O,  marry  me   to  one  Frances ; 1  fuiell  fomte 

Venvoy^  feme  goofe,  in  this. 

Arm.  By  my  fweet  foul,  1  mean,  fetting  thee  at  liber- 
ty, entreedoraing  thy  perfon ;  thou  wert  immur'd,  ref- 
trained,  captivated,  bound, 

Cofl.  True,  trucj  and  now  you  will  be  my  purgation, 
and  let  me  loofe. 

Arm,  1  give  thee  thy  liberty,  fet  thee  from  durance ; 
and,  in  lieu  thereof,  impofe  on  thee  nothing  but  this  : 
Bear  this  fignifxcant  to  the  country  maid  Jaquenetta: 
there  is  remuneration  ;  \Giving  him  Money,']  for  the 
beft  ward  of  mine  honour,  is,  rewarding  my  dependants. 
Moth,   follow.  \_Exit, 

Moth,  Like  the  fequel,  I,  Signior  Coftard,  adieu. 

lExiu 

Coji,  My  fweet  ounce  of  man's  flefh !  my  incony  Jew  I 
Now  will  I  look  to  his  remuneration.  Remuneration  ! 
O,  that's  the  Latin  word  for  three  farthings :  three 
farthings— renuneraiion. — JVhafs  the  price  of  this  inkle? 
a  penny :— No,  P II  give  you  a  remuneration:  why,  it 
carries  it. — Remuneration  !— why,  it  is  a  fairer  name  th?i 
French  crown.  I  will  never  buy  and  fell  out  of  this 
word. 

Enter  BiRON. 

Biron,  C,  my  good  knave  Coftard  !  exceedingly  well 
ir.ct. 

Cofu 
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Cejl.  Pray  you,  Sir,  how  much  carnation  ribbon  may 
a  man  buy  for  a  remuneration  ? 

Biron.  What  is  a  remi^neration  ? 

Cojf.  Marry,  Sir,  half- penny  farthing. 

Biron.  O,  why  then,  three-farihing- worth  of  lilk. 

Cqfi.  I  thank  your  worrtiip :  God  be  with  you, 

Biron.  O,  flay,  flave  ;    1  mull  employ  thee  : 
As  thou  wilt  win  my  favour,  good  my  knave. 
Do  one  thing  for  me  that  I  fhall  entreat. 

Coft.  When  would  you  have  it  done,  fir  ? 

Biron,  O,  this  afternoon. 

Coji.  Weil,  I  will  do  it,  fir  :  Fare  you  well. 

Biron.  O ;  thou  knowefl  not  what  it  is. 

Coft.  I  ftiall  know,  fir,  when  I  have  done  it. 

Biron,  Why,  villain,  thou  muft  know  firft. 

Chft.  I  will  come  to  your  worfiiip  to-morrow  morning. 

Biron,  It  mufl  be  done  this  afternoon.  Hark,  Gave, 
it  is  but  this  ; — 

The  princefs  comes  to  hunt  here  in  the  park, 
And  in  her  train  there  is  a  gentle  lady  : 
When  tongues  fpeak  fweetlj^,  then  they  name  her  name. 
And  Rofaline  they  call  her  ;  afii  for  her ; 
And  to  her  fweet  hand  fee  thou  do  commend 
This  feal'd-up  counfel.     There's  thy  guerdon  ;   go. 

\Gives  him  Money, 

Coft.  Guerdon, — O  fweet  guerdon!  better  than  re- 
muneration ;  eleven-pence  farthing  better  :  Mod  fweet 
guerdon  ! — I  will  do  it,  fir,  in  print. — Guerdons-remu- 
neration. [Exit, 

Biron.  O!  —  And  I,  forfooth,  in  love!  I,  that  have 
been  love's  whip  ; 

A  very  beadle  to  a  humourous  figh  ; 
A  critic  ;  nay,  a  night-watch  confiable  ; 
A  domineering  pedant  o'er  the  boy, 
Than  whom  no  mortal  fo  magnificent ! 
Thi^  wimpled,  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy; 
This  fignior  Junio's  giant  dwarf,  Dan  Cupid  ; 
Regent  of  love-rhimes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 
The  anointed  fovereign  of  fighs  and  groans, 
Liege  of  all  loiterers  and  malecontents, 
Dr^ad  prince  of  plackets,  king  of  codpieces, 

C  4  Sole 
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Sole  itnperator,  and  great  general 

Of  trotting  paritors,— O  my  little  heart!— 

And  I  to  be  a  corporal  of  his  field, 

And  wear  his  colours  like  a  tumbler's  hoop  ! 

What  ?  what  ?  I  love  !  I  fue !  I  feek  a  wife  ! 

A  woman,  that  is  like  a  German  clock, 

Still  a  repairing  ;  ever  out  of  frame  ; 

And  never  going  aright,  being  a  watch, 

But  being  watch'd  that  it  may  ftill  go  right  ? 

Nay,  to  be  perjur'd,  which  is  worft  of  all : 

And,  among  three,  to  love  the  worft  of  all ; 

A  whitely  wanton  with  a  velvet  brow, 

With  two  pitch  balls  ftuck  in  her  face  for  eyes ; 

Ay,  and,  by  heaven,  one  that  will  do  the  deed. 

Though  Argus  were  her  eunuch  and  her  guard  : 

And  I  to  figh  for  her !  to  watch  for  her  ! 

To  pray  for  her  !  Go  to;  it  is  a  plague 

That  Cupid  will  impofe  for  my  negleiSt 

Of  his  almighty  dreadful  little  might. 

Well,  I  will  love,  write,  figh,  pray,  fue,  and  groan ; 

Some  men  muft  love  my  lady,  and  fome  Joan,        [Exit, 


A  C  T    IV.       S  C  E  N  E    I. 

J  Pavilion  in  the  Park  near  the  Palace.  Enter  thi , 
Princefsy  Rosaline,  Maria^  Katharine,  Lords^ 
Attendants,  and  a  Forejier^ 


Princefs, 


w. 


AS  that  the  king,  that  fpurd  his  horfe  fo   hard 
Againfl  the  fleep  uprifmg  of  the  hill  ? 

Boyet.  I  know  not ;  but,  I  think,  it  was  not  he. 
Prin.  Whoe'er  he  was,  he  {hew*d  a  mounting  mind. 
Well,  lords,  to  day  we  (hall  have  our  difpatch 
On  Saturday  we  will  return  to  France. — 
Then,  forefler,  my  friend,  where  is  the  bufh. 
That  W9  mu{t  ftand  and  play  the  mvirderer  in  ? 

Far, 
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For,  Here  by,  upon  the  edge  of  yonder  coppice  ; 
A  fland,  where  you  may  make  the  faireft  (hoot, 

Prln,  I  thank  my  beauty  ;   I  am  fair  that  fhoot. 
And  thereupon  thou  fpeak'H:,   the  faireft  fhoot. 

For,  Pardon  me,  madam,  for  I  meant  not  fo. 

Prin,  What,  what  ?  firft  praife  me,  then  again  fay  no  ^ 
O  (hort-liv'd  pride  !  Not  fair  i  alack  for  woe  ! 

For,  Yes,  madam,  fair. 

Prln.  Nay,  never  paint  me  now  ; 
Where  fair  is  not,  praife  cannot  mend  the  brow. 
Here,  good  my  glafs,  take  this  for  telling  true ; 

[Giving  hhn  money ^ 
Fair  payment  for  foul  words  is  more  than  due. 

/v.  Nothing  but  fair  is  that  which  you  inherit. 

Prin,  See,  fee,  my  beauty  will  be  fav'd  by  merit. 
O  herefy  in  fair,  fit  for  thefe  days  I 
A  giving  hand,  though  foul,  (hall  have  fair  praife. — 
But  come,  the  bow  :  now  mercy  goes  to  kill, 
And  (hooting  well  is  then  accounted  ill. 
Thus  will  I  fave  my  credit  in  the  (hoot  : 
Not  wounding,  pity  would  not  let  me  do't ; 
If  wounding,  then  it  was  to  fhew  my  fkill. 
That  more  for  praife,  than  purpofe,  meant  to  kill. 
And  out  of  queftion,  fo  it  is  fometimcs  ; 
Crlory  grows  guilty  of  detefled  crimes  ; 
When,  for  fame's  fake,  for  praife,  an  outward  part, 
We  bend  to  that  the  working  of  the  heart : 
As  I,  for  praife  alone,  now  fcek  to  fpill 
The  poor  deer's  blood,  that  my  heart  means  no  ill. 

Boyet,   Do  not  curft  wives  hold  that  felf-fovereignty 
Only  for  praife  fake,  when  they  ftrive  to  be 
Lord  o'er  their  lords  ? 

Prin,  Only  for  praife:  and  praife  we  may  afford 
To  any  lady  that  fubdues  a  lord. 

Enter  CosTARD. 

Prin.  Here  comes  a  member  of  the  commonwealth,    . 
Coft.  God   dig-youden  all!  Pray  you,  which   is  the 
h€.id  lad^''  ? 

Prin, 
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Prlft.  Thou  (halt  know  her,  fellow,  by  the  reft  that 

have  no  heads, 

Cqfl.  Which  is  the  greateft  lady,  the  higheft  ? 

Frin.  The  thickefl,  and  the  talleft. 

Left.  The  thickcft,  and  the  talleft  !  it  is  fo  j  truth  is 
truth. 
An  your  waifl  miftrefs,  were  as  flender  as  my  wit, 
One  of  thcfe  maid's   girdles    for   your   waift  ftiould   be 

fit. 
Are  not  you  the  chief  woman  ?  you  are  the  thickeft  here. 

Prin.  What's  your  will,  fir  ?  what's  your  will  ? 

Co/?.  I  have  a  letter  from  monfieur  Biron,  to  one  lady 
Rofaline. 

Prifu  O,  thy  letter,  thy  letter ;  he's  a  good  friend  of 
mine  : 
Stand  afide,  good  bearer. — Boyet,  you  can  carve; 
Break  up  this  capon. 

Boyet,  I  ^m  bound  to  ferve. — 
This  letter  is  miftook,  it  importeth  none  here  ; 
It  is  writ  to  Jaquenetta. 

Prin.  We  will  read  it,  I  fwear  : 
Break  the  neck  of  the  wax,  and  every  one  give  ear. 

Boyet  reads.  By  heavtriy  that  thou  art  fa'ir^  h  mojt 
infallible  ;  true,  that  thou  art  beautious  ;  truth  itfelf^  that 
thou  art  lovely  :  More  fairer  than  fair,  beautiful  than 
beautious^  truer  than  truth  itfelf  have  commiferation  on 
thy  her oi cat  vaffal!  The  magnanimous  and  moft  illujirate 
king  Cophetua  f&t  eye  upon  the  pernicious  and  indubitate 
beggar  ZeneJophon  ;  and  he  it  was  that  might  rightly  fay  ^ 
veni,  vidi,  vici ;  which  to  anatomize  in  the  vulgar^  {O  kafe 
and  obfcure  vulgar!)  videlicet,  he  came^  faw,  and  over- 
came  :  He  came^  one  ;  faw^  two  ;  overcame^  three*  Who 
came?  the  king;  TFhy  did  he  come!'  to  fee-;  Why  did  he 
fee  ?  to  overcome,  .'  To  whom  came  he  f  to  the  beggar ; 
What  faw  he  ?  the  beggar ;  IVhom  overcame  he  ?  the  beg^ 
gar  :  The  conchfion  is  viclory  ;  On  whofe fide  ?  the  king^s  : 
^fhe  captive  is  enrich'd ;  On  whofe  fide  ?  the  begi^ar's  : 
'I he  catCi/lrophe  is  a  nuptial;  On  zvhoje  fide  ?  the  king's  ? 
— no  ;  en  both  in  one,  cr  one  in  both.  1  am  the  king ;  for 
fo  fiands  tht  comparifon  :  thou  the  beggar  ;  forfo  witneffeth 
thy  iTivlinefs,  Shalt  I  command  thy  love  ?  I  may  :  Shall  I 
I  '  •     enforcg 
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enforce  thy  love?  I  could:  Shall  I  entreat  thy  love  ?  I  will 
What  foalt  thou  exchange  for  rags  F  robn  ;  For  tittles  f 
titles:  For  thyfelf?  me.  Thus,  expeSfing  thy  reply,  I 
profane  ?ny  lips  on  thy  foot,  my  eyes  on  thy  pi6iure,  arid  my 
heart  on  thy  every  part. 

Thine,   in  the  dearefl  dejign  of  iiiduftry  ^ 

Don  Adriano  de  Armado, 

Thus  doft  thou  hear  the  Nemean  Hon  roar 

'Gainft  thee,  thou  lamb,  that  ftandell  as  his  prey; 
Submidive  fall  his  princely  feet  before, 

And  he  from  forage  will  incline  to  play  : 
But  if  tlipu  Arive,   poor  foul,  what  art  thou  then  ? 
Food  for  his  rage,  repaflure  for  his  den. 

Prin.   What  plume  of  feathers  is  he,  that  indited  this 
letter  ? 
What  vane  ?    what  weather-cock  ?    Did   you   ever   hear 
belter  ? 

Boyet.  I  am  much  deceived,  but  I  remen:iber  the  flyle. 

Prin,  Eife  your  memory  is  bad,  going  o'er  it  ere  while. 

5^/^"^  This  Armado  is   a  Spaaiard,  that  keeps  hereia 
couiii 
A  phantafm,  a  Monarcho  ;  and  one  that  makes  fport ; 
To  the  prince,  and  his  book-maies. 

Prin*  Thou,  fellow,  a  word  : 
Who  gave  thee  this  letter  ? 

Cofl.  I  told  you  ;  my  lord. 

Prin.  To  whom  fhouldft:  fhou  give  it  ? 

Cojh  From  my  lord  to  my  lady. 

Prin.  From  which  lord,  10  which  lady  ? 

Cojl.  From  my  lord  Biron,  a  good  maftar  of  mine. 
To  a  lady  of  France,  that  he  call'd  Rofaline. 

Prin.   Thou  haft  miftaken  his  letter.     Come,    lords, 
away. 
Here,  fweet,  put  up  this  ;  'twill  be  thine  another   day. 

\_Exit  Princejs  attended. 

Bovet.  Who  is  the  fhooter  ?  who  is  the  (hooter  :* 

Rof  ShaJi  I  teach  you  to  know  ? 

Boyet.  Ay,  my  continent  of  beauty. 

RoJ.  Why,  (he  that  bears  thfl'bow. 
Finely  put  off! 

Boyet, 
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Boyet,  My  lady  goes  to  kill  horns :  but,  if  thou  marry, 
fiang  nie  by  the  neck,  if  horns  that  year  mifcarry, 
Finely  put  on ! 

Rof,  Well  then,  I  am  the  (hooter. 
Boyet,  And  who  is  your  deer  ? 

Rof,  If  we  chufe  by  horns,  yourfelf ;  come  not  near. 
Finely  put  on,  indeed  ! — 
Mar.  You  ftill  wrangle  with  her,  Boyet,  and  {he  ftrikes 

at  the  brow. 
Bsyet.  But  flie  herfelf  is  hit  lower  :    have  I  hit  her 

now  ? 
Rof,  Shall  I  come  upon  thee  with  an  old  faying,  that 
was  a  man  when  king  Pepin  of  France  was  a  little  boy, 
as  touching  the  hit  it? 

Boyet,  So  I  may  anfwer  thee  with  one  as  old,  that  was 
a  woman  when  queen  Guinever  of  Britain  was  a  little 
wench,  as  touching  the  hit  it. 

Rof,  Thou  canfi  not  hit  ity  hit  ity  hit  it.  [^Singing^ 

Thou  carCJi  not  hit  it,  my  good  man, 
Boyet,  J^n  I  cannot,  cannot,  cannot, 
4n  I  cannot,  another  can, 

[Exeunt  Ros.  and  K  at. 
Cost,  By  my  troth,  moft  pleafant !  how  both  did  fit  it. 
Mar,  A  mark  marvellous  well  fliot ;  for  they  both  did 

hit  it. 
Boyet.  A  mark !    O,  mark  but  that  mark ;  A  mark, 
fays  my  lady  1 
Let  the  mark  have  a  prick  in't,  to  mete  at,  if  it  may  be. 
Mar,  Wide  o'  the   bow  hand  !  I'faith,  your  hand  is 

out. 
Coji.  Indeed,  'a  mufl  (hoot  nearer,  or  he'll  ne'er  it  the 

clout. 
Boyet,  An  if  my  hand  be  out,  then,  belike,  your  hand 
is  in. 
•    Coft,  Then  will  fhe  get  the  upQiot  by  cleaving  the  pin. 
Mar.  Come,  come,  you  talk  greafily,  your  lips  grow 

foul. 
Cc/t,  She's  too  hard   for  you  at  pricks.  Sir  ;  challenge 

her  to  bowl. 
Soyet,  I  fear  too  much  rubbing:  Good  night,  my  good 
owl.  [Exeunt  all  but  Costard. 

Cofi, 
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Coftn  By  my  foul,  a  fwain  !  a  moft  fimple  clown  ! 
Lord,  lord  !   how  the  ladies  and  I  have  put  him  down  ! 
O'  my  troth,  moft  fweet  jefts  !  moft  incony  vulgar  wit ! 
When  it   comes  fo  fmoothly  off,  fo  obfcenely,  as  it  were, 

fofit. 
Armatho  o*  the  one  fide, — O,  a  mod  dainty  man  ! 
To  fee  him  walk  before  a  lady,  and  to  bear  her  fan  ! 
To  fee  him  kifs  his  hand  !  and  how  moft  fweetly  a*  will 

'fvvearl  — 
And  his  page  o'  toother  fide,  that  handful  of  wit ! 
Ah,  heavens,  it  is  a  mofl  pathetical  nit  ! 
Sola,  fola  !  [Shouting  whhiti, 

lExit  Costard. 


SCENE      II. 

Enter  DuLLj  Holofernes,  ii?zi  ^/r  Nathaniel. 

Nfftb.  Very  reverent  fport,  truly  ;  and  done  in  the  tef- 
timony  of  a  good  confcience. 

HoL  The  deer  was,  as  you  know,  /anguis,  in  blood; 
ripe  as  a  pomewater,  who  now  hangeth  like  a  jewel  in  the 
ear  of  Caelo, —  the  fky,  the  welkin,  the  heaven  ;  and  anon 
falleth  like  a  crab,  on  the  face  of  Terra,— the  foil,  the 
land,  the  earth. 

Nath.  Truly,  mafler  Holofernes,  the  epithets  are  fv/eetly 
varied,  like  a  fcholar  at  the  leaft :  But,  fir>  I  affure  ye,  it 
was  a  buck  of  the  firft  head. 

Hoi.  Sir  Nathaniel,   baud  credo. 

Dull.  'Twas  not  a  haud  credo,  'twas  a  pricket. 

Hoi.  Moft  barbarous  intimation  I  yet  a  kind  of  infi- 
nuaiion,  as  it  were,  in  via,  in  way,  of  explication ; /ic^r^, 
as  it  were,  replication  ;  or,  rather,  oftentare,  to  (how,  as 
it  were,  his  inclination—after  his  undrelTed,  unpoli(hed, 
uneducated,  unpruned,  untrained,  or  rather  unlettered,  or, 
rathereff,  unconfirmed  faftiion, — to  infert  again  my  baud 
credo  for  a  deer. 

DulU  I  faid,  the  deer  was  not  a  haud  credo ;  'twas  a 
pricket. 

HoL  Twice  fod  fimplicity,  bis  co^usf — O  thou  monf- 
ter  ignorance,  how  deformed  doft  thou  look  ? 

2^ath. 
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Nath,  Sir,  he  hath  never  fed  on  the  dainties  that  are" 
bred  in  a  book;  he  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it  were;  ht 
hath  not  drunk,  ink  :  his  intellect  is  not  replenifhed  ;  h^ 
is  only  an  anin^al,  only  fenfible  in  the  duller  parts  : 
And  fuch  barren  plants  are  iet  before  us,  that  we  thank- 
ful (liould  be 
(Which  we  of  talk  and  feeling  are)  for  thofe  parts  that  do 

fructify  in  us  more  than  he. 
For  as  it  would  ill  become  me  to  be  vala,  indifcreet  ,  or 

a  fool, 
So  were  there  a  patch  fet  on  karning,    to  fee  him  in  a 

fchool  : 
But,  omne  bene,  fay  I ;  being  of  an  old  father's  mind,  -_ 
■Mariy  can  brook  the  vjeather^  that  love  not  the  wind. 

DulL  You  two  are  book-meen  ;  Can  you  tell  by  your  wit, 
What  was  a  month  old  at  Cain's  birth,  that's  not  five 
weeks  old  as  yet  ? 

HoL  Di(ftynna,  good  man  Dull ;  Diftynna,  good  man 
Dull. 

DulL  What  is  Diaynna  ? 

Nath,  A  title  to  Phoebe,  to  Luna,  to  the  moon* 

Hoi.  The  moon  was  a  month  old,  when  Adam  was  no 
more  ; 
And  raught  not  to  five  weeks,  when  he  came  to  five- 

fcore. 
The  allufion  holds  in  the  exchange. 

DulL  'Tis  true,  indeed  >  the  coMufion  holds  in  the  ex* 
change 

HoL  God  comfort  thy  capacity  !  I  fay  the  allufion  holds 
in  the  exchange. 

DulL  And  I  fay  the  poUufion  holds  in  the  exchsinge  ; 
for  the  moon  is  nevei'  but  a  month  old :  and  1  fay  befide^ 
that  *twas  a  pricket  that  the  princefs  ki-il'd. 

HoL  Sir  Nathaniel,  will  your  hear  an  extemporal  epi->' 
taph  on  the  death  of  the  deer  ?  and,  to  humour  the  ig-* 
tiorant,  1  have  call'd  the  deer  the  princefs  kill'd,  a  pricker^ 

Nath^  Perge,  good  mafier  Holofernea,  pet-ge ;  (o  it 
ftiall  pleafe  you  to  abrogate  fcurrility. 

HoL  1  will  fomeihing  affedl  the  letter  ;  for  it  argues 
facility. 

The 
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The  pratfeful  prlncefs  pierc'd  and  pricked  a  pretty  pkafing 

pricket ; 
Some  fay,  a  fore ;  but  not  a  fore^  ^till  now  made  fore  with 

Jhooting : 
The  dogs   did  yell\    put  L  to  fire^  then  for  el  jumps  from 

thicket  ; 
Or  pricket  J    fore,  or  elf e  for  el,  the  people  fall  a  hooting. 
Jf  fore  he  fore  ^  then  L  to  fore  makes  fifty  fores  ;  O  foi'e  L  ! 
Of  one  fore  I  an  hundr-edmake,  by  adding  but  one  mere  L. 

Nath.  A  rare  talent ! 

DulL  If  a  talent  be  a  claw,  look  how  he  claws  him  with 
a  talent. 

Hoi.  This  is  a  gift  that  I  have,  fimple,  fimple;  a 
fooliih  extravagant  fpriiir,  full  of  forms,  figures,  (hapes, 
obje(5ts,  ideas,  apprehenfions,  motions,  revolutions,  :  thefe 
are  begot  in  the  ventricle  of  memory,  nourifhed  in  the 
womb  of  pia  tnater,  and  deliver'd  upon  the  mellowing  of 
occafion  :  But  the  gift  is  good  in  thofe  in  whom  it  is  acute, 
and  I  am  thankful  for  it. 

Nath,  Sir,  I  praife  the  Lord  for  you  ;  and  fo  may  my 
parifliioners ;  for  their  fons  are  well  tutor'd  by  you,  and 
their  daughters  profit  very  greatly  under  ycu  :  you  are  a 
good  member  of  the  commonwealth. 

Hoi  Mehercle^  if  their  fons  be  ingenious,-  they  fhall 
want  no  inlfruflion  :  if  their  daughters  be  capable,  I  will 
put  it  to  them  :  But,  vir  fapit,  qui pauca  loquitur :  afoul 
femnine  faluteth  us. 

Enter  Jaquet^etta,  and  Costard. 

yac,  God  give  you  good  morrov^,  mafter  parfon. 

HoL  Mafter  parfon, < — quafi  perfon.  And  if  one  (hould 
be  pierc'd,  which  is  the  one? 

Coft,  Marry,  mafter  fchooi-mafter,  he  that  is  likefl  to  a 
hog  (head. 

Hoi.  Of  piercing  a  hogChead  1  a  good  luftre  of  con- 
ceit in  a  turf  of  earth  ;  fire  enough  for  a  flint,  pearl  enough 
for  a  fvvine  :  'tis  pretty  ;  it  is  well. 

Jac.  Good  mafter  parfon,  be  fo  good  as  read  me  this 
letter  ;  it  was  given  me  by  Coftard,  and  fent  me  from 
Don  Arimatho  :  I  befeech  you,  read  it. 
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Hoi.  Faufte^  precor  gelidd  quando  pecus  omne  fub  unhrd 
Ruminate — and  fo  forth.  Ah,  good  old  Mantuan  I  I  may 
fp€ak  of  thee  as  the  traveller  doth  of  Venice; 
— Vineg'ia,   Vincgia^ 
Chi  non  ti  vidi,  ei  non  fe  pregta. 
Old   Mantuan  i  old  Mantuan  !  Who  underftandeth  thee 
Dot,  loves  thee  not.— Ut,  re.fol,  la,  mi,  fa, — Under  par- 
don,  fir,   what  are  the  contents  P  or,  rather,  as  fiorac© 
fays  in  his— »¥ hat,  my  foul,  verfes  I 
Nath,  Ay,  fir,  and  very  learned. 
Hoi.  Let  me  hear  a  flafF,  a  ftanza,  a  vcrfe ;  Lege,  do- 
mi'ne. 

Nath*  If  love  make  me  forfworn,  how  {hall  I  fwear  to 
love  ? 
Ah,  never  faith  could  hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vowed  ! 
Though  to  myfclf  forfworn,  to  thee  Til  faithful   prove; 
Thofe  thoughts  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like  ofiers 
bowed. 
Study  his  bias  leaves,  and  makes  his  book  thine  ej^es ; 
Where  all  thofe  pleafures  live,  that  art  would    com- 
prehend ; 
If  knowledge  be  the  mark,  to  know  thee  (hall  fniFice  ; 
Well  learned  is  that  tongue,  that  well  can  thee  com- 
mend : 
All  ignorant  that  foul,  that  fees  thee  without  wonder  ; 
(Which  is  to  me  fome  praife,  that  I   thy  parts  ad- 
mire) 
Thy  eye  Jove*s  lightning  bears,  thy  voice  his  dreadful 

thunder, 
Which,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  mufick,  and  fwcet  fire. 
Celeftial  as  thou  art,  oh  pardon,  love,  this  wrong, 
That  fm^s  the  heaven's  praife  with  fuch  an  earthly 

tongue ! 
HoU  You  find  not  the  apoftrophes,  and  fo  mifs  the  ac- 
cent :  let  me  fupervife  the  canzonet.  Here  are  only  num- 
bers ratify'd  ;  but,  for  the  elegancy,  facility,  and  golden 
cadence  of  poefy,  caret,  Ovidius  Nafo  was  the  man  :  and 
why,  indeed,  Nofo  ;  but  for  fmelling  out  the. odoriferous 
flowers  of  fancy  I  the  jerks  of  invention  ?  Imitari^  is  no- 
thing ;  fo  doth  the  hound  his  maffer,  the  ape.  his  keeper, 

'  ■</.    the 
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the  tired  horfe  his  rider.     But  damofelh  virgin,  was  this 
directed  to  you  ? 

jfaq.  Ay,  fir,  from  one  Monfieur  Biron,  one  of  the 
flrange  queen's  lords. 

Ho/.  1  will  overglance  the  fuperfcript.  To  the  /now 
white  hand  of  the  moji  beauteous  lady  Rofaline.  I  will  look 
again  on  the  intelleft  of  the  letter,  for  the  nomination  of 
the  party  writing  to  the  perfon  written  unto  : 

Tour  ladyjhip's  in  all  defired  employments  Biron. 
Sir  Nathaniel,  this  Biron  is  one  of  the  votaries  with  the 
king ;  and  here  he  hath  fram'd  a  letter  to  a  fequent  of  the 
ftranger  queen's,  which,  accidentally,  or  by  the  way  of 
progreffion,  hath  mifcarry'd. — Trip  and  go,  my  fweet  ; 
deliver  this  paper  into  the  royal  hand  of  the  king ;  it  may 
concern  much  :  Stay  not  thy  compliment;  I  forgive  thy 
duty  ;  adieu. 

jciq*  Good  Coftard,  go  with  me. — Sir,  God  feve  your 
lifel 

Coji.  Have  with  thee,  my  girl.  \Exeunt,  Cos.  and  Jaq^ 

Nath,  Sir,  you  have  done  this  in  the  fear  of  God,  very 
religioufly  ;  and  as  a  certain  father  faith . 

HqU  Sir,  tell  not  me  of  the  father,  I  do  fear  colourable 
colours.  But,  to  return  to  the  verfes  ;  Did  they  pleafe 
you.  Sir  Nathaniel  ? 

Nath.  Marvellous  well  for  the  pen. 

HoU  I  do  dine  to-day  at  the  father's  of  a  certain  pupil 
of  mine ;  where  if  (being  repaft)  it  (hall  pleafe  you  to 
gratify  the  table  with  a  grace,  I  will,  on  my  privilege  I 
have  with  the  parents  of  the  aforefaid  child  or  pupil, 
undertake  your  hen  venuto\  where  I  will  prove  thole 
verfes  to  be  very  unlearned,  neither  favouring  of  poetry, 
wit,  nor  invention  :  I  befeech  your  fociety. 

ISIath,  And  thank  you  too  :  for  fociety  (faith  the  text) 
is  the  happinefs  of  life. 

HoU  And,  certes,  the  text  moft  infallibly  concludes  it. 
— Sir,  I  do  invite  you  too  ;  [To  DulL'\  you  fhall  not  fay 
me,  nay  :  ^auca  verba.  Away  ;  the  gentles  are  at  their 
game,  and  we  will  to  our  recreation.  [Exeunt* 


SCENE 


b^  love's  labour^s  lost. 

— -y 

SCENE    III. 

Enter  Biron  luith  a  Paper. 

Biron.  The  king  is  hunting  the  deer ;  I  am  courfing 
myfelf :  they  have  pitch'd  a  toil ;  I  am  toiling  in  a  pitch; 
pitch,  that  defiles ;  defile  !  a  foul  word.  Well,  Set  thee 
down,  forrow  !  for  {o^  they  fay,  the  fool  faid,  and  fo  fay 
I,  and  I  the  fopl.  Well  prov'd,  wit  1  By  the  lord,  this 
love  is  as  mad  as  Ajax :  it  keels  iheep  ;  it  kills  me,  I  a 
flieep:  Well  prOv'd  again  on  my  fide!  I  will  not  love : 
if  I  do,  hang  me  ;  i'faith,  I  will  not.  O,  but  her  eye, — 
by  this  light,  but  for  her  eye,  I  would  not  love  her  ;  yes, 
for  her  two  eyes.  Well,  1  do  nothing  in  the  world  but 
lie,  and  lie  in  my  throat.  By  heaven,  1  do  love :  and  it 
hath  taught  me  to  rhime,  and  to  be  melancholy;  and 
here  is  part  of  my  rhirae,  and  here  my  melancholy. 
Well,  fhe  hath  one  o'  my  fcnucts  already  ;  the  clown- 
bore  itj  the  fool  lent  it,  and  the  lady  hath  it :  fweet 
clowD,  fweeter  fool,  fweeteft  lady !  By  the  world,  I 
would  not  care  a  pin,  if  the  other  three  were  in  :  Here 
comes  one  with  a  paper  :   God  give  him  grace  to  groan  \ 

\_Hc  Jiands  afide* 
Enter  the  Khig, 
King,  Aye  me  ! 

Biron,  [J/ide.]  Shot,  by   heaven  I Proceed,    fweet 

Cupid;   thou  hafl  thurnp'd  him  with  thy  bird-bolt  under 

the  left  pap  : 1'  faith  fecrets. — 

Khig,  [Reads.]  So  fweet  a  kifs  the  golden  fun  gives  not 

To  thofe  frefh  morning  drops  upon  the  rcfe, 
As  thy  eye-beams^  when  their  fre/lj  rays  have  fmoie 

The  night  of  dew  that  on  my  cheeks  down  flows : 
NorJInnes  the  fiver  moon  one  half  Jo  bright 
Through  the  tranfparent  hofom  of  the  deep, 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light'. 

Thou  Jhinft  in  every  tear  that  I  do  weep  : 
No  drop  but.  as  a  coach  doth  carry  thee ^ 
.  ^0  ridsft  thou  triumphing  in  my  luoe ; 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  fwell  in  me. 

And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief  will  JJoew  : 
But  do  not  love  thyfelf;   then  thoii  wilt  keep 
My  tears  for  glaffes^  and  fill  mako*  me  iveep, 

O  queen 
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O  queen  of  queens,  how  far  doft  thou  excel  I 
No  thought  can  think,  nor  tongue  of  mortal  tell.'—' 
How  (liall  (he  know  my  griefe  ?  Til  drop  the  paper ; 
Sweet  leaves,  fhade  folly.     Who  is  he  comes  here  ? 

^The  King  fieps  afide. 

Enter  Long  AVI  lle. 

What,  Longaville  !  and  reading  !  liden,  ear. 
Biron.  l/ijide.}  Now  in  thy  iikenefs,  one  more  fool, 

appear ! 
-Long*  Ay  me!  I  am  forfworn, 
Biron.  [J/ide.2  Why,    he  comes    in   like   a   perjure, 

wearing  papers. 
King,  l^fde.2  In  love,    I  hope;    fweet  fellowfhip  in 

(hame ! 
Biron.  [4fide,']  One  drunkard   loves   another  of  the 

name. 
Long.  \_4jideA  Am  I  the  firft,  that  have  been  perjured 

fo? 
Birori,   [J/ide.j  I  could  put  thee  in  comfort ;  not  by 
two,  that  I  know  : 
Thou  roak'fl  the  triumviry,  the  corner  cap  of  fociety, 
The  fliape  of  love's  Tyburn  that  hangs  up  fimplicity. 

Long.  I  fear,  thefe  itubborn  lines  lack  power  to  move : 
O  fweet  Maria,  emprefs  of  my  love  ! 
Thefe  numbers  will  I  tear,  and  write  in  profe. 

Biron.  [Jfide.]   O,    rhimes    are    guards    oa    wanton 
Cupid's  hofe  : 
Disfigure  not  his  flop. 

Long.  This  fame  Iliall  go. [He  reads  the  Sonnet. 

Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetor ick  of  thine  eye 

('Gainjl  vjhom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument) 
Perfuade  my  heart  to  this  falfe  perjury  f 

Vows,  for  thee  broke,  deferve  not  punijhment, 
'    A  woman  I 'forfwore\   hut,  Iwillprove^ 

Thou  being  a  goddefs,  I  forfwore  not  thee : 
My  vow  was  earthly,    thou  a  heavenly  love  \ 

Thy  grace  hang  gaindy  cures  all  di (grace  in  me. 
Vows  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is  : 

Then  thou,  fair  fun,  which  on  my  earth  dojl  Jhine, 
ExhaVa  this  vapour  vow  ;  in  thee  it  is : 

Da  If 
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If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine ; 
If  by  me  broke,  What  fool  is  7iot  fo  wife, 
To  lofe  an  oath  to  win  a  faradife  P 

Biron.  14/ide.']  This  is   the  liver  vien,  which  makes 
flefh  a  deity ; 
A  green  goofe,  a  goddefs :  pure,  pure  idolatry. 
God  amend  us,  God  amend !    we  are  much  out  o*  the 
way. 

Enter  Dumain, 

Long,  By  whom  (hall  I  fend  this  ?) Company !  flay. 

[Stepping  aftde* 

Biron,  [Jfide.]  All  hid,  all  hid,  an  old  infant  play  : 
Like  a  demy-god  here  fit  I  in  the  fky. 
And  wretched  fool's  fecrets  heedfuliy  o'er-eye. 
More  facks  to  the  mill !  O  heavens,  I  have  my  wi(h  ; 
Pumain  transform'd,  four  woodcocks  in  a  difti ! 

Dum.  O  mofl  divine  Kate  ! 

Biron.  O  mofl  prophane  coxcomb  !  [^Aftde, 

Dum.  By  heaven,  the  wonder  of  a  mortal  eye  ! 

Biron,  By  earth,  (he  is  not  corporal ;  there  you  lie. 

[Jfide, 

Dum,  Her  amber  hair  for  foul  hath  amber  cored. 

Biron.  An  amber-colour'd  raven  was  well  noted. 

lAfidc. 

Dum.  As  upright  as  the  cedar. 

Biron,  Stoop,  I  fay; 
Her  fhoulder  is  with  child.  ^Jfide, 

Dum.  As  fair  as  day. 

Biron.  Ay,    as  fome  days;    but   then    no    fun    muft 
(bine.  ^Jfide, 

Dum.  O  that  I  had  my  wifh  I 

Long.  And  I  had  mine  !  {Aftde. 

King,  And  I  mine  too,  good  Lord  !  \_Aftde, 

Biron,  Amen,   fo  I  had  mine:    Is  not  that  a  good 
word  ?  l^fide. 

Dum.  I  would  forget  her ;  but  a  fever  (he 
Reigns  in  my  blood,  and  will  remembred  be. 

Biron.  A  fever  in  your  blood  !  why,  tben  incifion 
Would  let  her  out  in  faucers  ;   Sweet  mifprifion  !     \_Aftde* 

Dum.  Once  more  I'U  read  the  ode  thai  I  have  writ. 

Dum. 
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Blron,  Once  more  I'll  mark  how  love  can  Tary  wit. 

DuMAiN  reads  his  Sonnet • 
On  a  day  (alack  the  day  ! ) 
Love^  tvhofe  month  is  ever  May^ 
Spy'd  a  hloffom,  pajftng  fair. 
Playing  in  the  wanton  air  : 
Through  the  velvet  leaves  the  windy 
Jill  unfceny  'gan  paffage  find  ; 
That  the  lover ,  fick  to  death, 
TFiJlj'd  himfelfthe  heaven  s  breath. 
Air  (quoth  he),   thy  cheeks  may  blow  ; 
Jir^  would  I  might  triwnph  Jo  !  '     '^ 

Buty  alack,  7ny  hand  is  fworn^ 
Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn  ; 
Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet; 
Toiith  fo  apt  to  pluck  a  fwect^ 
Do  not  call  it  fin  in  me. 
That  I  am  fiorfiworn  for  thee  : 
*ihou,  for  whom  even  Jove  would  fwear, 
Juno  but  an  Ethiope  ivere  ; 
jind  deny  him/elf  for  Jove, 
Turning  mortal  for  thy  love. 

This  will  I  fend  ;  and  fomethiog  elfe  more  plain, 
That  fhall  exprefs  my  true  love's  farting  pain.. 
O,  would  the  king,   Biron,  and  Longaville, 
Were  lovers  too  I  ill,  to  example  ill, 
Would  from  my  forehead  wipe  a  perjur*d  note  ; 
For  none  offend,  where  all  alike  to  dote. 

Long.  Dumain,  thy  love  is  far  from  charity, 
That  in  love's  grief  defirTt  fociety  :         [Coming  forward. 
You  may  look  pale,  but  I  (hould  blulh,  I  know 
To  be  o'er  heard,  and  taken  napping  fo. 

King.  Come,  fir,  you  blufh;  as  his,  your  cafe  is  fuch ; 

[  Coming  fot  ward. 
You  chide  ai  him,  offending  twice  as  much  : 
You  do  not  love  Maria  ?  Longaville 
Did  never  fonnet  for  her  fake  compile  ? 
Nor  never  laid  his  wreathed  arms  athwart 
His  loving  bofom,  to  keep  down  his  heart  ? 
I  h^ve  been  clofely  fhrowded  in  this  bufh, 
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And  mark'd  you  both,  and  for  you  both  did  blu'/h, 
I  heard  your  guilty  rhimes,  obferv'd  your  faPnlon  ; 
Saw  fighs  reek  from  yon,  noted  well  your  paiuon  : 
Ay  me  !  fays  one  ;  O  Jove  !   the  other  cries  ; 
Her  hairs  were  gold,  cryftal  the  ether's  eyes  : 
You  would  for  paradife  break  faith  and  troth  ; 

[To  Long. 
And  Jove,  for  your  love,  would  infringe  an  oath. 

[ToDuMAiN, 
What  will  Biron  fay,  when  that  he  (hall  hear 
A  faith  infringed,  which  fuch  zeal  did  fwear  ? 
How  will  he  fcorn  ?  how  will  he  fpend  his  wit  ? 
How  will  he  triumph,  leap,  and  laugh  at  it  ? 
For  all  the  wealth  that  ever  I  did  fee, 
I  would  not  have  him  know  fo  much  by  me. 

Blroiu  Now  Ocp  I  forth  to  v; hip  hypocrify. — 
Ah,  good  my  liege,  I  pray  thee,  pardon  me  : 

{Coming  forward* 
Good  heart,  what  grace  haft  thou,  thus  to  reprove' 
Thefe  worms  for  loving,  that  art  moft  in  love? 
Your  eyes  do  make  no  coaches  ;  in  your  tears, 
There  is  no  certain  princefs  that  appears  ? 
You'll  not  be  perjur'd,  'tis  a  hateful  thing  ; 
Tufh,  none  but  minftrels  hke  of  fonneting. 
But  are  you  not  aQiam'd  ?  nay,  are  you  not, 
All  three  of  you,  to  be  thus  much  o'erfliot  ? 
You  found  his  mote  ;  the  king  your  mote  did  fee ; 
But  I  a  beam  do  find  in  each  of  three. 
O,  what  a  fcene  of  foolery  I  have  feen, 
Of  fighs,  of  groans,  of  forrovv,  and  of  teen  I 
O  me,  with  what  flricf  patience  have  I  fat, 
To  fee  a  king  transformed  to  a  knot  ! 
To  fee  great  Hercules  whipping  a  gig, 
And  profound  Solomon  turning  a  jig, 
And  Neftor  play  at  pufh-pin  with  the  boys, 
And  critic  Timon  laugh  at  idle  toys! 
Where  lies  thy  grief  \  O  tell  me,  goocTDumaio  ! 
And,  gentle  Longaville,  where  lies  thy  pain  ? 
And  where  my  liege's  ?  all  about  the  breaft  :— 
A  caudle,  ho ! 

King.  Too  bitter  is  thy  jeft. 
Ar^  we  betray'd  thus  to  thy  over-view  ? 

Biron, 
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Biron.  Not  you  by  me,  but  I  betray'd  to  you  : 
I,  that  am  honeft  ;  1,  that  bold  it  fin 
To  break  the  vow  I  am  engaged  in ; 
I  am  betray'd  by  keepiiiix  company 
With  men  like  men,  of  rtrange  inconftancy. 
Wh'ii  fliall  you  fee  me  write  a  thing  in  rhime  ? 
Or  qroan  for  Joan  ?   or  fpend  a  minute's  time 
In  pi'jning  me  ?  IVhen  fl-iall  you  hear,  that  i 
Will  praiie  a  hand,  a  foot,  a  face,  an  eye, 
A  gait,  a  ftate,  a  brow,  a  breaft,  a  waift, 
A  leg,  a  limb  ? 

King    ; 'oft  ;  whither  away  fo  faft  ? 
A  true  man,  or  a  thief,  that  gallops  fo? 

Biron.  I  poll  from  love  ;  good  lover,  let  me  go. 
E?iter  Ja^uenetta,   and  Costard. 

Jaq.  God  blefs  the  king  ! 

King.  What  prefent  haft  thou  there  ? 

Coji,  Some  certain  treafon. 

Kifig.  What  makes  treafon  here  ? 

Cq/l.   Nay,  it  makes  nothing,  fir. 

King.  If  it  mar  nothing  neither, 
The  treafon,  and  you,  go  in  peace  away  together. 

Jaq.  I  befeech  your  grace,  let  this  letter  be  read  ; 
Our  parfon  mifdoubts  it;  it  was  treafon,  he  faid. 

Ki'ig.  Biron  read  it  over.  [He  reads  the  Letter, 

Where  hadft  thou  it  ? 

Jaq.  Of  Coftard. 

King,  Where  had  ft  thou  it  ? 

CoJi.  Of  Dun  Adramadio,   Dun  Adramadio. 

King.Uow  now!  what  is  in  you  ?  why  doft  thou  tear  it  ? 

Biron.  A  toy,   ray  liege,   a  toy;    your  grace  needs  not 
fear  it. 

Long.  It  did  move  him  to  pallion,  and  therefore  let's 
hear  it. 

Dum,  It  is  Biron's  writing,  and  here  is  his  name, 

Biron.    Ah,  you  whorefon  loggerhead,  you  w^ere  born 
to  :^o  me  (liame. —  [^^  Cost. 

Guilty  my  -oid,  guilty;  I  confefs,  I  confefs. 

King.  What? 

Biron,  That  you  three  fools  lack'd  me  fool  to  make  up 
the  mefs,  - 
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He,  he,  and  you,  and  you,  my  liege,  and  T, 
Are  plck-purfes  in  love,  and  we  deferve  to  die. 
O,  difmifs  this  audience,  and  I  fliall  tell  you  more 
Dum.  Now  the  number  is  even. 
Biron,  True  true  ;  we  are  four  :• — 
Will  thefe  turtles  be  gone  > 
King.  Hence,  firs ;  away. 

Cofl,  Walk  afide  the  true  folk,  and  let  the  traitors  flay. 
[Exeunt  Costard,  and  Jaq^ 
Biron,  Sweet  lords,  fweet  lovers,  O  let  us  embrace  ! 
As  true  we  are,  as  fle(h  and  blood  can  be  : 
The  fea  will  ebb  and  flow,   heaven  will  (hew  his  face ; 

Young  blood  doth  not  obey  an  old  decree  : 
We  cannot  crofs  the  caufe  why  we  were  born  ; 
Therefore,  of  all  hands  muft  we  be  forfworn. 

King.  What,  did  thefe  rent  lines  (hew  fome  love  of 

thine  ? 
Biron.  Did  they,  quoth  you  ?  Who  fees  the  heavenly 
Rofaline, 
That,  like  a  rude  and  favage  man  of  Inde, 

At  the  firft  opening  of  the  gorgeous  eafl:. 
Bows  not  his  vaflal  head ;  and,  ftrucken  blind, 

Kifles  the  bafe  ground  with  obedient  breafl  ? 
What  peremptory  eagle-fightcd  eye 

Dares  look  upon  the  heaven  of  her  brow. 
That  is  not  blinded  by  her  majefly  ? 

King.  What  zeal,  what  fury  haih  infplr'd  thee  now  ? 
My  love,  her  miitrefs,  is  a  gracious  moon; 

She,  an  attending  flar,  fcarce  feen  a  light. 
Biron.  My  eyes  are  then  no  eyes,  nor  I  Biron: 
O,  but  for  my  love,  day  would  turn  to  night ! 
Of  all  complexions  the  cull'd  fovereignty 

Do  meet,  as  at  a  fair,  in  her  fair  cheek  ; 
Where  feveral  worthies  make  one  dignity  ; 

Where  nothing  wants,  that  want  itfelf  doth  feek. 
Lend  me  the  flourifh  of  all  gentle  tongues — 

Fye,  painted  rhetorick  I  O,   (lie  needs  it  not: 
To  things  of  fale  a  feller's  praife  belongs ; 

She  pafTcs  praife ;  then  praife  too  fhort  doth  blot, 
A  wither'd  hermit,  five-fcore  winter's  worn, 
Might  ihakc  off  fifty,  looking  in  her  eye  : 

Beauty 
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Btauty  doth  vanlfti  age,  as  if  new  born, 

And  gives  the  crutch  of  cradle's  infancy, 

O,  'tis  the  fun,  that  maketh  all  things  fhine  ! 

.  King.  By  heaven,  thy  lore  is  black  as  ebony. 

Biron,  Is  ebony  like  her  ?   O  wood  divine  ! 

A  wife  of  fuch  wood  were  felicity. 

O,  who  can  give  an  oath  f  where  is  a  book  ? 

That  1  may  fwear,  beauty  doth  beauty  lacl^ 
If  that  fhe  learn  not  of  her  eye  to  look  ? 

No  face  is  fair,  that  is  not  full  fo  black. 
King,  O  paradox  !    Black  is  the  badge  of  hell, 
The  hue  of  dungeons,  and  the  fcowl  of  night; 
And  beauty's  crefl:  becomes  the  heavens  well. 

Biron,  Devils  fooneft  teropr,  refembling  fpirits  of  light, 
O,  if  in  black  my  lady's  brow  be  deckt. 

It  mourns,  that  paioiii  g,  and  ufurping  hair. 
Should  ravididoters  with  a  falfe  afped^  ; 

And  therelore  is  (he  born  to  make  black  fair. 
Her  favour  turris  the  fafhion  of  the  days  ; 

Yo'i  native  blood  is  counted  painting  now: 
And  cherefore  red,  that  would  avoid  difpraife. 
Paints  itfelf  black,  to  imitate  her  brow. 
Dum,  To  look  like  her,  are  chimneyf weepers  black. 
Long,  And,  imce  her  time,  are  colliers  counted  bright. 
King,  And  Ethiops  of  their  fwcet  complexion  crack. 
Dum,  Dark  needs  no  candles  now,  for  dark  is  light, 
Biron.  Your  miftrelTes  dare  never  come  in  rain, 
For  fear  their  colours  fhould  be  wafh'd  away. 
King.  'Tweregood,  yours  did;  for,  fir,  to  tell  you  plain, 
ni  find  a  fairer  face  not  wa(h'd  to-day. 

Biron.  I'll  prove  her  fair,  or  talk  till  doom's-day  here. 
King.  No  devil  will  fright  thee  then  fo  much  as  /he. 
Du7n.  I  never  knew  man  hold  vile  ftuff  fo  dear. 
Lo77g.  Look,  here's  thy  love  ;   my  foot  and   her  face 
fee.  \_S hewing  his  Shoe, 

Biron,  O,  if  the  flreets  were  paved  v^ith  thine  eyes. 

Her  feet  were  too  much  dainty  for  fuch  tread  ! 
Dum.  O  vile  I   then  as  (he  goes,  what  upward  lies 

The  ffreet  fhould  fee  as  (he  walk'd  over  head. 
King,  But  what  of  this  ?  Are  we  not  all  in  love  ? 
Biron,  Nothing  fo  fure ;   and  thereby  all  forfworn. 

King. 
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King.  Then  leave  this  chat ;   and,  good  Biron,  now 
prove 
Our  loving  lawful,  and  our  faith  not  torn. 

Dum.  Ay,  marry,  there  : — fome  flattery  for  this  evil. 

Long.  O,  fome  authority  how  to  proceed ; 
Some  tricks,  fome  quillets,  how  to  cheat  the  devil, 

Dmn,  Some  falve  for  perjury. 

Biron^.  O,  'tis  more  than  need  ! — 
Have  at^you  then,  affc<^1ion  s  men  at  arms  : 
Confidcr,  what  you  iirit  cid  fwear  unto; — 
To  faft, — to  ftudy, — and  to  fee  no  woman  ;—    , 
Flat  treafon  'gainA  the  kingly  ftate  of  youth. 
Says  can  you  fa  ft  ?  your  ftomachs  are  too  young  ; 
And  abftinence  engenders  uialadies. 
And  where  that  you  have  vow'd  to  ftudy,  lords, 
In  that  each  of  you  hath  forfworn  his  book  : 
Can  you  ftlll  dream,  and  pore,  and  thereon  look  ? 
For  when  would  you,  my  lords  ot*  you,  or  you, 
Have  found  the  ground  of  ftudy's  excellence. 
Without  the  beauty  of  a  woman's  face  ? 
From  women's  eyes  this  dG61:rine  I  derive  : 
They  are  the  ground,  the  book,  the  academes, 
From  whence  doth  fpring  the  true  Pronaethean  fire. 
Why,  univerfal  plodding  prifons  up 
Th6  nimble  fpirits  in  the  arteries  ; 
As  motion,  and  long-during  aftion,  tires 
The  finewy  vigour  of  the  traveller. 
Now,  for  not  looking  on  a  woman's  face. 
You  have  in  that  forfwoi  n  the  ufe  of  eyes ; 
And  ftudy  too,  the  caufer  of  your  vow  : 
For  where  is  any  author  in  the  world, 
Teaches  fuch  beauty  as  a  woman's  eye  ? 
Learning  is  but  an  adjunfl  to  ourfelf. 
And  where  we  are,  our  learning  likewife  is. 
Then,  when  ourfeivcs  we  fee  in  ladies'  eyes. 
Do  we  not  likewife  fee  our  learning  there  ? 
O,  we  have  made  a  vow  to  ftudy,  lords  ; 
And  in  that  vow  we  have  forfworn  our  books : 
For  when  would  you,  my  liege,  or  you,  or  you. 
In  leaden  contemplation,  have  found  out 
Such  fiery  numbers,  as  the  prompting  eyes 
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Of  beauteous  tutors  have  enrlch'd  you  with  ? 

Other  llow  arts  entirely  keep  the  brain  ; 

And  rherefore  nriding  barren  praclifers, 

Scarce  fhew  a  harvelt  of  a  heavy  toil : 

But,  love,  firfl  learned  in  a  lady's  eyes, 

I-ives  not  alone  immured  in  the  brain  ; 

But  Vv'ith  the  motion  of  all  elements, 

Courfes  as  fwift  as  thought  in  every  power; 

And  gives  to  every  power  a  double  power. 

Above  their  functions  and  their  offices. 

It  adds  a  precious  feeing  to  the  eye. 

A  lover's  eyes  will  gaze  an  eagle  blind  ; 

A  lover's  car  will  hear  the  lowed  found. 

When  the  fufpicious  head  of  theft  is  ftopp'd : 

Love's  feeling  is  more  foft,  and  fenlible, 

Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  fnalls  ; 

Love's  tongue  proves  dainty  Bacchus  grofs  in  taftc: 

For  valour,  is  not  love  a  Hercules, 

Still  climbing  trees  ia  the  Hefperides  > 

Subtle  as  fphinz  ;  as  fweet,  and  mufical, 

As  bright  Apollo's  lute,  ftrung  with  his  hair; 

And,  when  love  fpeaks,  the  voice  of  all  the  gods 

Makes  heaven  drowfy  with  the  harmony. 

Never  durfc  poet  tuuch  a  pen  to  write. 

Until  his  ink  were  teraper'd  with  love's  fighs ; 

C,  then  his  lines  would  ravifli  favage  ears. 

And  plant  in  tyrants  mild  humility. 

From  women's  eyes  this  doflrinc  I  derive  : 

They  fparkle  flill  the  right  Promethean  fire  ; 

They  are  the  books,  the  arts,  the  academes, 

That  (hew,  contain,  and  nourifli  all  the  world  ; 

Fife,  none  at  all  in  aught  proves  excellent: 

Then  fools  you  were,  thefe  women  to  forfvvear ; 

Or,  keeping  what  is  fworn,  you  will  prove  fools. 

For  wiidom^s  fake,  a  word  that  all  men  love  ; 

Or  for  love's  fake,  a  word  that  loves  all  men  ; 

Or  for  men's  fake,  the  authors  of  thefe  women ; 

Or  women's  fake,  by  whom  we  men  are  men  ; 

Let  us  once  lofe  our  oaths,  to  find  ourfclves, 

Or  elfe  we  lofe  ourfelves  to  keep  our  oaths ; 

It  is  religion,  to  be  thus  forfwoin: 

For 
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For  charity  Itfelf  fulfils  the  law  ; 
And  who  can  fever  love  from  charity  ? 

King,  Saint  Cupid,  then  !  and,  foldiers,  to  the  field  ! 

Biron.  Advance  your  ftandards,  and  upon  them  lords ; 
Pell-mell,  down  with  them !  but  be  firll  advis'd. 
In  conflifl  that  you  get  the  fun  of  them. 

Long.  Now  to  plain-dealing ;  lay  thefe  glozes  by  : 
Shall  we  refolve  to  woo  thefe  girls  of  France  ? 

King,  And  win  them  too  :  therefore  let  us  devife 
Some  entertainment  for  them  in  their  tents. 

Biron,  Firfi:,  from  the  park  let  us  condu<n:  them  hither; 
Then,  homeward,  every  man  attach  the  hand 
Of  his  fair  miftrefs :  in  the  afternoon 
We  will  with  fome  ftrange  paftime  folace  them. 
Such  as  the  fhortnefs  of  the  time  can  (hape  ; 
For  revels,  dances,  mafl;s,  and  merry  hours, 
Fore-run  fair  love,  flrcwing  her  way  with  flowers. 

King,   Away,  avi^ay  !  no  time  fhall  be  omitted, 
That  will  be  time,  and  may  by  us  be  fitted. 

Biron.  Allons  !   allons ! — Sow'd  cockle  reap'd  no  corn  ; 
And  juftice  always  whirls  in  equal  meafure : 
Light  wenches  may  prove  plagues  to  men  forfworn ; 

If  fo,  our  copper  buys  no  better  treafure.   [Exeunt. 


ACTV.      SCENE     I. 

The  Street,      Eftter  Holofernes,   Nathaniel,  and 

DUJ.L. 

t^atis  quodfujfficit, 

Naih,  I  praife  God  for  you,  fir  :  your  reafons  at  dinner 
have  been  fharp  and  fententious;  pleafant  without  fcur- 
rility,  without  affe<fl:ion,  audacious  without  impudency, 
learned  without  opinion,  and  ftrange  without  hercfy.  I 
did  converfe  this  quondam  day  with  a  companion  of  the 
king's,  who  is  intituled,  nominated,  or  called,  Don  Ad- 
riano  de  Armado. 

Hoi,  Novi  hominen  tanquam  te :  His  humour  is  lofty, 
his  difcourfe  peremptory,  his  tongue  filed,  his  eye  ambi- 
tious, 
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tious,  his  gait  majeftical,  and  his  general  behavour  vain, 
ridiculous,  and  thrafonical.  He  is  too  picked,  too  fpruce, 
too  afFedled,  too  odd,  as  it  were ;  too  peregrinate,  as  I 
may  call  it. 

Nath.  A  moft  fingular  and  choice  epithet. 

\_Draws  out  a  Tahle^'Book. 

Hoi.  He  draweth  out  the  thread  of  his  verbofity  finer 
than  the  ftapje  of  his  argument*  I  abhor  fuch  phanatical 
phantafms,  fuch  infociable  and  point-divine  companions : 
fuch  rackers  of  orthography,  as  to  fpeak,  dout,  fine,  whea 
he  (hould  fay,  doubt ;  det,  when  he  (hould  pronounce, 
debt;  d,  e,  b,  t ;  not,  d,  e,  t :  he  clepeth  a  calf,  cauf; 
half,  hauf;  neighbour,  vocatur^  nebour;  neigh,  abbre- 
viated, ne  :  This  is  abhominable  (which  he  would  call  a- 
bominable),  it  infinuateth  me  of  infanie  5  Ne  inielligis, 
dornineP  to  make  frantick,  lunatick  ? 
Nath.   Laus  deo^  bono  ;  intelligo. 

HoL  Bone  ? bone,  for  bene :  Prifclan  a  little  fcratch'd  ; 

'twill  ferve. 

Enter  Armado,  Moth,  and  Costard* 

Nath,  Videfne  quis  venit  P 

Hoi.  Fid€o,   &  gaudeo* 

Arm.  Chirra! 

HoL  ^lare  Chirra,  not  firrah  ? 

Arm.  Men  of  peace,  well  encountered. 

HoL  Mod  military  fir,  falutation. 

Moth.  They  have  been  at  a  great  feaft  of  languages, 
and  flol'n  the  fcraps.  [To  Cotard  ^ide. 

Coji.  O,  they  have  liv'd  long  on  the  alms-bafket  of 
words  !  I  marvel,  thy  mafter  hath  not  eaten  thee  for  a 
word  ;  for  thou  art  not  fo  long  by  the  head  as  hmorlfica- 
bilitudinitatibus  :  thou  art  eafier  fwallovved  than  a  flap- 
dragon . 

Moth.  Peace :  the  peal  begins. 

Arm.  Monfieur,  are  you  not  letter'd  ? 

Moth.  Yes,  yes ;  he  teaches  boys  the  horn-book : 
What  is  a,  b,  fpelt  backward  with  a  horn  on  his  head  ? 

Hoi   Ba,  puerttiay   with  a  horn  added. 

Moth.  Ba,  mofl  filly  fheep,  with  a  horn  ;'-^You  hear 
his  learning. 

HoL  ^isj  quiS)  thou  confonant  ? 

M,tk 
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Moth.  The  third  of  the  five  vowels,  if  you  repeat 
them  ;  or  the  fifth,  if  I. 

Hoi.  I  will  repeat  them,  a,  c,  i,-r- 

Adoth.   The  (heep :  the  other  two  concludes  it ;  o,  u* 

Jrm,  Now,  by  the  fait  wave  of  the  IVTediterraneum, 
a  fweet  couchj  a  quick  venew  of  wit:  fnip,  ''niip,  quick 
and  home;  it  rejciccih  my  intelleft  ;  true  wit. 

Moth.  OfFeiM  by  a  child  to  an  old  man  ;  which  is  wit- 
old. 

HoL  What  is  the  figure  ?  what  is  the  figure  ? 

A^oth,  Horns. 

HoL  Thou  difputeft  like  an  infant :  go,  whip  thy  gig. 

IvLth.  Lend  me  your  horn  to  make  one,  and  I  will 
wlvp  about  your  infamy  circum  circa  ;  a  gig  of  a  cuck- 
old's h6rn  ! 

CofL  An  I  had  but  ens  penny  in  the  world,  thoa 
fliouldfl  have  it  to  buy  ginger-bread  ;  hold,  there  is  the 
very  remuneration  I  had  of  thy  mailer,  thou  half- penny 
purfe  of  wit,  thou  pigeoD-e£;g  of  difcretion.  O,  an  the 
heavens,  were  fo  p!eafed,  that  thou  wert  but  my  baftard  I 
what  s  joyful  father  wouidft  thou  make  me?  Go  to; 
thou  haft  it  ad  dunghilU  at  the  finger's  ends,  as  they  fay. 

Hoi.  Oh,  I  fmeil  f  ilfe  Latin  ;  dungill  for  unguan. 

Ann.  Arts-man,  framnhula  ;  we  will  be  fingled  from 
the  barbarous.  Do  you  not  educate  youth  at  the  charge- 
houfe  on  the  top  of  the  mountain  ? 

Hoi  Or,  7;zo«j  the  hill. 

Jrm.  At  your  fweet  pleafure,  for  the  mountain. 

BoL  T  do,  fans  quefiion. 

Arm.  Sir,  it  is  the  king's  mod  fweet  pleafure  and  af- 
fe.6tion,  to  congratulate  the'  princefs  at  her  pavilion,  in 
the  pofteriors  of  this  day  ;  which  the  rude  multitude  call, 
the  afternoon. 

Hoi.  ^Thc  poflerior  of-  the  day,  mofi:  generous  fir,  is 
liable,  congruentj  and  meafurabie  for  the  afternoon  :  the 
word  is  well  culi'd,  chofe  ;  fweet  and  apt,  I  doafiure  you, 
fir>  I  do  allure. 

Artn.  Sir,  the  king  is  a  noble  gentleman  ;  and  my  fa- 
miliar, I- do  ailjtice  you,  very  good  friend:— For  what  is 
invv^ard  between  us,  let  it  pafs  : — I  do  befecch  thee,  re^ 
member  thy  courtefy  ; — i  befeech  tliee,  apparel,  thy  head  : 

—  and 
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and  among  other  importunate  and  moft  ferlous  defigns, 

— and  of  great  import  indeed,  too  ; — but  let  that  pafs :  — 
for  I  muft  tell  thee,  it  will  pleafe  his  grace  (by  the  world) 
fometime  to  lean  upon  my  poor  flioulder  ;  and  with  his 
royal  finger,  thus,  dally  with  my  excrement,  with  my 
muftachio  :  but,  fweet  heart,  let  that  pafs.  By  the  world,- 
I  recount  no  fable  J  fome  certain  fpecial  honours  it  pleafeth 
his   greatnefs  to  impart   to  Armado,  a  foldier,  a  man  of 

travel,   that  hath  feen  the  world  :  but  let  that  pafs. 

The  very  all  of  all  is, but,  fweet  heart,  I  do  implore 

fecrecy,— that  the  king  would  havemeprefent  the  prin- 
cefs,  fweet  chuck,  with  fome  delightful  oftentation,  or 
{how,  or  pageant,  or  antick,  or  fire-work.  Now,  under- 
flanding  that  the  curate,  and  your  fweet  felf,  are  good  at 
fuch  eruptions,  and  fudden  breakings  out  of  mirth,  as  it 
were,  I  have  acquainted  you  withal,  to  the  end  t®  crave 
your  alTiftance. 

Hoi.  Sir,  you  {hall  prefent  before  her  the  nine  worthies, 
— Sir  Nathaniel,  as  concerning  fome  entertainment  of  time, 
fome  fhow  in  the  poflerior  of  this  day,  to  be  rendered  by 
fxlTiftance,— at  the  king's  command;  and  this  mofl  gallant, 
illuftrate,  and  learned  gentleman, — before  ihe  princefs;  I 
fay,  none  fo  fit  as  to  prefent  the  nine  worthies. 

Nath,  Where  will  you  find  men  worthy  enough  to 
prefent  them  ? 

Hoi.  Jofiiua,  yourfelf ;  myfelf,  or  this  gallant  j^cntle- 
man,  Judas  Maccabaeus  ;  this  fwain,  becaufe  of  his  great 
limb  or  joint,  fliall  pafs  Pompey  the  great ;  the  page,  Her- 
cules. 

HoL  Pardon,  fir,  error  :  he  is  not  quantity  enough  for 
that  worthy's  thumb ;  he  is  not  fo  big  as  the  end  of  his 
club.  .: 

HoL  Shall  I  havs  audience  ?  he  fliall  prefent  Hercules 
in  minority  :  his  enter  and  exit  fnall  be  ftrangling  a  fnake ; 
and  I  will  have  an  apology  for  that  purpofe. 

Moth.  An  excellent  device  !  {o,  if  any  of  the  audience 
hifs,  you  may  cry  ;  well  done,  Hercules  I  no^'j  thou  crujlieJI. 
the  fnake  !  that  is  the  way  to  make  an  ofit^nce  gracious  ; 
though  few  have  the  grace  to  do  it. 

yirm.  For  the  reft  of  the  worthies  ?  — 

Ho'.  I  will  play- three  myfclf. 

Moth.  1  hrice-worthy  gentleman ! 

Arm, 


j2  LOVE'S    LABOUR'S   LOST. 

Arnu  Shall  I  tell  you  a  thing  ? 

HoL   We  attend. 

Arm.  We  will  have,  if  this  fadge  not,  an  antick.     I 
befeech  you,  follow. 

Hoi,  Via,  goodman   Dull  I  thou  hafl  fpoken  no  word 
all  this  while. 

DulL  Nor  underftood  none  neither,  fir. 

Hoi  Allons  !  we  will  employ  thee. 

Dulh  I'll  make  one   in  a  dance,  or  fo  :  or  I  will  play- 
on  the  tabor  to  the  worthies,  and  let  them  dance  the  hay. 

Hoi,  Mcft  dull,  honefl  Dull,  to  our  fport,  away. 

\_Exeu7it, 


SCENE     II. 

Before  the  Princefs's   Pavlllion,       Enter  Princefsy    and 
Ladies, 

Prin.  Sweer  hearts,  we  fhall  be  rich  ere  we  depart. 
If  fairings  come  thus  plentifully  in  : 
A  lady  wall'd  about  with  diamonds ! — 
Look  you,  what  I  have  from  the  loving  king. 

Rof.     Madam,  came  nothing  elfe  along  with  that  ? 

Prin.  Nothing  but  this  ?  yea,  as  much  love  in  rhime. 
As  would  be  cramm'd  up  in  a  fheet  of  paper, 
Writ  on  both  fides  the  leaf,  margent  and  all ; 
That  he  was  fain  to  feal  on  Cupid's  name. 

Rof.  That  was  the  way  to  make  his  god-head  wax  ; 
For  he  hath  been  five  thoufand  years  a  boy. 

Kail?.  Ay,  and  a  ilirewd  unhappy  gallows  too. 

Rof,  You'll  ne'er  be  friends,  with  him  j  he  kill'd  your 
filler. 

Kath.  He  made  her  melancholy,  fad,  and  heavy ; 
And  fo  (he  died  :  had  flie  been  light,  like  you. 
Of  fuch  a  merry,  nimble,  ftirring  fpirit. 
She  might  have  been  a  grandam  ere  fhe  dy'd  : 
And  fo  may  you  ;  for  a  light  heart  lives  long. 

Rof,  What's  your  dark  meaning,  moufe,   of  this  light 
word  ? 

Kath,  A  light  condition  in  a  beauty  dark. 

Rof  We  need  more  light  to  find  your  meaning  out. 

Kath. 
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Kath.  You'll  mar  the  light,  by  taking  it  in  fnufT; 
Therefore,  I'll  darkly  end  the  argument. 

Rof.  Look,  what  you  do,  you  do  it  ftill  i'  the  dark. 

Kath.  So  do  not  you  ;  for  you  are  a  light  weach. 

Rof.  Indeed,  I  weigh  not  you  ;  and  therefore  light. 

Kath.  You  weigh  me  not, — 0,  that's,  you  care  not  for 
me. 

Rof,  Great  reafon  ;  for,  Pad  cure  is  ftill  pad  care. 

Prin,  Well  bandied  both  ;  a  fet  of  wit  well  play'd. 
But  Rofaline,  you  have  a  favour  too  : 
Who  fent  it  ?  and  what  is  it  ? 

Rof  I  would,  you  knew  : 
An  if  my  face  were  but  as  fair  as  yours, 
My  favour  were  as  great ;  be  witnefs  this* 
Nay,  I  have  verfes  too,  I  thank  Biron : 
The  numbers  true ;  and,  were  the  numb'ring  too, 
I  were  the  faireft  goddefs  on  the  ground  : 
I  ana  compar'd  to  twenty  thoufand  fairs. 
O,  he  hath  drawn  my  piclure  in  his  letter. 

Prin,  Any  thing  like  ? 

Rof,  Much,  in  the  letters ;  nothing,  in  the  praife. 

Prin,  Beauteous  as  ink  ;  a  good  conclufion. 

Kath,  Fair  as  a  text  B  in  a  copy  book. 

Rof  'Ware  pencils !  How  ?  let  me  not  die  your  debtor, 
My  red  dominical,  my  golden  letter  : 
O,  that  your  face  were  not  fo  full  of  O's ! 

Kath,  Pox  of  thatjeft!   and  I  beQirew  all  (hrows. 

Prin,  But  what  was  fent  to  you  from  fair  Dumaiu  ? 

Kath.  Madam,  this  glove. 

Prin.  Did  he  not  fend  you  twain  ? 

Kath,  Yes,  madam  ;  and  moreover. 
Some  thoufand  verfes  of  a  faithful  lover; 
A  huge  tranflation  of  hypocrify, 
Vilely  compil'd,  profound  fimplicity. 

Mar,  This,  and  thefe  pearls,  to  me  fent  Longaville ; 
The  letter  is  too  long  by  half  a  mile. 

Prin,  I  think  no  lefs  ;  Dofl  thou  not  wifli  in  heart. 
The  chain  were  longer,  and  the  letter  fnort  ? 

Mar.   Ay,  or  I  would  thefe  hands  might  never  part. 

Prin,  We  are  wife  girls,  to  mock  our  lovers  fo. 

Rof.  They  are  worfe  fools  to  purchafe  mocking  fo. 

E  That 
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That  fame  Bhon  I'll  torture  ere  I  go* 

O,  that  I  knew  he  were  but  in  by  the  week  ! 

How  1  would  make  him  fawn,  and  beg,  and  feek; 

And  wait  the  feafon,  and  obferve  the  times, 

And  fpend  his  prodigal  wit  in  bootlefs  rhimes ; 

And  fhapc  his  fervice  all  to  my  behefls ; 

And  make  him  proud  to  make  me  proud  that  jells! 

So  portent  like  would  I  o'erf'way  his  ftate, 

That  he  (hould  be  my  fool,  and  I  his  fate. 

Prin.  None  are  fo  furely  caught,  when  they  are  catch'J, 
As  wit  turn'd  fool  :  folly,  in  wifdom  hatch'd, 
Hath  wifdom's  warrant,  and  the  help  of  Ichool ; 
And  wit's  own  grace  ro  grace  a  learned  fool. 

Rof,  The  blood  of  youth  burns  not  with  fuch  excefs; 
As  gravity's  revolt  to  wantonnefs. 

Mar.  Folly  in  fools  bears  not  fo  ftrong  a  noie, 
As  foolery  in  the  wife,  when  wit  doth  dote  ; 
Since  all  the  power  thereof  it  doth  apply, 
To  prove,  by  wit,  worth  in  fimpUcity. 

Enter  Eoyet. 

Prin,  Here  comes  Boyet,  amd  mirth  is  in  his  face. 

Boyet.  O,   I  am  ilabb'd  with   iuughttr  I   Where's  her 
grace  ? 

Prin,  Thy  news,  Boyet  ? 

Boyet.  Prepare,  madam,  prepare  I — 
Arm,  wenches,  arm  ! — encounters  mounted  are 
Againll  your  peace  :  Love  doth  approach  difguis'd. 
Armed  in  arguments  ;  you'll  be  furpris'd  : 
Muller  your  wits ;  fiand  in  your  own  defence  ; 
Or  hide  your  heads  like  cowiuds,  and  fly  hence. 

Prin,  Saint  Dennis  to  St.  Cupid  !   What  are  they, 
That  charge  their  breath  againll:  us  ?  fay,  fcout,  fay. 

Boyet,  Under  the  cool  fiiade  of  a  fycamore, 
I  thought  to  clofe  my  eyes  fome  half  an  hour  ; 
When,  lo  1  to  interrupt  my  purpos'd  reft, 
Toward  that  (hade  1  might  behold  addreft 
The  king  and  his  companions  :  warily 
I  flole  into  a  neighbour  thicket  by, 
And  overheard  what  you  (hall  overhear  ; 
That,  and  by,  difguis'd  they  will  be  here, 

Their 
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Theiir  herald  is  a  pretty  knavifh  page, 

That  well  by  heart  hath  conn'd   his  emhariiige  : 

A<ri:ion,  and  accent,  did  they  teach  him  there  ; 

Thus  inujl  thou /peak ^  and  thus  thy  body  bear  : 

And  ever  and  anon  they  made  a  doubt, 

Prefence  majedical  would  put  him  out ; 

For,  quoth  the  king,  an  angel  Jhalt  thou  fee  \ 

Tet  fear  not  thoii^  but  fpeak  audacioufly  : 

The  boy  reply'd,  Jn  angel  is  not  evil ; 

I  Jhould  have  fear  d  her,   had  J}:)e  been  a  devil. 

With  that  all  laugh'd,  and  clap'd  him  on  the  (houlders 

Making  the  bold  wag  by  their  praifes  bolder. 

One  rubb'd  his  elbow,  thus  ;  and  fleer'd,  and  fwore, 

A  better  fpeech  was  never  fpoke  before  : 

Another,  with  his  finger  and  his  thumb, 

Cry*d,  Via  !  we  ivill  do't,  come  luhat  luill  co7ne  : 

The  third  he  caper'd,  and  cry'd,  Ail  goes  zvell : 

The  fourth  turn'd  on  the  toe,  and  down  he  fell. 

With  that,  they  all  did  tumble  on  the  ground. 

With  fuch  a  zealous  laughter,  fo  profound, 

That  in  this  fpleen  ridiculous  appears, 

To  check  their  folly,  paflion's  folemn  tears. 

Prin,  But  what,  but  what,  come  they  to  vifit  us  ? 

Boyet.  They  do,  they  do ;  and  are  apparel'd  thus. 
Like  Mufcovites,  or  Ruffians  :  as  I  guefs. 
Their  purpofe  is,  to  parle,  to  court,  and  dance : 
And  every  one  his  love-feat  will  advance 
Unto  his  feveral  miflrefs ;   which  they'll  know 
By  favours  feveral,  which  they  did  beftow. 

Prin,  And  will  they  fo  ?  the  gallants  fhall  be  tafk'd:— 
For,  ladies,  we  will  every  one  be  mafk'd  ; 
And  not  a  man  of  them  {hail  have  the  grace, 
Defpight  of  fuit,  to  fee  a  lady's  face. — 
Held,  Rofaline,  this  favour  thou  (halt  wear  ; 
And  then  the  king  will  court  thee  for  his  dear  : 
Hold,  take  thou  this,  my  fweet,  and  give  me  thine  ; 
So  fhall  Biron  take  me  for  Rofaline. — 
i^nd  change  your  favours  too  ;  fo  (hall  your  loves 
Woo  contrary,  dcceiv'd  by  thefe  removes. 

Ro/,  Come  on  then  ;  wear  the  favours  mod  in  fight. 

Kath.  But,  in  this  changing,  what  is  your  intent  ? 
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Prln.  The  efFe6l  of  my  intent  Is,  to  crofs  theirs  : 
They  do  it  but  in  mocking  merriment ; 
And  mock  for  mock  is  only  my  intent. 
'  Their  feveral  counfels  they  unbofom  fhall 
To  loves  miflook;  and  fo  be  mock'd  withal. 
Upon  the  next  occafion  that  we  meet. 
With  vifages  difplay'd,  to  talk,  and  greet. 

Rof.  But  fhall  we  dance,  if  they  defire  us  to't  ? 

Prin.  No ;  to  the  death,  we  will  not  moVe  a  foot : 
Nor  to  their  pcnn'd  fpcech  render  we  no  grace  ; 
But,  while  'tis  fpoke,  each  turn  away  her  face. 

Boyet.  Why,  that  contempt  will  kill  the  fpeaker's heart. 
And  quite  divorce  his  memory  from  his  part. 

Prin.  Therefore  I  doit;  and,  I  make  no  doubt. 
The  reft  will  ne'er  come  in,  if  he  be  out. 
There's  no  fuch  fport,  as  fport  by  fport  o'erthrown  ; 
To  make  theirs  ours,  and  ours  none  but  our  own  : 
So  fliali  we  ftay,  mocking  intended  game  ; 
And  they,  well  mock'd,  depart  away  with  fhame.   {Sound. 

Boyet,  The  trumpet  founds ;  be  mafk'd,  the  mafkers 
come.  [The  Ladies  majk. 

Enter  the  King^  Biron,  Loncaville,  and  Dumain, 

difgiiifed  like  Mufcovites  \  Moth  zvith  ?nufiCy  ^c. 

Moth.  All  hail,  the  richeji  beauties  on  the  earth  I 

Boyet,  Beauties  no  richer  than  rich  taffata. 

Moth.  A  holy  parcel  of  the  fair ejl  daincs^ 

\The  Lndies  turn  their  Backs  to  him. 
That  ever  turned  their-^hacks — io  mortal  vieius* 

Biron,  Their  eyes,  villain,  their  eyes. 

Moth.   That  ever  turned  their  eyes  to  mortal  views  ! 
Out  /— 

Boyet.   True;  out,  indeed. 

Moth.   Out  of  your  favours,  heavenly  fpirits,  vouchfcfe 
Not  to  behold. — 

Biron.   Once  to  behold,  rogue." 

Moth:  Once  to  behold  with  your  fun-beamed  eyes, 
With  your  fun-beamed  eyes — 

,  Boyet.  They  will  not  an^Ver  to  that  epithet ; 
Ycu  wercbcft  call  it  daughter-beamed  eyes. 
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Moth.  They  do  not  mark  me,  and  that  brings  me  out. 

Biron,  Is  this  your  perfetflnefs  ?  be  gone,  you  rogue. 

Rof,  What  would  thefe  Grangers  >  know  their  minds, 
Boyet  : 
If  they  do  fpeak  our  language,  'tis  our  will 
That  fome  plain  man  recount  their  purpofes  : 
Know  what  they  would. 

Boyet.  What  would  you  with  the  princefs  ? 

Biron.  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Rcf.  What  would  they,  fay  they  ? 

Boyet.  Nothing  but  peace,  and  gentle  vifitation. 

Rof  Why,  that  they  have;  and  bid  them  fo  be  gone. 

Boyet.  She  fays,  you  have  it,  afjd  you  may  be  gone. 

Kirig.  Say  to  her,  we  have  meafur'd  many  miks, 
To  tread  a  meafure  with  her  on  this  grafs. 

Boyet.  They  fay,  that  they  have  meafur'd  many  a  mile.. 
To  tread  a  meafui  e  with  you  ou  this  grafs. 

Rof.  It  is  not  fo :  Aflc  them,  how  many  inches 
Is  in  one  mile  :  if  they  have  meafur'd  many, 
The  meafure  then  of  one  is  eafi'y  told. 

Boyet.  If,  10  come  hither  you  have  meafur'd  miles, 
And  many  miles ;  the  princefs  bids  you  tell. 
How  many  inches  do  fill  up  one  mile. 

Biron.  Tell  her,  v/e  meafure  them  by  v^^cary  (leps. 

Boyet.  She  hears  herfelf. 

Rof.  How  many  weary  fleps. 
Of  many  weary  miles  you  have  o'ergone, 
Are  num.ber'd  in  the  travel  of  one  mile  ? 

Biron.  We  number  nothing  that  we  fpend  for  you  ; 
Our  duty  is  fo  rich,  fo  infinite, 
That  we  may  do  it  IHIl  without  accompt. 
Vouchfafe  to  fhew  thefunfiiine  of  your  face, 
That  we,  like  favages,  may  worfliip  it. 

Rof.   My  face  is  but  a  moon,  and  clouded  too. 

King.  Blelfed  are  clouds,  to  do  as  fuch  clouds  do  ! 
Vouchsafe,  bright  moon,  and  thefe  thy  ftars,  to  fhine 
(Thofe  clouds  remov'd)  upon  our  watery  eyne. 

Rcf  O  vain  petitioner  !  beg  a  greater  matter ; 
Thou  now  requeA'ft  but  moon-fhine  in  the  water. 

Ki7ig.  Then  in  our  meafure  do  but  vouchfafe  onechange  : 
Thou  bid'lt  me  beg  ;  this  begging  is  not  ftrange. 
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Rof.  Play,  mufic,  then  :  Nay,  you  muft  do  it  foon. 
Not  yet ; — no  dance  -.—thus  change  I  like  the  moon. 
King,  Will  you  not  dance  r   How  come  you  thus  ef- 

trang'd  I 
Rof.  You  took  the  moon  at  full ;  but  now  (he's  chang'd. 
KtJig,  Yet  ftill  fhe  is  the  moon,  and  I  the  man. 
The  mufick  plays;   vouchfafe  fome  motion  to  it. 
Rof,  Our  ears  vouchfafe  it. 
King.  But  your  legs  {hoald  do  it. 
Rof,  Since  you  are  ftrangers,  and  come  here  by  .chance, 
We'll  not  be  nice  :    take  hands ; — we  will  not  dance. 
King,  W^hy  take  your  hands  then  ? 
Rof.  Only  to  part  friends : — 
Court'fy,   fweet  hearts ;  and  fo  the  meafure  ends. 
King.  More  meafure  of  this  meafure  ;  be  not  nice. 
Rof,  We  can  afford  no  more  at  fuch  a  price. 
King,  Prize  yourfelves  then  j   What  buys  your  com- 
pany ? 
Rof.  Your  abfence  only. 
King,  That  can  never  be. 

Rof  Then  cannot  we  be  bought :  And  fo  adieu; 
Twice  to  your  vifor,   and  half  once  to  you  ! 

King.  If  you  deny  to  dance,  let's  hold  more  chat. 

Rof  In  private  then.     ^ 

King.  I  am  beft  pleas'd  with  that. 

Biron.  White-handed  mlArefs,   one  fweet   word   with 

thee. 
Frin,  Honey,  and  milk,  and  fugar ;   there  is  three. 
Biron.  Nay  then,  two  treys  (an  if  you  grow  fo  nice), 
Metheglin,  wort,  andmalmfey; — Well  run,  dice! 
There's  half  a  dozen  fweets. 

Prin.  Seventh  fweet,  adieu  ! 
Since  you  can  cog,   I'll  play  no  more  with  you. 
Biron.  One  word  in  fecret. 
Prin,  Let  it  not  be  fweet. 
Biron.   Thou  griev'ft  my  gall. 
Prin.  Gall?    bitter. 
Biron.  Therefore  meet. 

Dum.  Will  you  vouchfafe  with  me  to  change  a  word  ? 
Alar,  Name  it. 

Du7n»  Fair  lady, — 

Mar, 
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Mar,  Say  you  fo  ?  fair  lord,— 
Take  that  for  your  fair  lady. 

Dum,  Pleafe  it  you, 
As  much  in  private,  and  I'll  bid  adien. 

Kath.   What,   was  your  vifor  made  without  a  tongi>e  ? 
Long.  I  know  the  reafon,  lady,  why  you  alk. 
Kath.  O,  for  your  reafoii  .'  quickly,   Sir  ;   I  long. 
Long.  You  have  a  double  tongue  within  your  mafic, 
And  would  afford  my  fpeechlefs  vifor  half, 

Katb.     Veal,   quoth  the  Dutchman; — Is   not  veal   a 

calf? 
Long,  A  calf,  fair  lady  ? 
Kat/j.  No,  a  fair  lord  calf. 
Long.  Let's  part  the  word. 
Kath.  No,  I'll  not  be  your  half: 
Take  all,   and  wean  it ;  it  may  prove  an  ox. 

Long.  Look,    how   you   butt   yourfelf   in   thefe   (harp 
mocks ! 
Will  you  give  horns,  chafte  lady  ?   do  uot  (o. 

Katb.  Then  die  a  calf,  before  your  horns  do  grow. 
Long.  One  word  in  private  with  you,  ere  I  die. 
Katb,  Bleat  foftly  then,  the  butcher  hears  you  cry. 
Boyet.  The  tongues  of  mocking  wenches  are  as  keeu 
As  is  the  razor's  edge  invifible, 
Cutting  a  fmaller  hair  than  may  be  feen  ; 

Above  the  fcnfe  of  fenfe  :  fo  fenfible 
Seemeth  their  conference;   their  conceits  have  wings. 
Fleeter  than  arrows,  bullets,  wind,  thought,  fwifter  things. 
Kof  Not  one  word  more,  my  maids ;   break  off,  break 

off. 
Biron.   By  heaven,  all  dry-beaten  with  pure  fcofF! 
King.  Farewel,   mad  wenches ;    you   have  fimple  wits. 

[Exeunt  Ki?zg^  and  Lords, 
Prin.  Twenty  adieus,  my  frozen  Mufcovites. — 
Are  thefe  the  breed  of  wits  fo  vvondred  at  ? 

Boyet.  I^apers  they  are,  with  your  fweet  breaths  pufF'd 

our. 
Rof.  Well  liking   wits   they  have;    grofs,   grofs ;    far, 

fat. 
Prin.   O  poverty  in  wit,  kingly- poor  flout ! 
Will  they  not,  think  vc^s  hang  therafelves  to-iiight? 
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Or  ever,  but  in  vifors,  (hew  their  faces  ? 
This  pert  Biron  was  out  of  countenance  quite, 

Rof.  O  !   they  were  all  in  lamentable  cafes  ! 
The  king  was  weeping  ripe  for  a  good  word.  '- 

Pr'm.  Biron  did  fwear  himfelf  out  of  all  fuit. 

Mar»  Dumain  was  at  ray  fervice,  and  his  fvvord  3 
No,  pointy   quoth  I ;  my  fervant  (Iraight  was  mute. 

Kath.  Lord  Longaville  faid,  I  came  o'er  his  heart; 
^nd  trow  you,  what  he  calTd  me  \ 

Prin.  Qualm,  perhaps. 

Kath.  Yes,  in  good  faith. 

Prin.  Go,  ficknefs  as  thou  art ! 

Rof.  Well,  belter  wits  have  worn  plain  flatute-caps, 
Eut  will  you  hear  ?  the  king  is  my  love  fworn. 

Prin,  And  quick  Biron  hath  plighted  faiih  to  me. 

Kath,  And  Longaviile  was  for  my  fervice  born. 

Mar.  Dumain  is  mine,  as  fure  as  bark  on  tree. 

Boyet.  Madam,  and  pretty  miflrelTes,  give  ear : 
Immediate^;/   hey  will  again  be  here 
In  their  c-va  fliapes;  for  it  can  never  be, 
They  will  digeft  this  hardi  indignity. 

Prin,  Will  they  return  .^ 

Boyet,  They  will,  they  will,  God  knows  ; 
And  leap  for  joy,  tliough  they  are  lame  with  blows  : 
Therefore  chanr^e  favours ;  and,  when  they  repair. 
Blow  like  fwcet  rofes  in  this  fummer  air. 

Prin.  How,  blow  ?  how  blow  ?   fpeak   to  be  under'- 

ftood. 

Biron.  Fair  ladies,  mafk'd,  are  rofes  in  their  bud  ;. 
Difmafli'd,  their  damafk  fweet  commixture  fhewn, 
Are  angels  vailing  clouds,  or  rofes  blown. 

Prin,  Avaunt,  perplexity !  What  (hall  we  do, 
If  they  return  in  their  own  (ha pes  to  woo  ? 

Ros.  Good  madam,  if  by  me  you'll  be  advisM, 
Let's  mock  them  ftill,  as  well  known,  as  difguis'd  : 
Let  us  complain  to  them  what  fools  were  here, 
Difguis'd  like  Mufcovites,  in  (hapelefs  gear ; 
And  wonder,  what  they  were ;  and  to  what  end 
Their  (hallow  fliows,  and  prologue  vilely  penn'd, 
And  their  rough  carriage  fo  ridiculous, 
Shoyld  be  prefentcd  at  our  tent  to  us. 
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Eopt.  Ladies  withdraw;  the  gallants  are  at  hand. 
Prin,  Whip  to  our  tents,  as  roes  run  o'er  the  land. 

[Exeunt  Ladies^ 

Enter  the  King,  BiRON,  Longaville,  ^WDumain, 
in  their  oivn  Habits. 

King,  Fair  fir,  God  fave  you  !  Where's  the  princefs  ? 
Boyet,  Gone  to  her  tent :  Pleafc  it  your  mnjefty. 
Command  me  any  fervice  to  her  ? 

King,  That  fhe  vouchfafe  me  audience  for  one  word. 
Boyet.  I  will ;  and  fo  will  fhe,  I  know,  my  lord. 

[Exit, 
Biron.  This  fellow  picks  up  wit,  as  pigeons  peas  j 

And  utters  it  again,  when  Jove  doth  pleafe  : 

He  is  wit's  pedlar  ',  and  retails  his  wares 

At  wakes,  and  waflels,  meetings,  markets,  fairs ; 

And  we  that  {ell  by  giofs,  the  Lord  doth  know. 

Have  not  the  grace  to  grace  it  with  fuch  (liow. 

This  gallant  pins  the  wenches  on  his  fleeve  ; 

Had  he  been  Adam,  he  had  tempted  Eve : 

He  can  carve  too,  and  lifp  :  Why,  this  is  he, 

That  kifs'd  away  his  hand  in  courtefy ; 

This  is  the  ape  of  form,  monfieur  the  nice. 

That,  when  he  plays  at  tables,  chides  the  dice 

In  honourable  terms  ;  nay,  he  can  ling 

A  mean  moll  menniy  ;  and,  in  utliering. 

Mend  him  who  can.  the  ladies  call  him,  fweet; 

The  flairs,  as  he  treads  on  them,  kifs  his  feet  : 

This  is  the  flower  that  fmiles  on  every  one. 

To  (hew  his  teeth  as  white  as  whale  his  bone  : — 

And  confciences,  that  will  not  die  in  debt, 

Pay  him  the  due  of  honey-tongued  Boyet. 

King.   A  blifter  on  his  fwect  tongue,  with  my  heart. 

That  put  Ai  mado's  page  out  of  his  part ! 

Enter  the  Princefs ^  Rosaline,  Maria,  Kathab.ine, 
Boyet,  and  Attendants, 

Biron.  See,  where  it  comes! — B-haviour,   what   wert 
thou, 
^Till  this  mad  maa  fhew'd  thee  I  and  what  art  thou  now? 
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King,  Allhail,  fweet  madam,  and  fair  time  of  day  » 
Prin,  Fair,  in  all  hail,  is  foul,  as  I  conceive. 
King.  Conftrue  my  fpeeches  better,  if  you  may. 
Prin,  Then  wifii  me  betier,  I  will  give  you  leave. 
King.  We  came  to  vifit  you  ;  and  purpofe  now 

To  lead  you  to  our  court  :  vouchfafe  it  then. 
Prin.  This  field  fhail  hold  me;  and  fo  hold  your  vow. 

Nor  God,  nor  I,  delight  in  perjur'd  men. 
King.  Rebuke  me  not  for  that  which  you  provoke; 

The  virtue  of  your  eye  mufl  break  my  oath. 
Prin,  You  nick-name  virtue;    vice  you  fliould  have 
fpoke ; 
For  virtue's  office  never  breaks  men's  troth. 
Now,  by  my  maiden  honour,  yet  as  pure 

As  the  unfully'd  lily,  I  protefl, 
A  world  of  torments  though  I  fliould  endure, 

I  would  not  yield  to  be  your  houfe's  gueft : 
So  much  I  hate  a  breaking  caufe  to  be 
Of  heavenly  oaths,  vow'd  with  integrity. 
King.  O,  you  have  llv'd  in  dcfolation  here, 

Unfeen,  unvifited,  much  to  our  (hame. 
Prin,  Not  fo,  my  lord  ;  it  is  not  fo,  I  fwear  ; 
A¥e  have  had  paftime  here,  and  pleafant  game; 
A  mefs  of  Ruffians  left  us  but  of  late. 
King.  How,  madam  .^  Ruffians  ? 
Prin,  Ay,  in  truth,  my  lord  ; 
Trim  gallants,  full  of  courtfhip,  and  of  Aate. 

Ros.  Madam,  fpeak  true  : — It  is  not  fo,  my  lord  ; 
My  lady  (to  the  manner  of  thefe  days), 
In  courtefy,  gives  undeferving  praife. 
We  four,  indeed,  confronted  were  with  four 
In  Ruffian  habit:  here  they  (laid  an  hour, 
And  talk'd  apace;  and  in  that  hour,  my  lord. 
They  did  not  blefs  us  with  one  happy  word. 
1  dare  not  call  them  fools;   but  this  I  think, 
When  they  are  thirfty,  fools  would  fain  have  drink. 

Bi^on,  This  jeft  is  dry  tome. — Fair,  gentle,  fweet, 
Your  wit  makes  wife  things  fooliffi  :   when  we  greet 
V/ith  eyes  beft  feeing  heaven's  fiery  eye. 
By  light  V7e  lofe  light  :  Your  capacity 

Is 
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Is  of  that  nature,  that  to  your  huge  flore 

Wife  things  feem  foolifh,  and  rich  things  but  poor. 

Ros.  This  proves  you  wife  and  rich  ;  for  in  my  eye, 

Biron.  I  am  a  fool,  and  full  of  poverty. 
Ros,  But  that  you  take  what  doth  to  you  belong, 
It  were  a  fault  to  fnatch  words  from  my  tongue. 
Biron.  O,  I  am  yours,  and  all  that  I  poflefs. 
Ros,  All  the  fool  mine  ? 
Biron,  I  cannot  give  you  lefs. 
Ros,  Which  of  the  vifors  was  it,  that  you  wore  ? 
Biron,  Where  f   when?  what  vifor?  why  demand  you 

this? 
Ros,  There,  then,  that  vifor  ;  that  fuperfluous  cafe 
That  hid  the  worfe,  and  fhew'd  the  better  face. 

King.  We  are  defcryM;   they'll  mock  us  now  down- 
right, 
Diim,  Let  us  confefs,  and  turn  it  to  a  jelT. 
Prin,  Amaz'd,   my  lord  ?  Why  looks  your  hiehnefs 

fad? 
Ros,  Help,   hold  his  brows !  he'll  fwoon !  W^hy  look 
you  pale  ? — 
Sea-fick,  I  think,  coming  from  Mufcovy. 

Biron,   Thus  pour  the  l^ars  down  plagues  for  perjury. 
Can  any  face  of  brafs  hold  longer  out  ? — 
Here  ftand  I,  lady  ;  dart  thy  fkill  at  me ; 

Bruife  me  with  fcorn,  confound  me  with  a  flout  j 
ThruH:  thy  fnarp  wit  quite  through  my  ignorance; 

Cut  me  to  pieces  with  thy  keen  conceit; 
And  I  will  wi(h  thee  never  more  to  dance. 

Nor  never  more  in  Ruffian  habic  wait. 
O!  never  will  I  truft  to  fpeeches  penn'd, 

Nor  to  the  motion  of  a  fchool-boy's  tongue ; 
Nor  never  come  in  vifor  to  my  friend  ; 

Nor  wco  in  rhime,  like  a  blind  harper's  long: 
TafEtta  phrafes,  filken  terms  precife, 

Three- pil'd  hyperboles,  fpruce  afFe(flation, 
Figures  pedantical ;  thefe  fummer-flies 

Have  blown  me  full  ol  maggot  oileniarion  : 
I  do  forfwear  them:   and  I  here  proteft. 

By  this  white  glove   (how  white  the  hand,  God 
knows !) 

Hence- 
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Henceforth  my  wooing  mind  (hall  be  exprefs'd 

In  ruflet  yeas,  and  honeft  kerfey  noes ; 
And  to  begin,  wench, — fo  God  help  me,  la  !— ^ 
My  love  to  thee  is  found,  fans  crack  or  flaw, 

Kos.  Sans  SANS,  I  pray  you. 

Biron.  Yet  I  have  a  trick 
Ofth    e  old  rnge  : — bear  with  me,  I  am  fick  ; 
I'll  leave  it  by  degrees.     Soft,  let  us  fee  ; — 
Write,  Lord  have  mercy  on  us,  on  thofe  three  ; 
They  are  infe<5led,  in  their  hearts  it  lies  ; 
They  have  the  plague,  and  caught  it  of  your  eyes : 
Thefe  lords  are  vifited ;  you  are  not  free, 
For  the  Lord*s  tokens  on  you  do  I  fee. 

Prin,  No,  they  are  free,  that  gave  thefe  tokens  to  us, 

Biron,  Our  ftates  are  forfeit,  feek  not  to  undo  us. 

Rof,  It  is  not  fo ;  for  how  can  this  be  true, 
That  you  fland  forfeit,  being  thofe  that  fue  ? 

Biron.  Peace  ;  for  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  you. 

Rof.  Nor  fliall  not,  if  I  do  as  I  intend. 

Biron.   Speak  for  yourlelves.  my  wit  is  at  an  end. 

King.  Teach   us,  fweet  madam,  for  our  rude  tranf- 
greffion 
Some  fair  excufe. 

Prin,  The  faireft  is  confefTion. 
"Were  you  not  here,  but  even  now,  difguis'd  I 

King.  Madam,  I  was. 

Prin»  And  were  you  well  advis'd  ? 

King,  I  was,  fair  madam. 

Prin.  When  you  then  were  hfre. 
What  did  you  whifper  in  yea.  lady's  ear  ? 

King.  Th^t  more  ihaa  ail  the  world  I  did  refpe^  her. 

Prin.  Wiien  flie  fhall  challenge  this,  you  will  rejedl 
her. 

King.  Upon,  mine  honour,  no, 

Prin.  Peace,  peace,  forbear; 
Your  oath  broke  once,  you  force  not  to  forfwear. 

King.    Defpife  me,  when  I  break  this  oath  of  mine. 

Prin.  I  will  ',  and  therefore  keep  it :— Rofaline. 
What  did  the  Ruffian  whifper  in  your  ear  ? 

Rof.  Madam  he  Iwore,  that  he  did  hold  me  dear 
As  precious  eye-fight  j  and  did  value  me 

Above 
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Above  this  world  :    adding  thereto,  moreover. 
That  he  would  wed  me,  or  elfe  die  my  lover. 

Prin.  God  give  thee  joy  of  him  !   the  noble  lord 
Moft  honourably  doth  uphold  his  word. 

Kmg'  What  mean  you,  madam  ?  by  my  life,   my  troth, 
I  never  fwore  this  lady  fuch  an  oath. 

Rof.  By  heaven,  you  did  ;  and  to  confirm  it  plain, 
You  gave  me  this  :  but  take  it,  fir,  again. 

King.  My  faith  and  this,  the  princcfs  I  did  give  ; 
I  knew  her  by  this  jewel  on  her  fleeve. 

Prin.  Pardon  me,  Gr,  this  jewel  did  (he  wear  ; 
And  lordBiron,  I  thank  him,  is  my  dear:  — 
What ;  will  you  have  me,  or  your  pearl  again  ? 

Biron.  Neither  of  either ;   I  remit  both  twain.— 
I  fee  the  trick  on't ; — Here  was  a  confent 
(Knowing  aforehand  of  our  merriment). 
To  dadi  it  like  a  Chriftmas  comedy: 
Some  carry-tale,  forae  pleafe-man,  fome  flight  zany, 
Some  mumble-news,  fome  trencher -kuight,  fome  Dick  — 
That  fmiles  his  cheek  in  years  ;  and  knows  the  trick 
To  make  my  lady  laugh,  when  (he's  difpas'd, — 
Told  our  intents  before  :  which  once  difclos'd. 
The  ladies  did  change  favours  ;  and  then  we, 
Following  the  figns,  woo'd  but  the  fign  of  file. 
Now,  to  our  perjury  to  add  more  terror, 
We  are  again  forfworn  ;  in  will,  and  error. 
Much  upon  this  it  is : — And  migni  not  you    [To  Bo  yet. 
Foreftal  our  fport,  to  make  us  thus  untrue  ? 
Do  not  you  know  my  lady's  foot  by  the  fquler. 

And  laugh  upon  the  apple  of  her  eye  ? 
And  ftind  between  her  back,  fir,  and  the  fire. 

Holding  a  trencher,  jelling  merrily  ? 
You  put  our  page  out :  Go,  you  are  allowed  ; 
Die  when  you  will,  a  fmock  fhall  be  your  (hroud. 
You  leer  upon  me,  do  you  ?  there's  an  eye, 
Wounds  like  a  leaden  fword. 

Boyet-  Full  merrily 
Hath  this  brave  manage,  this  career,  been  run. 

Biron»  Lo^  he  is  tilting  Ilraight !    Peace,  I  have  done* 

EnUr 
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Enter  Costard. 


Welcome,  pure  wit  !   thon  parteft  a  f^iir  fray. 

Cof[.  O  Lord,  fir,  they  would  know, 
Whether  the  tiiree  worthies  (hall  come  in,  or  no- 

Biron.  What,  are  there  but  three  ? 

Coji.  No,  fir;  but  it  is  very  fine, 
For  every  one  prefects  three. 

Biro72.  And  three  times  thrice  is  nine. 

Co/h  Not  fo,  fir  ;  under  correflion,  fir  ;  I  hope,  it  is 
not  fo  ; 
You  cannot  beg  us,  fir,  I  can  affure  you,   fir;  we  know 

what  we  know  : 
I  hope,  fjf,  three  times  thrice,  fir, — 

Biron,  fs  not  nine. 

Cofl,  Under  corredion,  fir,  we  know  whereuntil  it  doth 
amounr. 

Biron.  By  Jove,  I  always  took  three  threes  for  nine. 

CoJi,  O  Lord,  fir,  it  were  pity  you  iliould  get  your 
living  by  reckoning,  *ir. 

Biron.   Hovv-  much  is  it  ? 

CoJi:,  O  Lord,  fir,  the  parties  themfelves,  the  aclors, 
fir,  will  (hew  wereunti!  it  doth  amount :  for  my  own  part, 
I  am,  as  they  fay,  but  to  parfedl  one  man  in  one  poor 
man  ;  Pompion  the  great,  fir. 

Biron.  Art  thou  one  of  the  worthies  i 

Cofi.  It  pleafed  them,  to  think  me  Vv'orthy  of  Pompion 
the  great :  for  mine  own  part,  I  know  nut  the  degree  of 
the  worthy  ;  but  I  am  to  (land  for  him. 

Biron.  Go,  bid  them  prepare. 

Co/i.  We  will  turn  It  finely  off,  fir;   we  will  take  fome 
care. 

King.  Biron,   they  v/iU  (hame  us,    let   them   not  ap- 
proach. [Enter  Costard. 

Biron.  Wc  are  fliame- proof,  my  lord  :  and  'tis  fome 
policy 
To   have  one  (how  worfe   than  the  king's  and  his  com- 
pany. 

King»  1  faw,  they  (liall  not  come. 

Prin.  Nay,  my  good  lord,  let  me  o'er-rule  you  now  ; 
That  fport  beft  pl£;afes,  that  doth  leaft  know  how  : 

Where 
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Where  zeal  ftrlves  to  content,  and  the  contents 
Dies  in  the  zeal  of  that  which  it  prefents, 
There  form  confounded  makes  molt  form  in  mirth  ; 
When  great  things  labouring  perifn  in  their  birth. 
Blron.  A  right  dsfcription  of  our  fport,  my  lord. 

Enter  Arm  A  DO. 

Arm,  Anointed,  I  implore  fo  much  expence  of  thy 
royal  fvveet  breath  as  will  utter  a  brace  of  words. 

\Converfes  apart  ivith  the  King, 

Pr'in.  Doth  this  man  fcrve  God  ? 

Blron.  Why  allc  you  ? 

Prin.  He  fpeaks  not  like  a  man  of  God's  making. 

y^rm.  That's  all  one,  my  fair,  fweec,  honey  monarch : 
for,  I  protefl-,  the  fchocl  niafter  is  exceeding  fantaftical; 
too,too  vain  ;  too,  too  vain  :  But  v/e  will  put  it,  as  they  fay, 
to  fcrtuna  della  guerra.  I  willi  you  the  peace  cf  miad, 
mofl  royal  couplemeat ! 

King,  Here  is  like  to  be  a  gcod  prefence  of  worthies: 
He  prefents  Heflor    of  Troy ;    the  fwain,    Pompey  the 
great;    the  parifh-curate,     Alexander;    Armado's    page, 
Hercules  ;.  the  pedant,  Judas  Maccabaeus. 
And  if  thefc  four  worthies  in  their  firA  fhovv  thrive, 
Thefe  four  wiil  change  habits,  and  prefent  the  other  five.^ 

Biron,   7'here  is  five  in  the  firlt  fhov/. 

King.  .You  are  deceived,  'tis  not  fo, 

Biron.  The  pedant,  the  braggart,  the  hedge- priefi:,  the 
fool,  and  the  boy  : — 

A  bare  throw  at  novum  ;  and  the  whole  vorld  again. 
Cannot  prick  out  five  fuch,  take  each  one  in  his  vein. 

King,  The  ihip  is  under  fail,  and  here  (becomes  amain. 
\Pageantofthe  Nine  JVorthies. 

Enter  QosTA.'B.-D,  for  Pompsy, 

Co/I.   I  Pompey  am, /' 

Boyet.   You  lie,  you  are  not  he. 

Coji.  I  Pompey  am, 

Boyet.   With  libbard's  head  on  knee. 
Biron.   Well  faid,  old  mocker  ;  I  muft  needs  be  friends 
with  thee. 

Co/},   1  Po?npcy  am,  Pompey  furnamed  the  big, — 

Dum, 
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Dum.  The  great. 

Cqfi.   It  is  great,  fir  ; — Pompey  fiirnam'd  the  great  *, 
That  oft  infield,  ivith  targe  and/bield,  did  make  my  foe  to 

five  at : 
Jnd  travelling  along  this  coafl,  I  here  ara  come  by  chance  ; 
ylnd  Uy  my  arms  before  the  legs  ofthisfweet  la fs  of  France. 
IF  your  ladyihip  would  lay,  fhanks,  Pompey,  I  bad  done. 

Prin.  Great'thanks,  great  Pompey. 

Cof'L   'Tis  not  fo  much  worth  :  but,  I  hope,  I  whs  per^ 
feci:   I  made  a  little  fault  in,  great, 

Bi'o?i.  My  hat  to  a  half -penny,  Pompey  proves  the  beft 
worthy. 

Enter  Nathaniel,  for  Alexander, 

Nath.  When  in  the  -world  I  livd,  I  was  the  world's 
commander  : 
By  eaft,  weft,   north,   and  fouth,  I  fpr^ad  my  conquering 

might: 
My  fcutcheon  plain  declares,  that  I  am  Alifander, 
' Boyet.   Your  nofe  fays,  no,  you  are  not  ;  for  it  flands 

too  right. 
Biron,  Your  nofe  fmells,  no,  in  this,  moA  tender-fmell- 

ing- knight. 
Prin,    The  conqueror   is   difmay'd  :     Proceed,    good 

Alexander. 
Nath,  When  in  the  world  I  liv'd,  I  was   the  world's 

commander  : — 
Boyet,   Moft  true,  'tis  right;  you  Were  fo,  Alifindcr. 

Biron.  Pompey  the  great, 

Coft.  Your  Icrvant,   and  Coflard. 

Biron.    Take    away   the  conqueror,  take  away    Ali- 

fander. 
Coft.  O,  fir,  you  have  overthrown  Alifandcr  the  con- 
queror!  [To  Nath.]  You  will  be  fcraped  out  of  the 
painted  cloth  for  this :  your  lion,  that  holds  his  poll-ax 
luting  on  a  clofe-ftool,  will  be  given  to  A-jax ;  he  will 
then  be  the  ninth  worthy.  A  conqueror,  and  afeard  to 
fpeak!  runaway  for  (hame,  Alifander.  (Exit  Nath.) 
There,  an't  fiiall  pleafeyou  !  a  foolini  raikl  man  ;  an  honeft 
man,  look  you,  and  foon  dalli'd  !  He  is  a  marvellous  good 

neigh- 
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neighbour,  infooth ;  and  a  very  good  bowler :  but,  for 
Alifander,  alas,  you  fee,  how  'tis;— a  little  o'er-parted: — * 
But  there  are  worthies  a-coming  will  fpeak  their  miud  in 
fome  other  fort. 

Biro7i,  Stand  afide,  good  Pompey. 

Enter  Holoferkes, /or  Judas ^  and  Moth,  for  Her^ 
cules* 

Hoi.  Great  Hercules  is  frefented  by  this  inip, 

IVhofe  club  kill' d  Cerberus,  that   three  headed  conus  ; 
Andy  njuhen  he  vjas  a  babe,   a  child,  a  fhrimpy 

Thus  did  he  ft  r  angle  fer pent  s  in  his  manus  : 
Quoniam,  he  Jeemeth  in  minority  ; 
Ergo,  I  come  with  this  apology, — 
\^To  Moth.]  Keep  fome  ftate  in  thy  emt,  and  vanifh. 

Hoi  Judas  I  am,-^  [Exit  Mqtu, 

Dum,  A  Judas  ! 

Hoi.  Not  Ifcariot.  fir.— 
Jiidaj  J  am,  ycleped  Maccabaus. 

Dum.  Judas  Maccabseus  dipt,  is  plain  Judas. 

Biron,  A  kifliag  traitor  :— How  art  thou  prov'd  Judas  I 

Hoi.  "Judas  I  am,-^ 

Dum.  The  more  (harae  for  you,  Judas, 

HoL  What  mean  you,  fir  f 

Boyet,  To  make  Judas  hang  himfelf. 

Hoi.  Begin,  fir ;  you  are  my  elder. 

Biron,  Well  followed ;  Judas  was  hang'd  on  an   elder* 

Hoi.  I  will  not  be  put  out  of  countenance. 

Biron.  Becaufe  thou  hafl  no  face. 

Hoi.  What  is  this  ? 

Boyet.  A  cittern  head. 

Dum.  The  head  of  a  bodkin. 

Biron.  A  death's  face  in  a  ring. 

Long,  The  face  of  an  old  Roman  coin,  fcarce  feen* 

Boyet.   The  pummel  of  Cs(i:r's  faulchion. 

Dum»  The  carv'd-bone  face  on  a  flafk* 

Biron.  St.  George's  half-cheek  in  a  brooch. 

Dum.  Ay,  and  in  a  brooch  of  lead. 

Biron*  Ay,  and  worn  in  the  cap  of  a  tooth-drawer : 
And  now,  forward  ;  for  we  have  put  ihce  in  countenance. 

F  HoL 
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Hoh  You  have  put  me  out  of  countenance, 
Biron.   Falfe  ;  we  have  given  thee  faces. 
Hoi.  But  you  have  out-fac'd  them  all. 
Biron,  An  thou  wert  a  lion,  we  would  do  fo. 
Boyet.   Therefore,  as  he  is,  an  afs,  let  him  go. 
And  fo  adieu,  fweet  Jude  !  nay,  why  doft  thou  ftay  ? 
Duf?i.   For  the  latter  end  of  his  name. 
Biron.  For  the  afs  to  the  Jude ;  give  it  him  : — 

Jud-as,  away. 
HoL  This  is  not  generous,  not  gentle,  not  humble. 
Boyet.    A  light  for  monfieur  Judas  ;'  it  grows  dark,  he 

may  ftumble. 
Prin.  Alas,  ,poor  Maccabseus,  how  he  hath  been  baited  ! 

Enter  Armado,  for  HeBor. 

Biron.  Hide  thy  head,  Achilles;  here  comes  Heflor 
in  arms. 

Bum.  Though  my  mocks  come  home  by  me,  I  will 
now  be  merry. 

King*  Heftor  was  but  a  Trojan  in  refpect  of  this. 

Boyet.  But  is  this  Heflor  ? 

Dum.  I  think,  He^ftor  was  not  fo  clean  timber'd. 

Long.   His  leg  is  too  big  for  Hedlor. 

Dum.   More  calf,  certain. 

Boyet.  No  ;  he  is  befl  indu'd  in  the  fmall. 

Biron.  This  can't  be  He6lor. 

Dum.  He's  a  god  or  a  painter;  for  he  makes  faces. 

Arm.   The  armipotent  MarSt  rf  lances  the  almighty y 
Cave  He^or  a  gift^ — 

Dum.  A  gilt  nutmeg. 

Biron.  A  lemon. 

LoTig.  Stuck  with  cloves. 

Dum,    No,  cloven. 

Arm.  Peace  !  The  armipotent  Mars,  of  lances  the  ah 
mighty. 
Gave  Heclor  a  gift,  the  heir  of  Ilion  ; 
A  manfo  breath' d^  that,  certain,  he  -would fight ,  yea. 

From  morn  till  night,  out  of  his  pavilion, 
I  am  that  flower, — 

Dum.  That  mint. 

Long*  That  columbine. 

Arm, 
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Jrm.  Sweet  lord  Longaville,  rein  thy  tongue. 
Long.  I  mud  rather  give  it  the  rein  ;  for  it  runs  againft 
Heaor. 

Dum.  Ay,  and  Hc(fl:or's  a  greyhound. 
Arm.  The  Aveet   war-man  is  dead  and  rotten  ;  fweet 
chucks,    beat   not  the  bones  of  the   buried  :    when  he 
breath'd,  he  was  a  man — But  I  will  forward  with  my  de- 
vice;  [To  the  Frinccfs.]  fweet  royalty,    beftow  on  me  the 
fenfe  of  hearing. 
,  Pri?!.  Speak,  brave  Hedlor ;  we  are  much  delighted, 
Arm.   I  do  adore  thy  fweet  grace's  flipper. 
Boyet.  Loves  her  by  the  foot. 
Du?n.   He  may  not  by  the  yard. 
Arm.  This  Hector  far  furnioimted  HaJinibalt — 
Coft.   The  party  is  gone,  fellow  He6lor,  fhe  is  gone ; 
fhc  is  two  months  on  her  way. 
Arm.  What  mean'fl  thou  ? 

Coft,  Faith,  unlefs  you  play  the  honefl  Trojan,  the 
poor  wench  is  caft  away:  fne's  quick;  the  child  brags  in 
her  belly  already  ;  'tis  yours. 

Arm.,  Doft  thou  infamonize  me  among  potentates  ? 
thou  flialt  die. 

Coft,  Then  fliall  He^lor  be  whipp'd,  for  Jaquenetta 
that  is  quick  by  him  ;  and  hang'd,  for  Pompey  that  is 
dead  by  him. 

Dum,  Moft  rare  Pompey  ! 
Boyet,  Renowned  Pompey  ! 

Biron.  Greater  than  great,  great,  great,  great  Pompey  I 
Pompey  the  huge  ! 

Dum.  He;5lor  trembles. 

Biron,  Pompey  is  mov'd: — More  Ates,  more  Ates ; 
ftir  them  on,  flir  them  on  ! 

Dum,  Heclor  will  challenge  him. 
Biron,  Ay,  if  he  have  no  more  man's  blood  in's  belly 
than  will  fup  a  flea. 

Arm,  Bv  the  north  pole,  I  do  challenge  thee. 
Cojt,  I  will  not  fight  with  a  pole^,  like  a  northern  man  ; 
ril  flafh  ;  do't  by  the  fword  :— I  pray  you,  let  me  borrow 
my  arms  again. 

Dum,  Room  for  the  incenfed  worthies. 
Coft,  I'll  do  it  in  my  (hirt. 

F  2  Diun, 
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Dum,  Mod  refolute  Pompey  ! 

MotL  MaAer,  let  mc  take  you  a  button -hole  lower. 
Do  you  not  fee,  Pompey  is  uncafzng  for  the  combat  ? 
What  mean  you,  you  will  lofe  your  reputation. 

Jrm,  Gentlemen,  and  foldiers,  pardon  me  ;  I  will  not 
combat  in  my  ftiirr. 

Dufn,  You  may  not  deny  it ;  Pompey  hath  made  the 
challenge, 

j^rm.  Sweet  bloods,  I  both  may  and  will, 

£iron.  What  reafon  have  you  for't  ? 

Jrm.  The  naked  truth  of  it  is,  1  have  no  (hirt ; 
I  go  wool  ward  for  penance. 

Boyet,  True,  and  it  was  enjoined  him  in  Rome  for 
want  of  linen  :  fmce  when,  I'll  be  fworn,'  he  wore  none, 
but  a  dirhciout  of  Jaquenetta's ;  and  that  a'  wears  next 
his  heart  for  a  favour. 

Enter  Mercade^ 

JHer.  God  fave  you,  madam  ! 

Prin,  Welcome,  Mercade  ; 
But  that  thou  interrupt'ft  our  merriment. 

Msr.  I  am  forry,  madam  ;  for  the  news  I  bring, 
Is  heavy  in  my  tongue.     The  king  your  father — 

Prin.  Dead,  for  my  life. 

Jkler.  Even  fo :  my  tale  is  told. 

Biron,  Worthies,  away  ;  the  fcene  begins  to  cloud. 

Arm.  For  mine  own  part,  I  breathe  free  breath  :  I 
have  feen  the  days  of  wrong  through  the  little  hole  of 
difcretion,  that  I  will  right  myfelf  like  a  foldier. 

[Exewii  Worthies. 

King.  How  fares  your  majefly  ? 

Prin.  Boyet,  prepare  ;  I  will  away  to-night. 

King,  Madam,  not  fo  ;  I  do  befeech  you,  (lay. 
.  Pj'in.  Prepare,  I  fay. — I  thank  you,  gracious  lords^ 
For  all  your  fair  endeavours  ;  and  entreat. 
Out  of  a  new-fad  foul,  that  you  vouchfafe 
In  your  rich  wifdom,  to  excufe,  or  hide, 
The  liberal  oppofition  of  our  fpirits : 
If  over-boldly  we  have  borne  ourfelvcs 
In  the  converfe  of  breath,  your  gentlenefs 
W^s  guilty  of  it. — Farewel,  worthy  lord  I 
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A  heavy  heart  bears  not  an  humble  tongue: 
Excufe  me  fo,  coming  fo  fliort  of  thanks 
For  my  great  fuit  fo  eafily  obtain'd. 

King,  The  extreme  parts  of  time  extremely  forms 
All  caufes  to  the  purpofe  of  his  fpeed  ; 
And  often,  at  his  very  loofe,  decides 
That  which  long  procefs  could  not  arbitrate : 
And  though  the  mourning  brow  of  progeny 
Forbid  the  fmiling  courtefy  of  iove 
The  holy  fuit  which  fain  it  would  convince; 
Yet,  fmce  love's  argument  was  firft  on  foot. 
Let  not  the  cloud  of  forrow  jullle  it 
From  what  it  purpos'd  ;  fince,  to  wail  friends  loft. 
Is  not  by  much  fo  wholefome,  profitable, 
As  to  rejoice  at  friends  but  newly  found. 

Pr/V;.  I  underftand  you  not,  ray  griefs  are  double. 
Biron.  Honefl  plain  words  bell  pierce  the  earof  grief  j— 
And  by  thefe  badges  underftand  the  king. 
For  your  fair  fakes  have  we  negle(r}:ed  time, 
Phry'd  foul-play  with  our  oaths  ;  your  beauty,  ladies. 
Hath  much  deform'd  us,  fafhionicg  our  humours 
Even  to  the  oppofed  end  of  our  intents  : 
And  what  in  us  hath  feem'd  ridiculous, 
As  love  is  full  of  unbefitting  ftrains  ; 
All  wanton  as  a  child,  ficipping,  and  vain  ; 
Form'd  by  the  eye,  and,  therefore,  like  the  eye, 
Full  of  ftraying  fliapes,  of  habits,  and  of  forms. 
Varying  in  fubjecfs  as  the  eye  doth  roll 
To  every  varied  objeft  in  his  glance  : 
With  party- coated  prefe nee  of  loofe  love, 
Put  on  by  us,  if,  in  your  heavenly  eyes, 
Have  miibecom'd  our  onths  and  gravities, 
Thofe  heavenly  eyes,  that  look  into  thefe  faults, 
Suggefted  us  to  make  :  Therefore,  ladies, 
Our  love  being  yours,  the  error  that  love  makes 
is  likewife  your^  :  we  to  ourfelves  prove  faUe, 
By  being  once  falfe  for  ever  to  be  true 
To  thofe  that  make  us  bo^h,  fair  ladies,  you  ; 
And  even  that  falfehood,  in  itfelf  a  fm. 
Thus  purifies  itfelf,  and  turns  to  grace. 

Prin, 
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Prin,  We  have  receiv*d  your  letters,  full  of  love; 
Your  favours,  the  ambafladors  of  love  ; 
>\nd,  in  our  maiden  council,  rated  them 
At  courtfhip,  pleafant  jeH:,  and  courtefy. 
As  bombaft:  and  as  lining  to  the  time: 
Bat  more  devout  than  this,  in  our  refpe^ls, 
Have  we  not  been  ;  and  therefore  met  your  loves 
In  their  own  fafhion,  like  a  merriment. 

Dum*  Our  letters,  madam,  ftiew'dmuch  more  than  jeft. 

Long.  So  did  our  looks. 

Rof.  We  did  not  quote  them  fo. 

King.  Now,  at  the  latefl  minute  of  the  hour. 
Grant  us  your  loves. 

Prin.  A  time,  methinks,  too  (liort 
To  make  a  world-without  end  bargain  in  : 
No,  no,  my  lord,  your  grace  is  perjur'd  much, 
Full  of  dear  giiiltinefs;  and,  therefore,  this, — 
If  for  my  love  (as  there  is  no  fuch  caufe) 
You  will  do  aught,  this  (hail  you  do  for  me: 
Your  oath  I  will  not  truft  :  but  go  with  fpeed 
To  fome  forlorn  and  naked  hermitage. 
Remote  from  all  the  pleafures  of  the  Avorld  ; 
There  ftay,  until  the  twelve  celeftial  ligns 
Have  brought  about  their  annual  reckoning : 
If  this  auftere  unfociable  life 
Change  not  your  offer  made  in  heat  of 'blood  ; 
If  frolls,  and  faffs,  hard  lodging,  and  thin  weeds, 
Nip  not  the  gaudy  blofToms  of  your  love. 
But  that  it  bear  this  trial,  and  lafl:  love; 
Then,  at  the  expiration  of  the  year, 
Come  challenge,  challenge  me  by  thefe  deferts, 
And,  by  this  virgin  palm,  now  kiffing  thine, 
I  will  be  thine  :  and,  'till  that  inflaiu,  (hut 
My  woeful  felf  up  in  a  mourning  houfe ; 
Raining  the  tears  of  lamentation. 
For  the  remembrance  of  my  father's  death. 
If  this  thou  do  deny,  let  our  hands  part ; 
Neither  entitled  in  the  other's  heart. 

King,  If  this,  or  more  than  this,  I  would  deny, 
To  flatter  up  thefe  powers  of  mine  with  refl, 
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The  fudden  hand  of  death  clofe  up  m'me  eye ! 
Hence  ever  then  my  heart  is  in  thy  breaO-. 

B'tro7i.  And  what  to  me,  my  love,  and  what  to  me  ? 

Rof.  You  muft  b?  purged  too,  your  fins  are  rauk  j 
You  are  attaint  with  fault  and  perjury  : 
Therefore,  if  you  my  favour  mean  to  get, 
A  twelve-month  fhall  you  fpend,  and  never  reft. 
But  feek  the  weary  beds  of  people  fick. 

JDum.  But  what  to  me^  my  love?  bur  what  to  me.^ 

Kath.  A  wife  ! — a  beard,  fair  health,  and  honefty  ; 
With  three- fold  love  1  wifn  you  all  thefe  three. 

Dwn»  O,  (hall  I  fay,  I  thank  you.  gsntle  wife  ? 

Kath.  Not  fo,  my  lord  ;  a  twelve-month  and  a  day 
I'll  mark  no  words  that  fmooth-fac'd  wooers  fay  : 
Come  when  the  king  doth  to  my  lady  come, 
Then,  if  I  have  mucli  love,  I'll  give  you  forae. 

Dim.  I'll  ferve  thee  true  and  faithfully  'till  then. 

Kath.  Yet  fwear  not,  left  you  be  forfwora  agaia. 

Long,  What  fays  M^ria  ? 

Mar.  At  the  twelve  month's  end, 
I'll  change  my  black  gown  for  a  faithful  friend. 

Long,  I'll  (lay  with  patience  ;  but  the  time  is  long. 

Mar,  The  iiker  you  ;  few  taller  are  {o  young. 

Biron,  Studies  my  lady  ?  miftrefs,  look  on  me. 
Behold  the  window  of  my  heart,  mine  eye, 
What  humble  fuit  attends  thy  anfwer  there  ; 
Jmpofe  fome  fervice  on  me  for  thy  love. 

Rof.  Oft  have  I  heard  of  you,  my  lord  Biron, 
Before  I  faw  you  :  and  the  world's  large  tongue 
Proclaims  you  for  a  man  replete  with  mocks ; 
Full  of  comparifons,  and  wounding  flouts  ; 
Which  you  on  all  eftates  will  execute. 
That  lie  within  the  mercy  of  your  wit  : 
To  weed  this  wormwood  from  your  fruitful  brain; 
And,  therewithal,  ro  win  me,  if  you  pleafe, 
(Without  the  which  I  am  not  to  be  wonj 
You  fhail  this  twelve-month  term  from  day  to  day 
Vifit  the  fpeechlefs  fick,  and  flill  converfe 
With  groaning  wretches  ;  and  your  tallc  ihall  be, 
With  all  the  fierce  endeavour  of  your  wit, 
To  enforce  the  pained  impotent  to  fmiie, 

Biron, 
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Biron.  To  move  wild  laughter  in  the  throat  of  death  f 
It  cannot  be;  it  is  impoffible  : 
Mirth  cannot  move  a  foul  in  agony. 

Rof.  Why,  that's  the  way  to  choke  a  gibing  fplrit, 
AVhofe  influence  is  begot  of  that  loofe  grace. 
Which  (Iiallow  laughing  hearers  give  to  fools  : 
A  jell's  profperity  lies  in  the  ear 
Of  him  that  hears  it,  never  in  the  tongue 
Of  him  that  makes  it  :  then,  if  fickly  ears, 
Deat'd  with  the  clamour  of  their  own  dear  grosns, 
Will  hear  your  idle  fcorns^  continue  then. 
And  I  will  have  you,  and  that  fault  withal ; 
Eut^  if  they  will  not,  throw  a.way  that  fpirit. 
And  I  (hall  find  you  empty  of  that  fault. 
Right  joyful  of  your  reformation. 

^Biron.  A  twelve-month  'i  we!!,  bL-'tall  what  will  befall, 
I'll  jeft  a  twelve-month  in  an  bo:;/iral. 

Frln.  Ay,  fweet  my  kiu  ;  and  fo I  take  my  leave. 

[To  the  King. 

King,  No,  mao.;rn  ;  we  will  bring  you  on  your  way. 

Biron.  Our  V'ooing  doth  not  end  like  an  old  play  ; 
Jack  hath  not  Jili :  thefe  ladies'  courtefy 
Might  well  r  .ve  made  our  fport  a  comedy. 

King,  C^me,  fir,  it  wants  a  twelve- month  and  a  day, 
And  ther'  'twill  end. 

Biron,  That's  too  long  for  a  play* 

Enter  Arm  ado. 

Jnn.  Sv/eet  majefty,  vouchiafe  me,— 

Prin-  Was  not  that  Hector  ? 

Dum,  That;  worthy  knight  of  Troy. 

Arm.  I  will  kifs  thy  royal  ringer,  and  take  leave  : 
I  am  a  votary ;  I  have  voVi'M  to  Jaquenetta  to  hold  the 
plough  for  her  fweet  love  three  years.  But,  nnoft  efteemed 
greatnefs,  will  you  hear  the  dialogue  that  the  two  learned 
men  have  compiled,  in  praife  of  the  owl  and  the  cuckow  ? 
it  (hould  have  followed  in  the  end  of  our  fliow. 

King,  Call  them  forth  quickly,  we  will  do  fo. 

Ann,  Holla  !  approach.-^ 

Enter 
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Enter  all,  for  the  Song, 

This  fide  is  Hi  ems ;  winter. 

This  Ver,  the  fpring  ;  the  one  maintaia'd  by  the  owl. 

The  other  by  the  cuckow. 

Ver,  begin, 

SONG. 

SPRING. 

When  datzies  pied,  and  violets  blue. 

And  lady-fmocks  all filver -white ^ 
And  cuckow-buds  of  yellow  hue, 

Do  paint  the  meadows  ivith  delight, 
7he  cuckow  then,  on  every  tree, 
Mocks  marry* d  men,  for  thus  fings  he, 

Cuckow ; 
Cuckow,  cuckow, — 0  word  of  fear, 
JJnpleaftng  to  a  marrfd  ear  ! 

When  Jhepherds  pipe  on  oaten  Jlraws^ 
And  merry  larks  are  plowmen's  clocks, 
'  When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks,  and  daws. 
And  maidens  bleach  their  fuinmer-fmoch, 
T^he  cuckow  then,  on  every  tree. 
Mocks  married  men,  for  thusjings  he, 

Cuckow  ; 
Cuckow,  cuckozu, — O  word  of  fear, 
Unpleaftng  to  a  marry' d  ear  ! 

WINTER, 

When  icicles  hang  by  the  wall. 

And  Dick  thejhepherd  blows  his  nail, 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall. 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail^ 
When  blood  is  nipt,  and.  ways  be  foul, 
Then  nightly  fings  thejiaring  owly 

To-who  ; 
Tu-whit,  to-zvho,  a  merry  note. 
While  greafy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot* 

G  .     When 


77 


love's  labour's  lost. 


JVhen  all  aloud  the  wind  doth  blow. 

And  coughing  drowns  the  parfon's  faiv. 
And  birds  fit  brooding  in  the  fnoiv. 

And  Marian's  nofe  looks  red  and  raw. 
When  roajied  crabs  hifs  in  the  bowl. 
Then  nightly  fings  thejlaring  owl, 

'To-who ; 
Tu-whit^  to-whoy  a  merry  note. 
While  greafy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot.  ' 

Arm^  The  words  of  Mercury  are  harfli  after  the  fongs 
of  Apollo.     You,  that  way ;  we.  this  way. 

\_Exemit  cmnes. 


THE    END, 


13       - 


/1Z/JA^  ^   /X-  ,J^   ,/u,.Uj  l^y    /lt/^^,^y  l^/i<r^^Z^/^  ^Z<^tt^  ">:'/9l. 


%/-/i^ti  o^iAe^-^i  Jike^^  6y  /3e^a-mY ^■^h^vi^'U^f''n^  ^"^ f/f 


MUCH  ADO  ABOUT  NOTHING. 


DRAMATIS     PERSONS. 


MEN. 

Don.  Pedro,  Prince  of  Arragon, 

Leonato,   Governor  of  M^JJina. 
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A  C  T    I.    S  C  E  N  E    I. 

Before  Leonato's  Houfe*     Enter  Leon  A  to,   Hero, 
and  Beatrice,  with  a  Mejfengsr, 

Leonato, 

JL  learn  in   this  letter  that  Don  Pedro  of  Arragon 
comes  this  night  to  Melilna, 

Meff.  He  is  very  near  by  this;  he  was  not  three  leagues 
ofFwhen  I  left  him, 

Leon.  How  niaiiy  gentlemen  have  you  lofl  in  this  ac- 
tion ? 

Mejf.  But  itw  of  any  fort,  and  none  of  name. 

Leon,    A  vi6lory  is   twice  itfelf,    when   the  atchiever 
brings  home  full  numbers.     I  find  here,   that  Don  Pedro 
hath  beftowed  much  honour  on  a  young  Florentine,  cali'd_ 
Claudio. 

MeJf.  Much  deferv'd  on  his  part,  and  equally  remem,- 
bered  by  Don  Pedro :  He  hath  borne  himfelf  beyond  the 
promife  of  his  age;  doing,  in  the  figure  of  a  lamb,  the 
feats  of  a  lion:  *'  he  hath,  indeed,  better  better'd  expec- 
'*  tation,  than  you  muft  expefl  of  me  to  tell  you  how." 

Leon.  He  hath  an  uncle  here  in  Meffina  will  be  very 
much  glad  of  it. 

MeJJl  I  have  already  delivered  him  letters,  and  there 
appears  much  joy  in  him ;  even  fo  much,  that  joy  could 
not  {hew  itfelf  modeft  enough  without  a  badge  of  bit- 
ternefs. 

Leon*  Did  he  break  out  into  tears  ? 

MeJf.  In  great  meafure. 

Leon.  A  kind  overflow  of  kindnefs ;  There  are  no 
faces  truer  than  thofe  that  are  fo  wafli'd.  **  How  much 
•*  better  is  it  to  weep  at  joy,  than  to  joy  at  weeping !" 

A  z  Beat, 
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Btat.  I  pray  you,  is  fignior  Monianto  return'd  frottl 
the  wars,  "  or  no  ?" 

Me{f.  I  know  none  of  that  name,  lady ;  there  was  none 
fuch  in  the  army  of  any  fort. 

Leon.  What  is  he  that  you  afk  for,  niece  ? 

Hero.  My  coufm  means  fignior  Benedick  of  Padua. 

Mejf.  O,  he's  return'd  ;  and  as  pleafant  as  ever  he  was. 

Beat.  *'  He  fet  up  his  bills  here  in  Meffina,  and  chal- 
«*  lenged  Cupid  at  the  flight ;  and  my  uncle's  fool,  read- 
**  ing  the  challenge,  fubfcrib'd  for  Cupid,  and  challenged 
•*  him  at  the  bird-bolt." — I  pray  you,  how  many  hath  he 
kill'd  and  eaten  in  thefe  wars?  But  how  many  hath  he 
kiird  r  for,  indeed,  I  promis'd  to  eat  all  of  his  killing. 

Leon.  Faith,  niece,  you  tax  lignior  Benedick  too  much  ; 
but  he*ll  be  meet  with  you,  I  doubt  it  not. 

JVIeJf.  He  hath  done  good  fervice,  lady,  in  thefe  wars. 

Beat,  You  had  mufty  vi<5^ual,  and  he  hath  holp  to  eat 
it :  he's  a  very  valiant  trencher-man,  he  hath  an  excellent 
flomach. 

Mejf,  And  a  good  foldier  too,  lady. 

Beat.  And  a  good  foldier  to  a  lady  ; — But  what  is  he 
to  a  lord  ? 

"  MeJf.  A  lord  to  a  lord,  a  man  to  a  man;  flufF'd  with 
*«  all  honourable  virtues. 

"  Beat.  It  is  fo,  indeed ;  he  Is  no  lefs  than  a  ftuff'd 
**  man  :  but  for  the  fluffing,- — well,  we  are  all  mortal." 

Leon,  You  mufl  not,  fir,  miftake  my  niece  :  there  Is 
a  kind  of  merry  war  betwixt  iignior  Benedick  and  her  : 
they  never  meet,  but  there's  a  fliirmifh  of  wit  between 
them. 

Beat.  Alas,  he  gets  nothing  by  that.  In  our  laft  con- 
fii(ft,  four  of  his  live  wits  went  halting  off,  and  now  is  the 
whole  man  governed  with  one :  fo  that  if  he  have  wit 
enough  to  keep  himfelf  warm,  let  him  bear  it  for  a 
difference  between  himfelf  and  his  horfe ;  for  it  is  all  the 
wealth  that  he  hath  left,  to  be  known  a  reafonabie  crea- 
ture.—Who  is  his  companion  now  ?  he  hath  every  moath 
a  new  fvvorn  brother. 

MeJ.  Is  it  poffihle? 

Beat.  Very  eafily  poffible:  he  wears  his  faith  but  a;;  the 
faHiion  of  his  hat,  it  ever  changes  with  the  next  block. 

Melf. 
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Mejf.  I  fee,  lady,  the  gentleman    is  not  in  your  books. 

Beat.  No  :  an  he  were,  I  would  burn  my  ftudy.  But, 
I  pray  you,  who  is  his  companion  ?  "  Is  there  no  young 
**  fquarer  now,  that  will  make  a  voyage  with  him  to  the 
<«  devil?'* 

Mejf.  He  is  moft:  in  the  company  of  the  right  noble 
Claudio. 

Beat,  Olord!  He  will  hang  upon  him  like  a  difeafe : 
he  is  fooner  caught  than  the  peftilence,  and  the  taker  runs 
prefently  mad.  God  help  the  noble  Claudio  I  if  he  have 
caught  the  Benedick,  it  will  coft  him  a  thoufand  pounds 
ere  he  be  cur'd. 

**  MeJf.  I  will  hold  friends  with  you,  lady. 

**  Beat,  Do,  good  friend/* 

Leo77.  You'll  ne'er  run  mad,  niece. 

Beat,  No,  not  'till  a  hot  January, 

MeJ,  Don  Pedro  is  approach'd. 

Enter  Don  Y-E-Yi^Oi  Claudio,  Benedick,  Baltha- 
zar, and  Don  John. 

Pedro,  Good  fignior  Leonato,  you  are  come  to  meet 
your  trouble  :  the  fafhion  of  the  world  is  to  avoid  cofl:, 
and  you  encounter  it. 

Leon,  Never  came  trouble  to  my  houfe  in  the  likenefs 
of  your  grace :  for  trouble  being  gone,  comfort  (liould  re- 
main ;  but,  when  you  depart  from  me,  forrow  abides,  and 
happinefs  takes  his  leave. 

Pedro,  You  embrace  your  charge  too  willingly. — I  think, 
this  is  your  daughter. 

Leon,  Her  mother  hath  many  times  told  me  {o. 

Bene*  Were  you  in  doubt,  fir,  ihat  you  afk'd  her  ? 

Leon,  Signior  Benedick,  no;  for  then  were  you  a 
child. 

Pedro,  You  have  it  full.  Benedick  :  we  may  guefs  by 
this  what  you  are,  bemg  a  man.  Truly,  the  lady  fathers 
herfelt : — Be  happy,  lady!  for  you  are  like  an  honourable 
father. 

Bene,  If  Signior  Leonato  be  her  fuher,  flie  would  not 
have  his  head  on  her  fhouldcrs.  for  all  MeiTina,  as  like  him 
Bs  flie  i?. 

Beat, 
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Beat.  I  wonder,  that  you  will  ftill  be  talking,  fignior 
Beoedick;  no  body  marks  you. 

Bene*   "What,  my   dear  lady  Difdain !    are  you    yet 

living  ? 

Beat.  Is  it  poflible,  difdain  (hould  die,  while  (he  hath 
fuch  meet  food  to  feed  it,  as  fignior  Benedick  ?  Courtefy 
itfelf  mult  convert  to  difdain,   if  you  come  in  her  pre- 

fence. 

Bene,  Then  is  courtefy  a  turn-coat:— ^-But  it  is  certain, 
I  am  lovM  of  all  ladies,  only  you  excepted  :  and  I  would 
I  could  find  in  my  heart  that  I  had  not  a  hard  heart  j  for 
truly,  I  love  none. 

Beat.  A  dear  happinefs  to  women :  they  would  elfc 
have  been  troubled  with  a  pernicious  fuitor.  1  thank 
God,  and  my  cold  blood,  I  am  of  your  humour  for  that ; 
1  had  rather  hear  my  dog  bark  at  a  crow,  than  a  man  fwear 
he  loves  me. 

Bene.  God  keep  your  ladyfliip  flill  in  that  mind  !  fo 
fome  gentleman  or  other  fhall  'fcape  a  predeftinate  fcratch'd 

face. 

Beat.  Scratching  could  not  make  it  worfe,  and  'twere 
fuch  a  face  as  your*s,  "  were.'' 

Bene.  Well,  you  are  a  rare  parrot- teacher. 

Beat.  A  bird  of  my  tongue,  is  better  than  a  bead  of 
yours. 

Bene.  I  would,  my  horfc  had  the  fpeed  of  your  tongue; 
and  fo  good  a  continuer  :  But  keep  your  way  o*  God's 
name ;  I  have  done. 

Beat.  You  always  end  with  a  jade's  trick ;  I  know  you 

of  old. 

Pedro.  This  is  the  fum  of  all:  Leonato,— Signior 
Claudio,  and  fignior  Benedick,— my  dear  friend  Leona to 
hath  invited  you  all.  I  tell  him,  we  (hall  ihy  here  at  the 
leaft  a  month ;  and  he  heartily  prays,  fome  occafion  may 
detain  us  longer :  I  dare  fwear  he  is  no  hypocrite,  but 
prays  from  his  heart. 

Leon.  If  you  fwear,  my  lord,  you  (hall  not  be  for- 
fworn. — Let  me  bid  you  welcome,  my  lord  :  being  re- 
conciled to  the  prince  your  brother,  I  owe  you  all  duty. 

John.  I  thank  you ;  I  am  not  of  many  words,  but  I 

thank  you.  _ 

Leon% 
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Leon,  Pleafe  it  your  grace  lead  on  ? 

Pedro,  Your  hand,  Leonaro;  we  will  go  together. 

[Exeunt  all  but  Benedick  and  Cl  audio. 

Claud,  Benedick,  didft  thou  note  the  daughter  of  fig- 
nior  Leonato  ? 

Bene.  I  noted  her  not;  but  I  look'd  on  her. 

Claud,  Is  (lie  not  a  modeft  young  lady  ? 

Bene.  Do  you  queftion  me,  as  an  honeft  man  fhould 
do,  for  my  fimple  true  judgment  ?  or  would  you  have  me 
fpeak  after  my  cullom,  as  being  a  profeffed  tyrant  to  their 
fex? 

Claud.  No,  I  pray  thee,   fpeak  in  fober  judgment. 

Bene.  Why,  i'faith,  methinks  (he  is  too  low  for  a  high 
praife,  too  brown  for  a  fair  praife,  and  too  little  for  a  great 
praife :  only  this  commendation  I  can  afford  her;  that 
were  fhe  other  than  (he  is,  fne  were  unhandfome ;  and  be- 
ing no  other  but  as  flie  is,  I  do  not  like  her. 

Claud,  Thou  think'ft,  1  am  in  fport ;  I  pray  thee,  tell 
me  truly  how  thou  lik'ft  her  ? 

Bene,  Would  you  buy  her,  that  you  enquire  after  her  ? 

Claud.  Can  the  world  buy  fuch  a  jewel  ? 

Bejie,  Yea,  and  a  cafe  to  put  it  into.  But  fpeak  yoii 
this  with  a  (ad  brow  ?  or  do  you  play  the  flouting  Jack; 
*'  to  tell  us  Cupid  is  a  good  hare-finder,  and  Vulcan  a  rare 
*'  carpenter?"  Come,  in  what  key  foall  a  man  take  you, 
**  to  go  in  the  fong  ?" 

Claud.  In  mine  eye,  (lie  is  the  fweeteft  lady  that  I  ever 
looked  on. 

Bene,  I  can  fee  yet  without  fpeflacles,  and  I  fee  no  fuch 
matter :  there's  her  coufin,  an  (lie  were  not  pofTefs'd  with 
a  fury,  exceeds  her  as  much  in  beauty,  as  the  firfl  of  May 
doth  the  lali  of  December.  But  I  hope,  you  have  no  in- 
tent to  turn  huiband  ;  have  you  ? 

Claud,  I  would  fcarce  truft  myfelf,  though  I  had  fwom 
the  contrary,  if  Hero  v,^oUid  be  my  wife. 

Bene  Is't  come  to  this,  i'faith  ?  Hath  not  the  world 
one  man,  but  he  will  wear  his  cap  with  fufpicion  ?  Shall 
I  never  fee  a  bachelor  of  threefcore  again  ?  Go  to,  i'faith  j 
an  thou  wilt  needs  thrufl  thy  neck  into  a  yoke,  wear  the 
print  of  it,  and  iigh  away  Sundays.  Look,  Den  Pedro 
is  return'd  to  feek  you, 

B  Re-enter 
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Re-enter  Don  Pedro. 

Pedro,  What  fecret  hath  held  you  here,  that  you  fol- 
lowed not  to  Leonato's  ? 

Bene.  I  would,  your  grace  would  conftrain  me  to  tell. 

Pedro.  I  charge  thee  on  thy  allegiance. 

Bene,  You  hear  count  Claudio  :  I  can  be  fecret  as  a 
dumb  man,  I  would  have  you  think  fo;  but  on  my  alle- 
giance,— mark  you  this,  on  my  allegiance. — He  is  in  love. 
With  who  ? — now  that  is  your  grace's  part. — Mark,  how 

{liort   his    anfwer  is  : With   Hero,    Leonato's    fhort 

daugliter. 

Claud.  If  this  were  fo,  fo  were  it  uttered. 

Bc72e.  Like  the  old  tale,  my  lord  :  it  is  not  fo,  nor  'twas 
not  fo ;  but,  indeed,  God  forbid  it  (liould  be  fo. 

ClaiuU  If  my  paffion  change  not  (hortly,  God  forbid  it 
Inould  be  other  wife. 

Pedro  Amen,  if  you  love  her,  for  the  lady  is  very  well 
worthy. 

Gaud.  You  fpeak  this  to  fetch  me  in,  my  lord. 

Pedro,  By  my  troth,  I  fpeak  my  thought. 

Claud,  And,  in  faith,  my  lord,  I  fpoke  mine. 

yiene.  And,  by  my  two  faiths  and  troths,  my  lord,  I 
fpeak  mine. 

Claud.  1  hat  !  love  her,  I  feel. 

Pedro.  That  file  is  worthy,  I  know. 

Bene.  That  I  neither  feel  how  Qie  fiiould  beloved,  nor 
know  how  fhe  fhould  be  worthy,  is  the  opinion  the  fire 
cannot  melt  out  of  me;  I  will  die  in  it  at  the  (Iske. 

Pedro.  Thou  wail  ever  an  obflinate  hcretick  in  the  de- 
fpight  of  beauty. 

Claud.  And  never  could  maintain  his  part,  but  in  the 
force  of  his  will. 

Bene.  That  a  woman  conceived  me,  I  thank  her ;  that 
fhe  brought  me  up,  I  likewiie  give  her  moft  humble 
thanks  :  but  that  I  will  have  a  recheat  winded  in  my 
forehead,  «*  or  hang  my  bugle  in  an  invifible  baldrick,'* 
all  women  (liali  pardon  me  ;  Bccaufe  I  will  not  do  them 
the  wrong  to  millruft  any,  1  will  do  myfelf  ihe  right  to 
trud  none ;  and  the  fine  is  (for  the  which  I  may  go  the 
finer),  I  will  live  a  bachelor. 

Poedr, 
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Pedro.  I  fliall  fee  thee,  ere  I  die,  look  pale  with  love. 

Bene.  With  anger,  with  ficknefs,  or  with  hunger,  my 
lord;  not  with  love:  prove,  that  ever  I  lofe  more  blood 
with  love,  than  I  will  get  again  with  drinking,  pick  out 
mine  eyes  with  a  ballad -maker's  pen,  and  hang  me  up  at 
the  door  of  a  brothel-houfe  for  the  fign  of  blind  Cupid, 

Pedro.  Well,  if  ever  thou  doft  fall  from  this  faith,  thou 
wilt  prove *a  notable  argument. 

Pedro.  If  I  do,  hang  me  in  a  bottle  like  a  cat,  and 
ftioot  at  me  5  ''  and  he  that  hits  me,  let  him  be  clap'd  oa 
"  the  (houlder,  and  call'd  Adam." 

Pedro.  Well,  as  time  fha!I  try  : 
In  ti?ne  the  favage  hull  doth  bear  the  yoke » 

Bene.  The  favage  bull  may ;  but  if  ever  the  fenfible 
Benedick  bear  it,  pluck  ofFthe  bull's  horns,  and  fet  them 
in  my  forehead :  and  let  me  be  vilely  painted ;  and  in  fuch 
great  letters  as  they  write.  Here  is  good  horfe  to  hire,  let 
them  fignify  under  my  fign,— i/<?r^  you  may  fee  Benedick 
the  7narryd  man. 

*'  Claud.  If  this  (hckild  ever  happen,  thou  would'ft  be 
**  born-mad." 

Pedro  Nay,  if  Cupid  hath  not  fpent  all  his  quiver  in 
Venice,  thou  wilt  quake  for  this  fhortly. 

Bene*  I  look  for  an  earthquake  too  then. 

Pedro.  Well,  you  will  temporize  with  the  hours.  In 
the  mean  time,  good  fignior  Benedick,  repair  to  Leonato's; 
commend  me  to  him,  and  tell  him,  I  will  not  fail  him  at 
fupper;  for,  indeed,  he  hath  made  great  preparation. 

Bene.  I  have  almoft  matter  enough  in  me  for  fuch  an 
embalTage ;  and  fo  I  commit  you — 

Claud.  To  the  tuition  of  God  ;  from  my  houfe  (if  I 
had  it), — 

Pedio.  The  fixthof  July;  your  loving  friend.  Bene- 
dick. 

Bene.  Nay,  mock  not,  mock  not :  The  body  of  your 
difcourfe  is  fometime  guarded  with  fragments,  and  the 
guards  are  but  fiightly  baited  on  neither :  ere  you  fldut 
old  ends  any  further,  exam/me  your  confcience;  and  fo  I 
leave  you.  {Exit. 

Claud.  My  liege,  your  higbnefs  now  may  do  me  good. 
B  2  Pedro, 
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Pedro.  My  love  is  thine  to  teach  j  teach  it  but  how, 
And  thou  (halt  fee  how  apt  it  is  to  learn 
Any  hard  ledon  that  may  do  thee  good. 

Claud.  Hath  Leonato  any  {ouy  my  lord  ? 

Pedro.  No  child  but  Hero,  (lie's  his  only  heir : 
Doft  thou  afFea  her  Claudio  ? 

Claud.  O  ray  lord. 
When  you  went  onward  on  this  ended  a^ion, 
I  look'd  upon  her  with  a  foldier's  ej^e, 
That  lik'd,  but  had  a  rougher  taflc  in  hand 
Than  to  drive  liking  to  the  nanme  of  love: 
But  now  I  am  return'd,  and  that  war-thoughts 
Have  left  their  places  vacant,  in  their  rooms 
Come  thronging  foft  and  delicate  defires, 
All  prompting  me  how  fair  young  Hero  is, 
Saying,  1  iik'd  her  ere  I  went  to  wars. 

Fedro.  Thou  wilt  be  like  a  lover  prefently, 
And  tire  the  hearer  with  a  book  of  words  : 
If  thou  doit  love  fair  Hero,  cherifli  it ; 
And  l  will  break  with  her  **  and  ivith  her  father, 
"  And  thcu  (lialt  have  her :''  Was't  not  to  this  end. 
That  thou  began 'ft  to  twift  fo  fine  a  ilory  ? 

Claud.  How  {wectly  do  you  minifler  to  love. 
That  know  love's  grief  by  his  compleclion  ! 
But  left  my  liking  might  too  fuddcn  feem, 
I  would  have  falv'd  it  with  a  longer  treatile. 

Peciro.  What  need  the  bridge  much  broader  than  the 
flood  ? 
The  faireft  grant  is  the  neceffity  : 
Look,  what  will  ferve,  is  fit:  'tis  once,  thou  lov"'fl; 
And  I  will  lit  thee  with  the  remedy. 
1  know  we  fnall  have  revelling  to  night ; 
I  will  aiTume  thy  part  in  fome  difguife, 
And  tell  fair  Hero  I  am  Claudio; 
And  in  her  bofom  I'll  undafp  my  heart, 
And  take  her  hearing  prifoner  with  the  force 
And  ftrong  encounter  of  my  amorous  tale  : 
Then,  after,  to  her  fatheiwill  I  break; 
And,  the  conclufion  is,  fhe  (hall  be  thine: 
In  pra(Slice  let  us  put  it  prefently.  [^Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE      II. 

"  A  Room  in  Leonato*s  Houfe,     Enter  L^ot^ at o  and 
Anto>;io. 


"  Leo.  How  now,  brother  ?  Where  is  my  coufin,  your 
*'  fon  ?  Hath  he  provided  this  mulic  ? 

JrJ,  He  is  very  bufy  about  it.  But,  brother,  I  can  tell 
"  you  news  that  you  yet  drcam'd  not  of. 

**  Leon.  Are  they  good  ? 

«*  Jnt.  As  the  event  ftamps  them;  but  they  have  a 
<*  good  cover,  they  (how  well  outward.  The  prince  and 
**  count  Claudio  walking  in  a  thick- pleached  alley  in  my 
**  orchard,  were  thus  overheard  by  a  man  of  mine  :  The 
**  prince  difcover'd  to  Claudio,  that  he  lov'd  my  niece 
<<  your  daughter,  and  meant  to  acknowledge  it  this 
*'  evening  in  a  dance ;  nay,  if  he  found  her  accordant, 
**  he  meant  to  take  the  prefent  time  by  the  top,  and 
"  inftantly  break  with  you  of  it. 

^'  Leoji,  Hath  the  fellow  any  wit  that  told  you 
<*  this  ? 

*'  Jnt.  A  good  (harp  fellow  ;  I  will  fend  for  him,  and 
"  queftion  him  yourfelf. 

"  Leon.  No,  no ;  we  will  hold  it  as  a  dream,  till  it 
**  appear  itfelf  : — but  I  will  acquaint  my  daughter  withai, 
*«  that  (he  may  be  the  better  prepared  for  an  anfwer,  if 
**  peradventure  ihis  be  true  :  Go  you,  and  tell  her  of  it. 
*'  [Several  Servants  crofs  the  Ji age  here.]  Coufm,  you 
'^  know  what  you  have  to  do. — O,  I  cry  you  mercy, 
*'  friend;  go  you  with  me,  and  I  will  ufe  your  fkill  : 
*'  Good  coufin,    have   a    care     his  bufy  time." 

[^Exeunt, 
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SCENE    III. 

Another  Apartment  hi   Leonato's   Houfe,      Enter  Don 
John  <j7ii  Conrad E. 

Conr»  What  the  good-jer,  my  lord !  why  are  you  thus 
out  of  meafure  fad  ?  . 

John.  There  is  no  meafure  in  the  occafion  that  breeds 
it,  therefore  rhefaJnefs  :;  without  iimit. 

Conr.    You  (hould  hear  reaibn. 

John,  And  when  i  have  hciJid  it,  what  blefling  bring- 
^ih  it?         —  ,  - 

Conr,  If  not  a  prefentrerhedy,  }ei  a  patient  fufFerance. 

John.  I  wonder,  that  thou  being,  ;';-^  thou  fay 'ft  thou 
art)  born  under  Saturn,  goeft  about  to  apply  a  moral  me- 
dicine to  a  moitif)ing  miichief.  I  canu'^t  hide  what 
I  am:  I  mufl:  be  fad  when  I. have  cauf^-,  and  fmile  at  no 
man's  jefts ;  eat  when  I  have  flomach,  and  wait  for  no 
man't'  leifure;  fleep  when  1  am  diowfy,  and  tendon  no 
man's  bufmefs ;  laugh  when  I  am  merry,  and  claw  no  marj 
in  hi^  humour. 

Conr.  ""iea,  but  you  mufl  not  make  the  full  fliow  of 
this,  till  you  may  do  it  without  controulment.  You  have 
of  late  Aood  out  againfl  your  brother,  and  he  hath  ta'en 
you  newty  into  his  grace  ;  where  it  is  impofTible  you  fhould 
take  root,  but  by  the  fair  weather  that  you  make  your- 
feif :  it  is  needful  that  you  frame  the  feafon  for  your  own 
havveO:. 

John.  I  had  rather  be  a  canker  in  a  hedge,  than  a  rofe 
in  his  grace;  and  it  better  fits  my  blood  to  be  difdain'd  of 
nil,  than  to  falhjon  a  carnage  to  rob  love  from  any :  in  this, 
though  I  cannot  be  faid  to  be  a  flattering  honeil  man,  it 
mufl  not  be  deny'd  but  I  am  a  plain-dealing  villain.  I  am 
triiRed  with  a  muzzle,  and  infranchifed  with  a  clog ;  there- 
fore I  have  decreed  not  to  fing  in  my  cage  :  If  I  had  my 
mouth,  I  would  bite ;  if  I  had  my  liberty,  I  would  do  my 
liking  :  in  the  mean  time,  let  me  be  that  I  am,  and  feek 
not  to  alter  me. 

Conr, 
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Conr.  Can  you  mfike  no  ufe  of  your  difcontent  ? 
John.  I  make  all  ufe  of  it,  for  I  ufe  it  only.  Who  comes 
here?  what  news,  Borachio  I 

Enter  Borachio. 

Bora,  I  came  yonder  from  a  preat  fupper  ;  the  prince, 
your  brother,  is  royally  entertaio'd  by  Leonato  ;  and  i  can 
give  you  intelligence  of  an  intended  marriage. 

John.  Will  it  ferve  for  any  model  to  build  mifchicf  on  ? 
What  is  he,  for  a  fool,  that  betroths  himfelf  to  unquiet' 
nefs  ? 

Bora,  Marry,  it  is  your  brother's  right  hand. 

John,  Who  ?   the  moft  exquifite  Ciaudio  ? 

Bora,  Even  he  ! 

John  .\  proper  fquire !  and  who,  and  who  ?  which  way 
looks  he  ? 

Bora,  Marry,  on  Hero,  the  daughter  and  heir  of  Leo- 
nato. 

John.  A  very  forward  March-chick !  *^  How  come  you 
*'  to  know  this  ? 

**  Bora.  Being  entertain'd  for  a  perfumer,  as  I  was 
'*  fmoaking  a  mufty  room,  comes  me  the  prince  and  Clau- 
**  dio,  hand  in  hand,  in  fad  conference:  I  whipt  me  behind 
**  the  arras  ;  and  there  heard  it  agreed  upon,  that  the 
**  prince  fhould  woo  Hero  for  himfell",  and  having  obtained 
"  her,  give  her  to  count  Ciaudio. 

**  John.''*  Come,  come,  let  us  thither;  this  may  prove 
food  to  my  difpleafure:  that  young  ftart-up  hath  all  the 
glory  of  my  overthrow  ;  if  1  can  crofs  him  any  way,  I 
bleis  myfelf  every  way  ;  You  are  both  fure,  and  will  ailifl: 
me, 

Conr,  To  the  death,  my  lord. 

John,  Let  us  to  the  great  fupper ;  their  cheer  is  the 
greater,  that  I  am  fubdu'd  :  Would  the  cook  were  of  my 
njind  ! — "  Shall  we  go  prove  what's  to  be  done  ? 

"  Bora,  We'll  wait  upon  your  lordfhip.''         [Exeunt, 
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ACT      II.        SCENE     I. 

J  Hall  in  Leonato's  Houfe,    Enter  Leonato,  Anto- 
nio, Hero,  Beatrice,  Margaret,  tf77iURsuLA. 

LeGuato. 

^/y  AS  not  count  John  here  at  fupper  ? 

Ant.  I  faw  him  not. 

Beat,  How  tartly  that  gentleman  lofeks  !  I  never  can  fee 
him,  but  I  am  heart-bum'd  an  hour  after. 

Hero.  He  is  of  a  very  melancholy  difpofitlon. 

Beat.  He  were  an  excellent  man,  that  were  made  juftin 
the  midway  between  him  and  Benedick  :  the  one  is  too  like 
an  image,  and  fays  nothing  ;  and  the  other,  too  like  my 
lady's  eldefl  fon,  evermore  tattling. 

Leon,  Then  half  fignior  Benedick's  tongue  in  count 
John's  mouth,  and  half  count  John's  melancholy  in  fig- 
nior Benedick's  face, — 

Beat.  With  a  good  leg,  and  a  good  foot,  uncle,  and 
money  enough  in  his  purie,  fuch  a  man  would  win  any  wo- 
man in  the  \vorld,—  if  he  could  get  her  good  will. 

Leon,  By  my  troth,  niece,  thou  wilt  never  get  thee  a 
huilband,  if  thou  be'd  fo  (lirewd  of  thy  tongue. 

**  Ant.  In  faith,  (he's  too  curft. 

*'  Beat,  Too  cui  ft  is  more  than  curft  :  I  (hall  le(ren 
*'  God's  fending  ^hat  way  :  for  it  is  faid,  God  fends  a  curjl 
"  cozvjhort  horns  ;  but  to  a  cow  too  curft  he  fends  none. 

*'  Leon.  So,  by  being  too  curft,  God  will  fend  you  no 
"  horns. 

**  Beat.  Juft,  if  he  fends  me  no  hufband ;"  for  the  which 
blefEng,  I  am  at  him  upon  my  knees  every  morning  and 
evening :  Lord  !  i  could  not  endure  a  huiband  with  a 
beard  on  his  face  :  I  had  rather  lie  in  woolkn. 

Leon.  You  may  light  upon  a  huiband  that  hath  no 
beard. 

Beat,  What  fliould  I  do  with  him  ?  drefs  him  in  my 
apparel,  and  make  him  my  waiting-gentlewoman?  He  that 

hath 


MUCH    ADO    ABOUT   NOTHING.  I5 

hath  a  beard,  is  more  than  a  youth  ;  and  he  that  hath  no 
beard,  is  lefs  than  a  man  :  and  he  that  is  more  than  a 
youth,  is  not  for  me ;  and  he  that  is  lefs  than  a  man,  i 
am  not  for  him:  Therefore  I  will  even  take  fix- pence  ia 
earnefl  of  the  bear-herd,  and  lead  his  apes  into  hell. 

Leon.  Will,  then,  go  you  into  hell  >. 

Beat.  No  ;  but  to  the  gate  :  and  there  will  the  devil 
meet  me,  like  an  old  cuckold,  with  horns  on  his  head,  and 
fay,  Go  you  to  heaven,  Beatrice,  get  you  to  heaven ;  here's 
no  place  for  you  maids  ;  fo  deliver  I  up  my  apes,  and  away 
to  faint  Perer  for  the  heavens  ;  "  he  ihews  me'*  vyhere  the 
bachelors  fit,  and  there  live  we  as  merry^  as  the  day  is 
long. 

Jut.  Well,  niece,  I  truft,  you  will  be  rul'd  by  your  fa- 
ther. [To  Nero, 

Beat,  Yes,  faith;  it  is  my  coufin's  duty  to  make  a  curt- 
fy,  and  fay,  Father^  as  it  pleafe  yoii :—  but  yet  for  all  that, 
couiin,  let  hi,n\  be  a  handfome  fellow,  or  elfe  make  another 
curtfy,  and  fay.  Father,  as  it  pleafe  me* 

Leon,  Well,  niece,  I  hope  to  fee  you  one  day  fitted  with 
a  hulband. 

Beat.  Not  till  God  make  men  of  fome  other  metal  thnn 
earth.  Would  it  not  grieve  a  woman  to  be  over-mafter'd 
with  a  piece  of  valiant  duft  ?  to  make  account  of  her  life 
to  a  clod  of  wayward  marie  ?  No,  uncle,  Til  none  :  A- 
dam's  fons  are  my  brethren,  and  truly,  1  hold  it  a  lin  lo 
match  in  my  kindred. 

Leon.  Daughter,  remember  what  I  told  you  :  if  the 
prince  do  folicit  you  in  that  kind,  you  know  your  anfwer. 

Beat,  The  fault  will  be  in  the  mufic,  coufin,  if  you  he 
not  woo*d  in  good  rim*i  :  il  the  prince  be  too  important, 
tell  him,  there  is  meafure  in  every  thing,  and  {o  dance  out 
the  anfwer.  For  hear  me,  Hero,  Wooing,  wedding,  and 
repenting,  is  a  Scotch  jig,  a  meafure,  and  a  cinque- pace  : 
the  firft  fuit  is  hot  and  hafly,  like  a  Scotch  jig,  and  full  s.3 
fantaftical ;  the  wedding,  mannerly  modefl,  as  a  meafure 
full  of  flate  and  ancientry  ;  and  then  comes  repentance, 
and,  with  his  bad  legs,  falls  into  the  cinque-pace  fafler  and 
fafter,  'till  he  fink  into  his  grave, 

Lc'ju,  Coufm,  you  apprehend  pafling  (hrewdly. 

Beat. 
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Beat*  I  have  a  good  eye,  uncle ;  I  can  fee  a  church  by 
day-light. 

Lton,  The  revc.Icrs  are  entring;  brother,  make  good 
roonfi. 

Enter  Don  PErRO,  Claudio,  Benedick,  Baltha- 
zar;  Don  ]oui^^  Borachio,  Margaret,  Ursu- 
la, and  others  mrjjk'd. 

Pedro.  Lady,  will  you  walk  about  with  your  friend  ? 

Hero,  So  you  walk  foftiy,  and  look  fweetly,  and  fay 
nothing,  I  am  yours  for  the  walk ;  and,  efpecially,  when  I 
walk  away. 

Pedro.  With  me  in  your  company  ? 

Hero,  I  may  lay  To,  when  I  pleafe. 

Pedro,   And  when  pleafe  you  to  fay  fo  ? 

Hero.  When  I  like  your  favour ;  for  God  defend,  the 
lute  ftiould  he  like  the  cafe ! 

Pedro.  My  vifor  is  Philemon's  rcof;  within  the  houfe 

is  Jove. 

jiero.  Vv'hy,  then  your  vifor  fhould  be  thatch 'd. 

Pedro.  Speak  low,  if  you  fpeak  love. 

Balth>  Well,  I  would  you  did  like  me. 

Marg.  So  would  not  I,  for  your  own  fake ;  for  I  have 
many  ill  qualities, 

Balth.  Which  is  one  ? 

Marg.  I  fay  my  prayers  loud. 

Balth.  I  love  you  the  better;    the  hearers   may  cry 

amen. 

Marg.  God  match  me  with  a  good  dancer  ! 

Balth.  Amr-n.  ^  ,        ,         . 

Marg.  At^d  God  keep  him  out  of  my  fight  when  the 
dance  is  done  I—Anfwer,  clerk. 

Bait.  No  more  words  ;  the  clerk  is  anfwer'd. 

**  Urs.  I  know  you  well  enough  ;  you  are  Signior  An- 

"  tonlo. 

*'  Ant.  At  a  word  I  am*ROt. 

"  Urs.  I  know  you  by  the  wagling  of  your  head. 

**  Ant.  To  tell  you  true  I  counterfeit  him. 

^'  Urs.  You  couid  never  do  him  (o  ill-well,  unlefs  you 
<*  were  the  very  mm  :  Here's  his  dry  hand  up  and  down  ; 
♦•  you  are  he,  you  are  he. 
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«*  Ant.  At  a  word  I  am  not. 

<«  C/r^.  Come,  come ;  do  you  think,  I  do  not  know 
««  you  by  your  excellent  wit  ^  Can  virtue  hide  itfelf  ?  Go 
*'  to,  mum,  you  are  he ;  graces  will  appear,  and  there's 
*'anend." 

Beat,  Will  you  t^ell  me  who  told  you  fo  ? 

Bene,  No.  you  (li^ll  pardon  me. 

Beat.  Nor  will  you  not  tell  me  who  you  nre  ? 

Bene    Not  now. 

Beat^  Thot  I  was  difdainful— and  that  I  had  my  good 
wit  out  of  the  Hundred  inerry  Hales  j — Well,  this  was  iig- 
nior  Benedick  that  faid  fo. 

Bene,  What's  he  ? 

Beat,  I  am  fure,  you  know  him  well  enough. 

Bene,  Not  I,  believe  me. 

Beat.   Did  he  never  make  you  laugh  ? 

Bene,  I  pray  you,  what  is  he? 

Beat,  Why  he  is  the  prince's  jefter  :  a  very  dull  fool ; 
only  his  gift  i?  in  devifing  inipoflible  (landers :  none  but  li- 
bertines deligh'  in  him  ;  and  the  commendacion  is-  not  in 
his  wit,  but  in  his  villainy;  iox  he  both  pleafeth  men,  and 
angers  them,  and  then  they  laugh  at  him,  and  beat  him; 
I  am  fure,  he  is  in  the  fleet ;  I  would  he  had  boarded 
me. 

Bene.  When  I  know  the  gentlem-in,  I'll  tell  him  what 
you  fay. 

Beat.  Do,  do  ;  he'll  but  break  a  comparifon  or  two  oa 
me;  which,  perad^eatnre,  not  marked,  or  not  laugh'd  iir, 
flrikes  him  into  melancholy;  and  then  there's  a  partridge 
wing  fav'dj  for  the  fojl  will  eat  no  fupper  that  oight.  We 
muft  follow  the  leaders. 

\_Mufic  luithin. 

Bene.  In  every  good  thing. 

Beat.  Nay,  if  they  lead  to  any  ill,  I  will  leave  them  at 
the  next  turning. 

Manent  John,  Borachio,  and  Cl  audio. 

John.  Sure,  my  brother  is  amorous  on  Hero,  and  hath 
withdrawn  her  father  to  break  with  him  about  it :  The 
ladies  follow  her,  and  but  one  vifor  remains. 

Bora. 
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Bora.  And  that  is  Claudio  :  I  know  him  by  his  bear- 
ing. 

John.  Are  you  not  fignior  Benedick  ? 

Claud,  You  know  nie  well ;  I  am  he. 

John,  Signior,  you  are  very  near  my  brother  in  his  love : 
he  is  enamour'd  on  Hero ;  I  pray  you,  difTuade  him  from 
her,  (lie  is  no  equal  for  his  birth  :  you  may  do  the  part  of 
an  honeft  man  in  it. 

Claud.  How  know  you  he  loves  her  ? 

John.  I  heard  him  fwear  his  afFeflion. 

Bora,  So  did  I  too ;  and  he  fwore  he  would  marry  her 
\o  night. 

Jehn,  Gome,  let  us  to  the  banquet. 

[Exeunt  John  and  Bora. 

Claud.  Thus  anfwer  I  in  the  name  of  Benedick, 

But  hear  thefe  ill  news  with  the  ears  of  Claudio. 

'Tis  certain  To  : — The  prince  wooes  for  himfelf. 

Friendihip  is  conftant  in  all  other  things, 

Save  in  the  office  and  affairs  of  love  : 

Therefore,  all  hearts  in  love  ufe  their  own  tongues ; 

Let  ev'ry  eye  negotiate  for  itfelf. 

And  truil:  no  agent;  for  beauty  is  a  witch, 

Againft  whoie  charms  faith  melteth  into  blood. 

This  is  an  accident  oi  hourly  proof. 

Which  I  millrulled  not :  Farewel,  therefore,  Hero. 

Re-enter  Benedick. 

'Bene.  Count  Claudio  ?  ^ 

Claud.  Yea,  the  fame. 

Bene*  Come,  will  you  go  with, me  ? 

Claj^d.  Whither? 

Bene.  Even  to  the  next  willow,  about  your  own  bufi- 
nefs,  count.  What  fafhion  will  you  wear  the  garland  of? 
About  your  neck,  like  an  ufurer's  chain  ^  or  under  your 
arm,  like  a  lieutenant's  fcarf?  You  mull  wear  it  one  way, 
for  the  prince  hath  got  your  Hero. 

Claud,  I  wifli  him  joy  of  her. 

Bene,  Why,  lhat*s  fpoken  like  an  honeft  •  drover  ;  Co 
they  fell  bullocks.  But  did  you  think,  the  prince  would 
have  ferved  you  thus  ? 

Claud.  I  pray  yju  leave  me. 

Bene, 
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Bene.  Ho !  now  you  flrlke  like  the  blind  man ;  'twas 
the  boy  that  Hole  your  meat,  and  you'll  beat  the  pod. 
Claud.  If  it  will  not  be,  I'll  leave  you.  [_Exk^ 

Bene.  Alas,  poor  hurt  fowl !  Now  will  he  creep  into 
fedges. — But,  that  my  lady  Beatrice  fliould  know  me,  and 
not  know  me  !  The  prince's  fool  !—Ha  ?  it  nnay  be,  I  go 
under  that  title,  becaufe  I  am  merry. — Yea  ;  but  fo  ;  I 
am  apt  to  do  myfelf  wrong :  I  am  not  fo  reputed  :  it  is 
the  bafe,  though  bitter  difpofition  of  Beatrice,  that  puts 
the  world  into  her  perfon,  and  {6  gives  me  out.  Well  I'ii 
be  reveng'd  as  1  may. 

Reenter  Don  Pedro. 

Pedt'Q.  Now,  Signior,  where's  the  Count  ?  Did  you  fee 
him  ? 

Betie.  Troth,  my  lord,  I  have  play'd  the  part  of  lady 
Fame.  I  found  him  here  as  melancholy  as  a  lodge  in  a 
warren  ;  I  told  him,  and,  I  think,  I  told  him  true,  that 
your  grace  had  got  the  good  will  of  this  young  lady  ;  and 
I  offered  him  my  company  to  a  willow-tree,  either  to  make 
him  a  garland,  as  being  forfaken,  or  to  bind  him  up  a  rod, 
as  being  worthy  to  be  whipt. 

Pedro.   To  be  whipt !  What's  his  fault  ? 

Bene.  The  flat  transgrefTion  of  a  fchooi~boy  ;  who,  be- 
ing overjoy'd  with  finding  a  bird's  neft,  fhews  it  his  com- 
panion, and  he  ilcals  it. 

Pedro.  Wilt  thou  make  a  truft  a  tranfgreffion  ?  The 
tranlgreffion  is  in  the  dealer. 

Bene,  Yet  it  had  not  been  amifs,  the  rod  had  been  made, 
and  the  garland  too  ;  for  the  garland  he  might  have  worn 
himfelf ;  and  the  rod  he  might  have  beftow'd  on  yoa,  who^ 
as  I  take  it,  have  flofn  his  bird's  neO. 

Pedro.  I  will  but  teach  them  to  ling,  and  reflore  them 
to  the  owner. 

Bene,  If  their  Tinging  anfwer  your  faying,  by  my  faith, 
you  fay  honeftly. 

Pedro,  The  lady  Beatrice  hath  a  quarrel  to  you  ;  the 
gentleman  that  danc'd  with  her,  told  her,  fhe  is  much 
wrong'd  by  you. 

Bene.  O,  (he  mifus'd  me  paft  the  endurance  of  a  block  ; 
an  oak,  but  with  one  green  leaf  on  it,  would  have  anfwer'd 

her; 
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her;  my  very  vifor  began  to  afTume  life,  and  fcold  with 
her  :  She  toid  me,  not  thinking  I  had  been  myfelf,  that 
I  -vvas  the  prince's  jefter;  and  that  I  was  duller  than  a 
great  thaw;  huddling  jeft  upon  jeft,  with  fuch  inapoffible 
conveyance,  upon  me,  that  I  liood  like  a  man  at  a  mark, 
with  a  whole  army  Aiooting  at  me  :  She  fpeaks  poniards, 
and  every  word  ftabs  :  if  her  breath  were  as  terrible  as  her 
terminations,  there  were  no  living  neat  her  ;  (he  would  in- 
fect to  the  north  ftar.  I  would  not  marry  her,  though  fhe 
were  endowed  with  all  that  Adam  had  left  him  before  he 
traofgrefs'd  :  (lie  would  have  made  Hercules  have  turn'd 
fpit ;  yea,  and  have  cleft  his  club  to  ?make  the  fire  too. 
*■'  Come,  ta'k  not  of  hrr  ;  you  fhall  find  her  the  infernal 
"  Ate  in  good  apparel.''  1  would  to  God,  fome  fcholar 
would  conjure  her  :  for,  certainly,  while  fhe  is  here,  a 
man  may  live  as  quiet  in  hell,  as  in  a  fan6f  uary  ;  and 
people  hn  upon  purpcfe,  becaufe  they  will  go  thither  :  fo, 
indeed,  all  difquiet,  horror,  and  perturbation  follow  her. 

^■w^^rCL AUDIO,  Beatrice,  Leonato,  and  Hiero. 

Pedro.  Look,  here  fiie  comes. 

Bene,  Will  your  grace  corr.mand  me  any  fervlce  to  the 
world's  end  ?  I  will  go  on  the  flightef^  errand  now  to  the 
Antipodes,  that  you  can  devife  to  fend  me  on  ;  I  will  fetch 
you  a  tooth-picker  now  from  the  farthefl  inch  of  Afia  • 
bring  you  the  length  of  prcller  John's  foot ;  fetch  you  a 
hair  off  the  great  Cham's  heard  ;  do  you  any  embafTage  to 
the  Pigmies,  rather  than  b.o.d  three  words  conference  with 
this  harpy  :  You  have  no  employment  for  me  ^ 

Pedro.  None  but  to  defire  your  good  company. 

Bene.  O  God,  fir,  here's  a  diHi  I  love  not  ;  I  cannot  en- 
dure my  lady's  tongue. 

Pedro,  Come,  lady,  come ;  you  have  lofl  the  heart  of 
fignior  Benedick.- 

*'  Beat.  Indeed,  my  lord,  he  lent  it  rne  awhile;  and  I 
''  gave  him  ufe  for  it,  a  double  heart  for  a  fingleona: 
''  marry,  once  before  he  won  it  of  me  with  falfe  dice, 
•*   therefore  your  grace  may  well  fay,  I  have  loft  it. 

''  Pedro.''  You  have  put  him  down,  lady,  you  have  pot 
him  down. 

Beat. 
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Beat,  So  I  would  not  he  fhould  do  me,  mv  lord,  left  1 
(liould  prove  the  mother  of  fools.  I  have  brought  count 
Claudio,  whom  you  fent  me  to  feek. 

Pedro.  Why,  how  now,  count  ?  wherefore  are  you  fad  ? 

Claud,  Not  fad,  my  lord. 

Pedro,  How  then  ?  Sick  ? 

Claud,  Neither,  my  lord. 

Beat,  The  count  is  neither  fad,  nor  fick,  nor  merry, 
nor  well:  but  civil,  count ;  civil  as  an  orange,  and  fome- 
thing  of  that  jealous  comple<flion. 

Pedro,  rfaith,  lady,  I  think  your  blazon  to  be  true ; 
though,  I'll  be  fworn,  if  he  be  fo,  his  conceit  is  falfe. 
Here,  Claudio,  I  have  wooed  in  thy  name,  and  fair  Hero  is 
won;  I  have  broke  with  her  father,  and  his  good  will  ob- 
tained :  name  the  day  of  marriage,  and  God  give  thee 
joy! 

Leon,  Count,  take  of  me  my  daughter,  and  with  her  my 
fortunes  ;  his  grace  hath  made  me  the  match,  and  all 
grace  fay  amen  to  it  ! 

Beat,  Speak,  count,  'tis  your  cue. 

Claud.  Silence  is  the  perfefleft  herald  of  joy :  I  were 
but  little  happy,  if  J  could  fay  how  much. — Lady,  as  you 
are  mine,  I  am  yours  :  I  give  away  myfelf  for  you,  and 
doat  upon  the  exchange. 

Beat,  Speak,  coufin  ;  or,  if  you  cannot,  flop  his  mouth 
with  a  kifs,  and  let  him  not  fpeak  neither. 

Pedro,  In  faith,  lady,  you  have  a  merry  heart. 

Beat.  Yea,  my  lord  ;  I  thank  it,  poor  fool,  it  keeps  on 
the  windy  fide  of  care : — My  coufm  tells  him  in  his  ear, 
that  he  is  in  her  heart. 

Claud,  And  fo  (he  doth,  coufin. 

Beat.  Good  lord,  for  alliance  ! — Thus  goes  every  one  to 
the  world  but  I,  and  I  am  fun-burn'd  ;  i  may  fit  in  a 
corner,  and  cry  heigh  ho  !  for  a  hulband. 

Pedro.  Lady  Beatrice,  I  will  get  you  one. 

Beat.  I  would  rather  have  one  of  your  father's  getting  : 
Hath  your  grace  ne'er  a  brother  like  you  ?  Your  father  got 
excellent  hulbands,  if  a  maid  could  come  by  them. 

Pedro.  Will  you  have  me,  lady  ? 

Beat.  No,  my  lord,  unlefs  I  might  have  another  for 
working  days ;  your  grace  is  too  coHly  to  wear  every  day ; 

—But 
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— But,  I  befeech  your  grace,    pardon  me;  I  was  born  to 
fpeak  all  mirth,  and  no  matter. 

Pedro,  Your  fiience  moft  offends  me,  and  to  be  merry 
beft  becomes  you  ;  for,  out  of  queftion,  you  were  born  in 
a  merry  hour* 

Beat,  No,  fure,  my  lord,  my  mother  cry'd  ;  but  then 
there  was  a  (lar  danc'd,  and  under  that  I  was  born. — 
Coufms,  God  give  you  joy. 

Leon.  Niece,  will  you  look  to  thofe  thinss  I  told  you 
of  > 

Beat,  I  cry  you  mercy,  uncle. — By  your  grace's  par- 
don. \_Exit  Beatrice, 
Pedro.  By  my  troth,  a  pleafant-fpirited  lady. 
*'  Leoit.  There's  little  of  the  melancholy  element  in  her, 
**  my  lord  :  (he  is  never  fad,  but  when  (he  deeps  :  and  not 
**  ever  fad  then  ;  for  I  have  heard  my  daughter  fay,  (he 
<«  hath  often  dream'd  of  unhappinefs,  and  wak'd  herfelf 
**  with  laughing. 

"  Pedro.  She  cannot  endure  to  hear  tell  or  a  hufband, 
'*  Leon.  O,  by  no  means  j  {he  mocks  all  her  wooers 
**  out  of  fuit. 

*'  Pedro.   She  were  an  excellent  wife  for  Benedick. 
*•■  Leon.  O  Lord,  my  lord,  if  they  were  but  a  week  mar- 
<'  ry'd,  they  would  talk  themfelves  mad, 

*'  Pedro,''*  Count  Claudio,  when  mean  you  to  go  to 
church. 

Claud'   To-morrow,  my  lord  :  Time  goes  on  crutches, 
love  have  all  his  rites. 
Leon,  Not  till  Monday,  my  dear  fon,  ^*  which  is  heiKC 
**  a  jull  feven-night ;"  and  a  time  too  brief  too,   to  have 
all  things  anfwer  my  mind. 

Pedro.  Come,  you  (hake  the  head  at  fo  long  a  breath- 
ing ;  but,  I  warrant  thee,  Claudio,  the  time  (hall  not  go 
dully  by  us  :  I  will,  in  the  interim,  undertake  one  of  Her- 
cules' labours  ;  which  is,  to  bring  fignior  Benedick,  and 
the  !ady  Beatrice,  into  a  mount,  in  of  affeciion,  the  one 
with  the  oiher.  I  would  fain  have  it  a  match  ;  and  I 
doubt  not  to  fafhion  it,  if  you  three  will  but  miniller  fuch 
amflance  as  I  (hall  give  you  direction.. 

Leon.  My  lord,  I  am  for  you,  though  it  coft  me  ten 
eights  watchings, 

Claud, 


Ck 
till  fo 
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Uaiitl.  And  I,  rhy  lord. 

Pedro.  And  you  too,  gentle  Hero  ? 

Hero.  I  will  do  any  modeft  office,  my  lord,  to  help  my 
Coufin  to  a  good  hufband. 

Pedro.  And  Benedick  is  not  the  unhopefulleft  hufband 
that  I  know  :  thus  far  I  can  praife  him ;  he  is  of  a  noble 
ftrain,  of  approv'd  valour,  and  confirm'd  honefty.  I  will 
teach  you  how  to  humour  your  coufin,  that  (he  fliall  fall 
in  love  with  Benedick  : — and  I,  with  your  two  helps,  will 
fo  pra(flife  on  Benedick,  that,  in  defpight  of  his  quick  wit 
and  hisqueafy  ftomach,  he  (hall  fall  in  love  with  Beatrice. 
If  we  can  do  this,  Cupid  is  no  longer  an  archer  ;  his  glory 
(hall  be  ours,  for  we  are  the  Only  love-gods.  Go  in  with 
me,  and  I  will  tell  you  my  drift.  [^Exeunt, 


SCENE    ir. 

Another  Apartment  in  Leonato's   Houfe,     Enter  Don 

John  and  Borachio. 

John,  It  IS  fo ;  the  count  Claudio  (hall  marry  the  daugh- 
ter of  Leonato. 

Bora,  Yea,  my  lord  ;  but  I  can  crofs  it. 

John.  Any  bar,  any  crofs,  any  impediment  will  be  me- 
dicinal to  me :  I  am  fick  in  difpleafure  to  him  j  and  what- 
foever  comes  athwart  his  afFeftion,  ranges  evenly  wkh 
mine.     How  canft  thou  crofs  this  marriage  ? 

Bora.  Not  honeftly,  my  lord  ;  but  fo  covertly  that  no 
difhonefty  (hall  appear  in  me. 

John,  Shew  me  briefly  how. 

Bora*  I  think,  I  told  your  lord  (hip,  a  year  (ince,  how 
much  I  am  in  the  favour  of  Margaret,  the  waiting  gentle* 
woman  to  Hero. 

John.  I  remember. 

Bora.  1  can,  at  any  unfeafonablc  inftant  of  the  night, 
appoint  her  to  look  out  at  her  lady^s  chamber  window. 

John,  VV^hat  life  is  in  that,  to  be  the  death  of  this  mar- 
riage ? 

Bora.  The  poifon  of  that  lies  in  you  to  temper.  Go  you 
to  the  prince  your  brother  ;  fpare  not  to  tell  him,  that  he 

C  hath 
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hath  wrongM  his  honour  in  marrying  the  renown'd  Clau- 
dio,  (whofe  eftimation  do  you  mightily  hold  up)  to  a  con- 
taminated ftale,  fuch  a  one  as  Hero. 

'John,  What  proof  (liall  1  make  of  that  ?  .         . 

Bora.  Proof  enough  to  mifufe  the  prince,  to  vex  Clau- 
dio,  to  undo  Hero,  and  kill  Leonato :  Look  you  for  any 
other  ilfue  ? 

John,  Only  to  defpite  them,  I  will  endeavour  any 
thing. 

Bora.  Go  then,,  find  me  a  meet  hour  to  draw  Don  Pe- 
dro, and  the  count  Claudio,  alone  :  tell  them  that  you 
know,  Hero  loves  me  :  intend  a  kind  of  zeal  both  to  the 
prince  and  Claudio,  as — in  a  love  of  your  brother's  honour 
who  hath  made  this  match ;  and  his  friend's  reputation, 
who  is  thus  like  to  be  cozen'd  with  the  femblance  of  a 
maid, — that  you  have  difcover'd  thus.  They  will  fcarce- 
ly  believe  this  without  trial  :  offer  them  inftances  ;  which 
ihall  bear  no  lefs  likelihood,  than  to  fee  me  at  her  cham- 
ber window  ;  hear  me  call  Margaret,  Hero  ;  hear  Marga- 
ret term  me  Claudio ;  and  biing  them  to.  fee  this,  tlie  very 
night  before  the  intended  wedding :  for,  in  the  mean 
time^  I  will  fo  fafhion  the  nuatter,  that  Hero  (hall  be  ab- 
fent  ;  and  there  fliall  appear  fuch  feeming  truth  of  Hero'a 
diiloyalty,  that  jealoufy  fhall  be  calPd  afTurance,  and  all 
the  preparation  overthrown. 

John,  Grow  this  to  what  adverfe  ilTue  it  can,  I  will  put 
jt  ia  pradlice  :  Be  cunning  in  the  working  this,  and  thy  fee 
is  a  thoufand  ducats. 

Bora.  Be  thou  conftant  io  the  accufation,  and  my  cun- 
ning fhall  not  fliame  me. 

John,  I  will  prefenily  go  karn  their  day  of  marriage. 

\Exeiint, 


SCENE     III. 
LfiONATo's  Orchard.  £«//r  Benedick  "  and  a  Boy.** 


*  Bene.  Boy, — 

*  Boy,  Signior. 

«  Bene, 
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«•'  Bene,  In  my  chamber- window  lies  a  book;  bring  it 
**  hither  to  me  in  the  orchard. 

"  Boy,  I  am  here  already,  fir." 

Bene  **  1  know  that ; — but  I  would  have  thee  hencCj 
*'  and  here  again.  [_Exit  Boy,]'' — I  do  much  wonder, 
that  one  man,  feeing  how  much  another  man  Is  a  fool 
when  he  dedicates  his  behaviour  to  love,  will,  after  he 
hath  laugh'd  at  fuch  (liallow  follies  in  others,  become  the 
argument  of  his  own  fcorn,  by. falling  in  love  :  And  fuch 
a  man  is  Claudio.  I  have  known,  when  there  was  no  mu- 
fic  with  him  but  the  drum  and  the  fife ;  and  now  had  he 
rather  hear  the  tabor  and  the  pipe  :  I  have  known^  whea 
he  would  have  walk'd  ten  mile  afoot,  to  fee  a  good  ar- 
mour ;  and  now  will  he  lye  ten  nights  awake,  carving  the 
fafliioQ  of  a  new  doublet.  He  was  wont  to  fpeak  plain, 
and  to  the  purpofe,  like  an  honed  man,  and  a  foldier : 
and  now  he  is  turn'd  orthographer ;  his  words  are  a  very 
fantafdcal  banquet,  jaft  fo  many  flrange  difhes.  May  I  be 
fo  converted,  and  fee  with  thefe  eyes  ?  I  cannot  tell ;  I 
think  not :  I  will  not  be  fworn,  but  love  may  transform 
me  to  an  oyfter  ;  bur  I'll  take  my  oath  on  it,  till  he  have 
made  an  oyfter  cf  me,  he  (liall  never  make  me  fuch  a  fool. 
One  woman  is  fiir  ;  yet  I  am  well :  another  is  wife  ;  yet 
i  am  well:  another  virtuous;  yet  I  am  well :  but  till  all 
graces  be  in  one  woman,  one  woman  (hall  not  come  in  my 
grace.  Rich  (he  fhall  be,  that's  certain;  wife,  or  I'll 
none;  virtuous,  or  Til  never  cheapen  her;  fair,  or  I'll 
never  look  on  her  ;  mild,  or  come  not  near  me  ;  noble,  or 
not  I  for  an  angel ;  of  good  difcourfe,  an  excellent  mufician, 
and  her  hair  (hall  be  of  what  colour  it  pleafe  God.  Ha  I 
the  prince  and  naonfieur  Love  !  I  v/ill  hide  me  in  the  ar- 
bour. [Withdraws^ 

Enter  Z)^«  Pedro,  Leonato,  Claudio,  <?W  Bal- 
thazar. 

Pedro,  Come,  fliall  we  hear  this  mufic  ? 

Claud.  Yeaj  my  good  lord  : — how  flill  the  evening  is, 
As  hufli'J  on  purpofe  to  grace  harmony  ! 

Pedro.  See  you  where  Benedick  hath  hid  himfelf  ? 

*'  Clnud.  O  very  well,  my  lord  :  the  muflc  ended, 
"  We'll  fit  the  kid  fox  with  a  penny-worth. 

C  2  Pedro, 


l5  MUCH    ADO   ABOUT   NOTHING. 

•'  Pidro,^'  Come,  Balthazar,  we'll  hear  that  fong  a- 
gain. 

Bait,  O  good  my  lord,  tax  not  fo  bad  a  voice 
To  flander  mufic  any  more  than  once, 

Pedro.  It  is  the  witnefs  flill  of  excellency. 
To  put  a  ft  range  face  on  his  own  perfe(flion  : — 
I  pray  thee  fing,  and  let  me  woo  no  more. 

**  BaJlh.  Becaufe  you  talk  of  wooing,  I  will  ling  : 
**  Since  many  a  wooer  doth  commence  his  fuit 
**  To  her  he  ihinks'not  worthy ;   yet  he  wooes ; 
•*  Yet  will  he  fwear,  he  loves. 

**  Pedro.  Nay,  pray  thee,  come: 
'*  Or,  if  thou  wilt  hold  longer  argument, 
**  Do  it  in  notes. 

*'  Bait.  Note  this  before  my  notes, 
*'  There's  not  a  note  of  mine,  that's  worth  the  noting. 

<»  Pedro.  Why  thefe  are  very  crotchets  that  hefpeaks; 
"  Note,  notes,  forfooth,  and  noting  !'* 

Bene,  Now,  Divine  air  f  aow  is  his  foul  ravi(h*d  ! — 
Is  it  not  flrange,  that  fheeps  guts  fhould  hale  fouls  out 
of  men's  bodies  f — Well,  a  horn  for  my  money,  when  all's 
^one. 

SONG. 

Sigh  no  viorcy  ladies^  figh  no  more^ 

Men  were  deceivers  ever  ; 
One  foot  in  fca^  and  one  on  Jhore^ 
To  one  thing  conjlant  never  : 
Then  figh  not  fo^ 
But  let  them  go, 
Jnd  be  you  blyth  and  bonny  ; 
Converting  all  your  fiiunds  of  wee 

Into,  Hey  nomiy^  nonny. 
Sing  no  more  ditties  fing  no  ma 
Of  dumps  fo  dull  and  heavy  ; 
The  frauds  of  men  were  ever  fo^ 
Since  fummer  firjl  was  leavy. 
Then  figh  not  Jo,  6ic» 

Pedro.  By  my  tro^h,  a  good  fong. 
BM,  And  an  ill  finger,  toy  lord. 
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*«  Ptdro.  Ha?  no;  do,  faith  ;  thou  fing-ft  well  enough 
'*  for  a  fhift." 

Bene.  lA/ide.]  An  he  had  been  a  dog,  that  fhould  have 
howl'd  thus,  they  would  have  hang'd  him  :  and  I  pray 
God,  his  bad  voice  bode  no  mifchief !  I  had  as  lief  have 
heard  the  night-raven,  **  conae  what  plague  could  have 
'*  come  after  it.** 

Pedro.  <*  Yea,  marry  ;"— Doft  thou  hear,  Balthazar  ? 
I  pray  thee,  get  us  fome  excellent  mufic  ;  for  to-morrow 
night  we  would  have  it  at  the  lady  Hero's  chamber-win- 
dow. 

Btilih.  The  bell  I  can,  my  lord. 

[Exit  Balthazar. 

Pedro.  Do  fo :  farewel.  Come  hither,  Leonato;  What 
was  it  you  told  me  of  to-day,  that  your  niece  Beatrice  was 
iu  love  with  fignior  Benedick  ? 

Claud.  O,  ay  ; — Stalk  on,  ftalk  on,  the  fowl  fits.  [Jfide 
to  Fedro,~\  I  did  never  think  that  lady  would  have  loved 
any  man. 

Leon,  No,  nor  I  neither  ;  but  mofl  wonderful,  that  (he 
(hould  To  dote  on  fignior  Benedick,  whom  file  hath  in  all 
outward  behaviours  feem'd  ever  to  abhor. 

Bene.  Is't  pofiible  ?  Sits  the  wind  in  that  corner  ? 

lAftde. 

Leon,  By  my  troth,  my  lord,  [  cannot  tell  v/hat  to  think 
of  it,  but  that  flie  loves  him  with  an  enraged  afFe(5lion  :  — 
it  is  part  the  infinite  of  thought. 

Pedro.  May  be,  ftie  doth  but  counterfeit. 

Claud.  Faith,  like  enough, 

Leon.  O  God  !  counterfeit !  There  never  was  counter- 
feit of  pafiion  came  fo  near  the  life  of  paffion,  as  ihe  difco- 
vers  it. 

Pedro.  Why,  what  effecfls  of  pafiion  fiiews  fiie  ? 

Claud    Bait  the  hook  well  :  this  fifii  will  bite,      \^JfJe. 

Leon,  What  effe(5ls,   my   lord  !  She  will  fit  you, 

You  heard  my  daughter  tell  you  how. 

Claud.  She  did,  indeed. 

Pedro.  How,  how  I  pray  you  ?  You  arnaze  mc ;  I 
would  have  thought  her  fpirit  had  been  invincible  againft 
all  afi^aults  of  affe(5lion. 

C  z  Le9n^ 


as 
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Leon,  I  would  have  fwora  it  had,  my  lord  ;  efpecially 
againd  Benedick.  _^ 

Bene,  l_Afide.'\  I  (hould  think  this  a  gull,  but  that  the 
white-bearded  fellow  fpeaks  it :  knavery  cannot,  fure,  hide 
himrelf  in  fuch  reverence. 

Claud.  He  hath    ta'ea  the  iufc£lioa ;    hold   it   up. 

[  /ifide. 
Pedro,  Hath  (he  made  her  affe£l:ioa  known  to  Bene- 
dick ? 

l,eon.  No ;  and  fwears  (he  never  will :  that's  her  tor- 
ment. 

**  Claud.  'Tis  true,  indeed ;  fo  your  daughter  fays  : 
«'  Shall  /,  fays  (he,  that  have  fo  oft  encountered  him  with 
fcorn,  write  to  him  that  I  love  him  ? 

"  Leon.  This  fays  (he  now  when  (he  is  beginning  to 
**  write  to  him  :.  for  (he'll  be  up  twenty  times  a  night ;  and 
«'  there  (he  will  fit  in  her  fmock,  'till  (lie  have  writ  a  (hect 
<^  of  paper  : — my  daughter  tells  us  all. 

'«  Claud.  Now  you  talk  of  a  (lieet  of  paper,  I  remember 
t«  a  pretty  jeft  your  daughter  told  us  of. 

<«  Leon.  Oh,— When  (lie  had  writ  it.  and  was  reading 
.  <«  it  over,  (he  found  Benedick  and  Beatrice  between  the 
'«  (heet  ?-^ 

**  Claud,  That. 

*'  Leon,  O,  (he  tore  the  letter  into  a  thoufand  half  pence ; 
**  rail'd  at  herfelf,  that  (lie  (hould  be  fo  immoded:  to  write 
**  to  one  that  (he  knew  would  flout  her  :  /  rneafure  him^ 
<'  fays  (he,  by  my  oiJon  fpirit  \  for ,  I  fnould  flout  hi?n^  if  he 
«*  writ  tome;  yea^  though  I  lovehim^  I Jhould, 

**  Claud.  Then  down  upon  her  knees  fhe  falls,  weeps, 
«'  fobs,  beats  her  heart,  tears  her  hair,  prays,  curfes  ; — O 
"  fweet  Benedick  !   God  give  me  patience, 

<'  Leon.  She  doth,  indeed  ;  my  daughter  fays  fo  :"  and 
the  ecftacy  hath  fo  much  overborne  her,  that  my  daughter  is 
fometime  afraid  (he  will  do  defperate  outrage  to  herfelf; 
<♦  It  is  very  true."  . 

Bedro,  \x  were  good,  that  Benedick  knew  of  it  by  fome 
Other,  if  fhe  will  not  diicover  it. 

*<  Claud.  To  what  end  ?  He  would  but  make  a  fport  of 
<*  it,  and  torment  ihe  poor  lady  worfe. 

<*  Bedro^  An  he  (hould,  it  were  an  alms  to  hang  him  : 

She's 
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*'  She's  an  excellent  f\VBet  lady  5  and,  out  of  all  fufpicibn, 
*'  flie  is  virtuous. 

**  Claud.  And  (he  is  exceeding  wife. 

"  Pedro.  In  every  thing,  but  in  loving  Benedick. 

*'  Leon.  O,  my  lord,  wifdom  and  blood  combating  io 
"  fo  tender  a  body,  we  have  ten  proofs  to  one,  that  blood 
'*  hath  the  viflory.  1  ani  forry  for  her,  as  I  have  juft 
"  caufe,  being  her  uncle  and  her  guardian. 

**  Pedro.  I  would,  (he  had  beftowed  this  dotage  on  me; 
"  I  would  have  daff'd  all  other  refpe<5ls,  and  made  her 
*'  half  myfelf;"  I  pray  you  tell  Benedick  of  it,  and  hear 
what  he  will  fay. 

Leon.  Were  it  good,  think  you  ? 

**  Claud.  Hero  thinks  furely,  fhe  will  die  :  for  (lie  fays, 
^'  (lie  will  die  if  he  love  her  not;  and  (he  will  die  ere 
"  (he  make  her  love  known ;  and  (lie  will  die  if  he  woo 
"  lier,  rather  than  (lie  will  bate  one  breath  of  her  accuf- 
"  tom'd  crofsnefs, 

*'  Pedro.  She  doth  well :  if  (lie  (liould  make  tender  of 
"  her  love/*  'tis  very  poffible,  he'll  fcorn  it ;  for  the  man, 
as  you  know  all,  hath  a  contemptible  fpirit. 

*'  Claud.  He  is  a  very  proper  man. 

**  Pedro.  He  hath,  indeed,  a  good  outward  happlnefs. 

"  Claud.  *Fore  God,  and  in  my  mind,  very  wife, 

*'  Pedro.  He  doth,  indeed,  (hew  fome  fparks  that  are 
**  like  wit. 

"  L'JGH,  And  I  take  him  to  be  valiant. 

'*  Pedro.  As  He6tor,  I  a(rur<j  you  :  and  in  the  manag- 
«•  ing  of  quarrels  you  may  fee  he  is  wife  ;  for  either  he  a- 
**  voids  them  with  great  difcretion,  or  undertakes  them 
**  with  a  chridian-like  fear. 

*'  Leon.  If  he  do  fear  God,  he  mufl  necefTarily  keep 
*'  peace  ;  if  he  bieak  the  peace,  he  ought  to  enter  into  a 
**  quarrel  v^ith  fear  and  trembling. 

"  Pedro.  And  fo  will  he  do ;  for  the  man  doth  fear 
*'  God,  howfoever  it  feems  not  in  him,  by  fome  large 
'*  jells  he  will  make.  Weil,  I  am  forry  for  your  niece  : 
**  Shall  we  go  feek  Benedick,  and  tell  him  of  her  love  ?" 

Claud.  Never  tell  him,  my  lord;  let  her  wear  it  out 
\Tith  good  counfel. 

♦     C  4  Leon, 
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Leon,  Nay,  that's  impoiTible  ;  (he  may  wear  her  heart 
out  firft. 

Pedro,  Well,  we  will  hear  further  of  It  by  your  daugh- 
ter ;  let  it  cool  the  while.  I  love  Benedick  well ;  and  I 
could  wl(h  he  would  modeftly  examine  himfelf,  to  fee 
how  much  he  is  unworthy  to  have  fo  good  a  lady. 

Leon,  My  lord,  will  you  walk  \  dinner  is  ready. 

Claud.  If  he  do  not  dote  on  her  upon  this,  I  will  never 
truft  my  expectation,  {Afide, 

Pedro,  Let  there  be  the  fame  net  fprcad  for  her,  and 
thatmuft  your  daughter  and  her  gentlewoman  carry.  The 
fport  will  be,  when  they  hold  an  opinion  of  one  another's 
dotage,  and  no  fuch  matter;  that's  the  fcene  that  I  would 
fee,  ''  which  will  be  merely  a  dumb  (how."  Let  us  fend 
her  to  call  him  to  dinner.  S^Afide^  \^ExeiinU 

Benedick  advances  from  the  arbour. 
Bene.  This  can  be  no  trick :  The  conference  was  fadly 
borne. — They  have  the  truth  of  this  from  Hero,  1  hey 
feem  to  pity  the  lady  ;  it  feems,  her  afre(rtions  have  the 
full  bent.  Love  me  !  why,  it  muil:  be  requited.  I  hear 
how  I  am  cenfur'd  :  they  fay,  I  will  bear  myfelf  proudly, 
if  I  perceive  the  love  come  from  her ;  they  fay  too,  that  (he 
will  rather  die  than  give  any  (ign  of  afFe(fl:ion. — I  did  never 
think  to  marry  : — I  muft  not  feem  proud  ; — happy  are 
they  that  hear  their  detractions,  and  can  put  them  to 
mending.  They  fay,  the  lady  is  fair  ;  *tis  a  truth,  I  caa 
bear  them  witnefs  ;  and  virtuous  ; — *tis  fo,  1  cannot  re- 
prove it:  and  wife — but  for  loving  me  : — By  my  troth  it 
is  no  addition  to  her  wit ; — nor  no  great  argument  of  her 
folly,  for  I  will  be  horribly  in  love  with  her,. — I  may 
chance  have  fome  odd  quirks  and  remnants  of  wit  broken 
on  me,  becaufe  I  have  rail'd  fo  long  againfl  marriage  : 
But  doth  not  the  appetite  alter  ?  A  man  loves  the  meat  in 
his  youth,  that  he  cannot  endure  in  his  a^e  : — Shall  quips, 
and  fentences,  and  thefe  paper  bullets  of  the  brain,  awe  a 
man  from  the  career  of  his  humour  ?  No  :  the  world  muft 
be  peopled.  When  I  faid,  I  would  die  a  bachelor,  I  did 
not  think  I  fliould  live  till  I  were  marry'd. — Here  comes 
Beatrice ;  By  this  day,  (he's  a  fair  lady  ;  I  do  fpy  fome 
marks  of  love  in  her. 

Enter 
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Enter  Beatrice, 

Beat,  Againft  my  will,  I  am  feat  to  bid  you  come  in 
to  dinner. 

Bene,  Fair  Beatrice,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains. 

Beat,  I  took  no  more  pains  for  ihofe  thanks,  than  you 
take  pains  to  thank  me ;  if  it  had  been  painful,  I  would 
not  have  come. 

Bene,  You  take  pleafure  then  In  the  meflage  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  juft  as  much  as  you  may  take  upon  a 
knife's  point,  and  choak  a  daw  withal: — You  have  no 
ftomacb,  fignior  ;  fare  you  well.  [Exit, 

Bene.  Ha !  Againft  my  will  1  am  fent  to  hid  you  come  In 
io  dinner —thcrc^s  3.  double  meaning  in  that.  /  took  na 
more  pains  for  thofe  thanks^  than  you  take  pains  to  thank 
me — that's  as  much  as  to  fay,  Any  pains  that  1  take  for 
you  is  as  eafy  as  thanks  : — If  I  do  not  take  pity  of  her,  I 
am  a  villain  ;  if  1  do  not  love  her,  lama  Jew :  I  will 
go  get  her  pidure.  \Exlt, 


ACT     Iir.       SCENE     I. 

Continues  in  the  Orchard.     Enter  Hero,   Margaket, 
and  Ursula. 

Hero. 

VJoOB  Margaret,  run  thee  into  the  parlour  ; 
There  fhalt  thou  find  my  coufin  Beatrice 
"  Propofmg  with  the  prince  and  Claudio  :'* 
Whifper  her  ear,  and  tell  her,   1  and  Urfula 
Walk  in  the  orchard,  and  our  whole  difcourfe 
Is  all  of  her;   fay,   that  thou  overheard'll  us; 
And  bid  her  fleal  into  the  pleached  bower, 
•'  Where  honey- fuckles,  ripen'd  by  the  fun, 
**  Forbid  the  fun  to  enter  ; — like  favourites, 
*^  iMade  proud  by  princes,  that  advance  their  pride 
♦*  Againft  that  power  thai  bred  it  .  —  there  will  ihe  hide 
her/* 

To 
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To  I'lften  our  purpofe  :  This  is  thy  office, 
Bear  thee  well  in  ir,  and  leave  us  alone. 

Marg,    I'll  make  her  come,    I    warrant  you,    prc- 
fently.  lExit, 

Hero,  Now,  Urfula,  when  Beatrice  doth  come, 
As  we  do  trace  this  alley  up  and  down. 
Our  talk  mud  only  be  of  Benedick  : 
When  1  do  name  him,  let  it  be  thy  part 
To  praife  him  more  than  ever  man  did  merit : 
My  talk  to  thee  mufl:  be,  how  Benedick 
Is  fick  in  love  with  Beatrice  :  Of  this  matter 
Js  little  Cupid's  crafty  arrow  made, 
That  only  wounds  by  hear-fay.     Now  begin. 

Enter  Beatrice,  behind. 

For  look  where  Beatrice,  like  a  lapwing,  runs 
Clofe  by  the  ground,  to  hear  our  conference. 

Urf,  The  pleafant'It  angling  is  to  fee  the  fiih 
Cut  with  her  golden  oars  the  filver  ftream, 
And  greedily  devour  the  treacherous  bait : 
So  angle  we  for  Beatrice ;  who  even  now 
Is  couched  in  the  woodbine  coverture  : 
Fear  you  not  my  part  of  the  dialogue. 

Hero,  Then  go  we  near  her,  that  her  ear  lofe  nothing 
Of  the  falfe  fweet  bait  that  we  lay  for  it. — 

[They  advanced  to  the  bower ^ 
No,  truly,  Urfula,  {he  is  too  difdainful ; 
I  know,  her  fpirits  are  as  coy  and  wild 
As  haggards  of  the  rock. 

XJrf.  But  are  you  fure, 
That  Benedick  loves  Beatrice  fo  entirely  ? 

Hera.  So  fays  the  prince,  and  my  new-trothed  lord. 

*'•  Urf.  And  did  they  bid  you  tell  her  of  it,  madam  I 

*'  Hero."  They  did  inireat  me  to  acquaint  her  of  it  : 
But  I  perfaaded  ihcm,  if  ihcy  lov'd  Benedick, 
To  wifii  him  wrelile  with  alFcftion, 
And  never  to  let  Beatrice  know  of  it. 

Urf.  Why  did  you  fo  ?    Doth  not  the  gentleman 
Dcferve  as  full,  as  fortunate  a  bed, 
As  ever  Beatrice  ih:ill  couch  upcn  ? 

ficro. 
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Hero    O  God  of  love!  I  koaw,  Jie  doth  dtfcrvc 
As  much  as  may  be  yielded  to  a  maq  : 
But  nature  never  fram'd  a  woman's  heart 
Of  prouder  fluff  than  that  of  Beatrice  ; 
Difdain  and  fcorn  ride  fparkling  in  her  eyes 
JNlifprhlng  what  ihey  lock  on  ;  and  her  wit 
Values  itfelf  fo  highly,  that  to  her 
All  matter  elfe  feems  weak  :  fhe  cannot  love. 
Nor  take  no  fhape  nor  projefl  of  affection. 
She  is  fo  felf-endeared. 

Urf.  Sure,  I  think  fo ; 
And  therefore,  certainly  it  were  not  good 
She  knew  his  love,  left  Oie  make  fport  at  it. 

Hero  .  Why,  you  fpcak  truth  :   1  never  yet  faw  man. 
How  w'ife,  how  nobie,  young,  how  rarely  featui 'J, 
But  file  would  fpell  him  back\¥ard  :  if  fair-fac'd. 
She'd  fwear,  the  gentleman  fhould  be  her  llfler; 
If  black,  why,  nature,  drawing  of  an  antick. 
Made  a  foul  blot :  If  tall,  a  lance  ill -headed  ; 
If  low,  an  aglet  very  vilely  cut : 
If  fpeaking,  why,  a  vane  blown  with  all  winds  ; 
If  filent,  why,  a  block  moved  with  none. 
So  turns  flie  every  man  the  wrong  fide  out; 
And  never  gives  to  truth  and  virtue,  that 
Which  fimplenefs  and  merit  purchafeih. 

Urf.  Sure,  fure,  fuch  carping  is  not  commendable. 

Hero.  "  l\o;    not  to  be  fo  odd,  and  from  all  fiiliions, 
**  As  Beatrice  is,  cannot  be  commendable  :" 
But  who  dare  teli  her  fo  ?  If  I  fliould  fpeak, 
She'd  mock  me  into  air  ;  O,  flie  would  laugh  me 
Out  of  myfelf,   prefs  me  to  death  with  wit. 
Therefore  let  Benedick,  like  cover'd  fire, 
CoPifume  away  ia  fighs,  wafte  inwardly  : 
It  were  a  better  death  than  die  with  mocks ; 
**  Which  is  as  bad  as  die  with  tickling." 

Urf.  Yet  tell  her  of  it  ;  hear  what  flie  will  fay. 

Hero.  No  ;  rather  I  will  go  to  Benedick, 
And  counfel  him  to  fight  againft  his  padion  : 
And,  truly,  Til  devife  fome  honeft  flanders 

To 
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To  Aain  my  coufin  with  ;  one  doth  not  know. 
How  much  an  ill  word  may  empoifon  liking. 

JJrf.  O,  do  not  do  your  coufin  fuch  a  wrong. 
She  cannot  be  fo  much  without  true  judgment, 
(Having  fo  fwect  and  excellent  a  wit. 
As  (he  is  priz'd  to  have)  as  to  refufe 
So  rare  a  gentleman  as  fignior  Benedick. 

'*  Hero,  He  is  the  only  man  of  Italy, 
**  Always  excepted  my  dear  Claudio, 

*'  Urf.  I  pray  you,  be  not  angry  with  me,  madam, 
•*  Speaking  my  fancy ;  fignior  Benedick, 
**  For  fhape,  for  bearing,  argument  and  valour, 
*'  Goesformoft  in  report  through   Italy.** 

Hero,  Indeed,  he  hath  an  excellent  good  name. 

Urf*  His  excellence  did  earn  it,  ere  he  had  it. — 
When  are  you  marry*d,  madam  \ 

Hero,  Why,  every  day  ;-^to  morrow  :  Come,  go  in, 
ril  (hew  thee  fome  attires  :  and  have  thy  counfel, 
Which  is  the  bed  to  furnifh  me  to-morrow. 

TJrf,  She's  lim'd,  I  warrant  you ;  we  have  caught  her, 
madam. 

Hero.  If  it  proves  {o,  then  loving  goes  by  haps  5 
Some  Cupid  kills  with  arrows,  fome  with  traps. 

{Exeunt,, 

Beatrice  advertising ^ 

Beat.  What  fire  is  in  mine  ears  ?  Can  this  be  true  I 

Stand  I  condemn'd  for  pride  and  fcorn  fo  niuch  ^ 
Contempt,  farewel !    and  maiden  pride,  adieu  ! 

No  glory  lives  behind  the  back  of  fuch. 
And,  Benedick,  love  on,  I  will  requite  thee  j 

Taming  my  wild  heart  to  thy  loving  hand  ^ 
If  thou  doft  love,  my  kindnefs  (hall  incite  thee 

To  bind  our  loves  up  in  a  holy  band .: 
For  others  fay,  thou  do/1  deferve ;  and  I 
Believe  it  better  than  reportingly.  lExli. 


scene; 
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^S 


SCENE    ir. 

Leonato's    Houfe.      Enter  Don  P^dro,    Cl audio. 
Benedick,   and  Leonato. 

Pedro.  I  do  but  ftay  till  your  marriage  be  confummate, 
and  then  go  I  toward  Arragon. 

Claud.  I'll  bring  you  thither,  my  lord,  if  you'll  vouch- 
fafe  me. 

Pedro.  Nay,  "  that  would  be  as  great  a  foil  in  the  new 
**  glofs  of  your  marriage,  as  to  fhew  a  child  his  new  coat, 
**  and  forbid  him  to  wear  it."  I  will  only  be  bold  with 
Benedick  for  his  company ;  for,  from  the  crown  of  his 
head  to  the  fole  of  his  foot,  he  is  all  mirth  ;  he  hath 
twice  or  thrice  cut  Cupid's  bow-ftring,  and  the  little 
hangman  dare  not  fhoot  at  him  :  he  hath  a  heart  as  found 
as  a  bell,  and  his  tongue  is  the  clapper;  for  what  his  heart 
thinks,  his  tongue  fpeaks. 

Bene.  Gallants,  I  am  not  as  I  have  been. 

Leon.  So  fay  I ;  methinks,  you  are  fadder. 

Claud.  I  hope,  he  be  in  love. 

Pedro.  Hang   him,    truant  ;    there's  no  true  drop  of 
blood  in  him,  to  be  truly  touch'd  with  love :  if  he  be  fad 
he  wants  money. 

Bene.  I  have  the  tooth-ach. 

Pedro.  Draw  it. 

Bene.  Hang  it. 

**  Claud.  You  muft  hang  it  iirft,  and  draw  It  after- 
"  wards." 

Pedro.  What  ?  figh  for  the  tooth-ach  ? 

Leon.  Where  is  but  a  humour,  or  a  worm  ? 

Bene.  "Well,  Every  one  can  mafter  a  grief,  but  he  that 
has  it. 

Claud.  Yet  fay  I,  he  is  in  love. 

'*  Pedro.  There  is  no  appearance  of  fancy  in  him, 
^*  unlefs  it  be  a  fancy  that  he  hath  to  ftrange  difguifes ; 
"  as  to  be  a  Dutch  man  to-day  ;  a  French  man  to-mor- 
**  row ;  or  in  the  fhape  of  two  countries  at  once ;  as 
**  a  German  from  the  waift  downward,  all  flops ;  and  a 

"  Spaniard 
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««  Spaniard  from  the  hip  upward,  no  doublet :  Unlefs 
««  he  have  a  fancy  to  this  foolery,  as  it  appears  he  hatb^ 
<«  he  is  no  fool  for  hiicy,  as  you  would  have  it  to  appear 
*'  he  is. 

**  Claud''  If  he  be  not  in  love  with  fotne  woman, 
there  is  no  believing  old  figns  :  he  bruflies  his  hat  o* 
mornings  :   What  (liould  that  bode  ? 

**  Pedro,  Hath  any  man  feeo  him  at  the  barber's  ? 

**  Claud.  No,  but  the  barber's  rnan  hath  been  feeti 
«*  with  him;  and  the  old  ornament  of  his  cheek  hath 
*^  already  ftufF'd  tennis-balls. 

«••  Lesn.  Indeed  j  he  looks  younger  than  he  did,  by  the 
«  lofs  of  a  beard."   • 

Pedro.  Nay,  he  rirbs-  himfelf  with  civet  :  Can  you 
fmell  him  out  by  that  ? 

Ckud'  That's  as  much  as  to  fay,  The  fweet  youth's  in 

love. 

Pedro,  The  grentefl:  note  of  it,  is  his  melancholy. 

*'  Claud.  And  when  was  he  wont  to  wafh  his  face  ? 

*'  Pedro.  Yea,  or  to  paint  himfelf?  for  the  which,  I 
**  hear,  what  they  f^y  of  him." 

Claud.  Nay,  but  his  jdling  fpirit;  which  is  now  crept 
into  a  iute-ftring,  **  and  now  governM  by  flops." 

Pedro.  Indeed,  that  tells  a  heavy  tale  for  him  :  Con- 
clude, conclude  he  is  in  lovel 

Claud,  Nay,  but  I  know  who  loves  him. 

Pedro.  That  would  I  know  too  ;  I  warrarlt,  otie  that 
knows  him  not. 

Claud.  Yes,  and  his  ill  conditions ;  and,  in  defpight  of 
all,  dies  for  him. 

Pedro.  She  fhall  be  buried  with  her  face  upwards. 

Bene.  Yet  is  this  no  charm  for  the  too»h-ach. — Old 
fignior,  walk  a(^.de  with  me;  I  have  ftudied  eight  or 
nine  wife  words  to  fpeak  to  you,  which'  thefe  hobby- 
horfes  muft  not  hear. 

[Exeunt  Benedick  r277d  Leon  A  to, 

Pedro.  For  my  life,  to  break  with  him  about  Beatrice* 
Claud.  'Tis  even  fo:    Kero  and  A'largaret  have  by  this 
time  play'd  their  parts  with  Beatrice ;  and  then  the  two 
bears  will  not  bite  one  another,  when  they  meet. 

Enter 
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Enter  Don  John. 

Join,  My  lord  and  brother,  God  fave  you. 

Pedro.  Good  den,  brother. 

Jchn,  If  your  leifure  ferv'd,  I  would  fpeak  with  you. 

Pedro.  In  private  ? 

yobn^  If  it  pleafe  you  :— yet  count  Claudlo  may  hear'; 
for  what  I  would  fpeak  of,  concerns  hhn. 

Pedro.  What's  the  matter  ? 

yohn.  Means  your  lordHiip  to  be  married  to  morrow  ? 

[To  Claudio, 

Pedro.  You  know,  he  does. 

yohn.  I  know  not  that,  when  he  knows  what  I  know, 

Claud.  If  there  be  any  impediment,  I  pray  you,  dif- 
Cover  it. 

ydhn.  You  may  think,  I  love  you  not;  let  that  appear 
hereafter,  and  aim  better  at  me  by  that  I  now  will  mani- 
feft:  For  my  brother,  I  think,  beholds  you  well;  and 
in  dearnefs  of  heart  hath  holp  to  effect  your  enfuing 
marriage:    furely,  fuit  ill-fpent,  and  labour  ill-beftow*d ! 

Pedro.   Why,  what's  the  matter  f 

yohn.  I  came  hither  to  tell  you,  and  circumftances 
■fhorten'd  (for  Ci\Q  hath  been  too  long  a  talking  ofj,  the 
lady  is  difloyal. 

C/aud.  Who?   Hero? 

yohn.  Even  fhe ;  Leonato's  Hero,  your  Hero,  every 
man's  Hero. 

Claud,  Difloyal? 

yohn»  The  word  is  too  good  to  paint  out  her  wicked- 
nels  ;  I  could  fay,  (he  were  worfe  ;  think  you  of  a  worfe 
title,  and  I  will  fit  her  to  it.  Wonder  not  till  further 
warrant :  go  but  with  me  to-night,  you  fliail  fee  her 
chamber-window  enter'd ;  even  the  night  before  her 
wedding-day:  if  you  love  her  then,  to-morrow  wed  her; 
but  it  would  better  fit  your  honour  to  change  your 
mind, 

Claud.  May  this  be  fo  ? 
Pedro.  I  will  not  think  it. — 

yohn.  If  you  dare  not  trnft  that  you  fee,  confefs  not 
that  you  know:  If  you  will  follow  me,  I  will  ftiew  you 

enough ; 
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enough  ;  and  when  you  have  feen  more,  and  heard  ttiot^i 
proceed  accordingly. 

Claud.  If  I  lee  any  thing  to-night  why  I  fliould  not 
marry  her;  to-morrow,  in  the  congregation,  where  I 
Ihould  wed,  there  will  I  (hame  her. 

Pedro,  And,  as  I  wooed  for  thee  to  obtain  her,  I  will 
join  with  thee  to  difgrace  her. 

John,  I  will  difparage  her  no  farther,  till  you  are  my 
witnefles:  bear  it  coldly  but  till  midnight,  and  let  the 
ifTue  fliew  itfelf. 

"  Pedro,  O  day  untowardly  turned  ! 

<*  Claud,  O  mifchief  ftrangely  thwarting  ! 

<'  John.  O  plague  right  well  prevented  ! 
*'  So  you  will  fay,  when  you  have  feen  the  fequel.  ** 

[^Exeunt, 

V"  .  I       .11  -      I  I  '  ^ 

SCENE      III. 

The  Street,    Enter  Dogberry  and  Verges,  with  the 
V/aich. 

Dogb*  Are  you  good  men  and  true  ? 

Ferg^  Yea,  or  eife  it  were  pity  but  they  (liould  fufFer 
falvation,  body  and  foul. 

Dogb*  Nay  that  were  a  puni(hment  too  good  for  them, 
if  they  (hould  have  any  allegiance  in  them,  being  chofea 
for  the  prince's  watch. 

Verg,  Well,  give  them  their  charge,  neighbour  Dog- 
berry. 

Dogb,  Fir  ft,  who  think  you  the  mofl  defartlefs  man  to 
be  a  conflable  ? 

I  Watch.  Hugh  Oatcake,  fir,  or  George  Seacoal ;  for 
they  can  write  and  read. 

Dogh,  Come  hither,  neighbour  Seacoal :  God  hath 
blefs'd  you  with  a  good  name  :  to  be  a  well-favour'd  maa 
is  the  gift  of  fortune ;  but  to  write  and  read  comes  by 
nature. 

1  Watch.  Both  which,  ma{!er  conflable, 

Vogh,  You  have;  I  knew  it  would  be  your  anfwer. 
Well,  fur  }0ur  tavoiir,  fir,  why,  give  God  thanks,  and 

make 
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t[!iake  ho  boafts  of  it;  and  for  your  writing  and  reading, 
let  that  appear  when  there  is  no  need  of  fuch  vanity. 
You  are  thought  here  to  be  the  moil  fenfelefs  and  fit  mail 
for  the  conftable  of  the  watch;  therefore  bear  you  the 
lantern :  This  is  your  charge  ;  you  (hall  comprehend  all 
vagrom  men ;  you  are  to  bid  any  man  Hand,  in  the 
prince's  name. 

2  Watch.  How  if  he  will  not  fland  ? 

Dogb.^\iy  then,  take  no  note  of  him,  but  let  him  go  ; 
and  prefenily  call  the  reft  of  the  watch  together,  and 
thank  God  you  are  rid  of  a  knave. 

Ferg.  If  he  will  not  ftand  when  he  is  bidden,  he  is 
none  of  the  prince's  fubjc(5ls. 

Dogb»  True,  and  they  are  to  meddle  with  none  but 
the  prince's  fubjefls :— You  (hall  alfo  make  no  noife  in  the 
ftreets ;  for,  for  the  watch  to  babble  and  talk,  is  mod 
tolerable  and  not  to  be  endured. 

2  JVatch.  We  will  rather  fleep  than  talk  ;  we  know 
uhat  belongs  to  a  watch. 

Dogb.  Why,  you  fpeak  like  an  ancient  and  moft  quiet 
watchman ;  for  I  cannot  fee  how  fleeping  (hould  offend  ; 
only,  have  a  care  that  your  bills  be  not  ftolen  ! — Well, 
you  are  to  call  at  all  the  aie-houfes,  and  bid  them  that 
are  drunk  get  them  to  bed. 

2  Watch,  How  if  they  will  not  ? 

Dogb.  Why  then,  let  them  alone  till  they  are  fober ; 
if  they  make  you  not  then  the  better  anfwer,  you  may 
fay,  they  are  not  the  men  you  took  theni  for. 

2  Watch.   Well,  fir. 

Dogb,  If  you  meet  a  thief,  you  may  fufpeft  him,  by 
virtue  of  your  ofiicc,  to  be  no  true  man  ;  and,  for  fuch 
kind  of  men,  the  lefs  you  meddle  or  make  with  them^ 
why  the  more  is  for  your  honeOy. 

2  Watch.  If  we  know  him  to  be  a  thief,  fiiall  we  not 
lay  hands  on  him  ? 

Dogb,  Truly,  by  your  office  you  may  ;  but  I  think, 
they  that  touch  pitch  will  be  defil'd  :  the  moft  peaceable 
way  for  you,  if  you  do  take  a  thief,  is,  to  let  him  fhew 
himfelf  what  be  is,  and  fteal  out  of  your  company. 

Verg.  You  have  always  been  call'd  a  merciful  mao, 
partuer- 
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Do^b.  Truly,  I  would  not  hang  a  dog  by  my  will  j 
much  more  a  man  who  hath  any  honelly  in  him. 

p'erg.  If  you  hear  a  child  cry  in  the  night,  you  muft 
call  to  the  nurfe,  and  bid  her  flill  it. 

2  IVaich.  How  if  the  nurfe  be  alleep,  and  will  not  hear 
us  ? 

Dogb,  Why  then,  depart  in  peace,  and  let  the  child 
wake  her  with  crying  :  for  the  ewe  that  will  not  hear 
her  lamb  when  it  baes,  will  never  anfwer  a  calf  wheu  he 
bleats. 

Fi^rg.  'Tis  very  true. 

Dogb.  This  is  the  end  of  the  charge.  You,  conftablc, 
are  to  prefent  the  prince's  own  perfon  ;  if  you  meet  the 
prince  in  the  night,  yoa  may  flay  him. 

Ferg*  Nay,  by'rlady,  that,  1  think,  he  cannot. 

Dogb.  Five  (hillings  to  one  on't,  with  any  mar»  thot 
knows  the  flatucs,  he  may  flay  him  :  marry,  not  without 
the  prince  be  willing  ;  for,  indeed,  the  watch  ought  to 
ofiTend  no  man;  and  it  is  an  offence  to  flay  a  man  againft 
bis  will. 

Ferg.  By'rlady,  I  think,  it  be  fo. 

Dogb.  Ha,  ha,  ha !  Wtll,  mailers,  good  night :  an 
there  be  any  matter  of  weight  chances,  call  up  me  :  keep 
your  fellows'  counfels  and  your  own,  and  good  night. — 
Come,  neighbour. 

2  JVc.ich.  Well,  mafters,  we  hear  our  charge :  let  us 
go  fit  here  upon  the  church-bench, till  two,  and  then  all 
10  bed. 

Dogb,  One  word  more,  honeft  neighbours:  I  pray  you, 
watch  about  iignior  Leonato's  door;  for  the  wedding 
be'ng  there  la-morrow,  there  is  a  great  coil  to-night : 
Adieu,  be  vigilant,  1  befeech  you. 

[^Exeunt  Dogberry  and  Verges. 

Enter  Borachio  and  Conrade. 

Bora.  What !    Conrade,— 

JVaich.  Peace,  flir  not.  \Aftde^ 

Bora.  Conrade,  I  fiiy  ! 
Conr    Here  man  I  am  at  thy  elbow. 
Bora.  Maf?,   and  my  elbow  iteh'd  j    I  thought,  there 
would  a  fcab  follow. 

«  Conr. 
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«'  Conr.  I  will  owe  thee  an  anfwer  for  that ;  and  now 
**  forward  with  thy  tale. 

«*  BoraJ'*  Stand  thee  clofe  then  under  this  pent-houfe, 
for  it  drizzles  rain ;  and  I  will,  like  a  true  drunkard, 
utter  all  to  thee. 

TVatch,  [J/ide.]  Some  treafon,  mailers;  yet  ftand 
clofe. 

Bora.  Therefore  know,  I  have  earned  of  Don  John,  a 
thoufand  ducats. 

Co?tr,  Is  it  podible  that  any  villainy  fliould  be  fo  dear  ? 

Bora.  Thou  (hould'fl:  rather  afl^,  if  it  were  poffible 
any  villainy  (hould  be  fo  rich  :  for  v/hsn  rich  villains 
have  need  of  poor  ones,  poor  ones  may  make  what  price 
thev  will. 

Conr.  1  wonder  at  it. 

Bora,  That  Ihews,  thou  art  unconfirm'd :  Thou 
knoweft  that  the  fadiion  of  a  doublet,  or  a  hat,  or  a 
cJoak,  is  nothing  to  a  man. 

Co?ir.  Yes,  it  is  appareL 

Bora.  I  mean,  the  fadiion. 

Conr.  Yes,  the  fafliion  is  the  fafhion. 

Bora.  TuQi  !  I  may  as  well  fay,  the  fool's  the  fool. 
But  fee'fl  thou  not,  what  a  deformed  thief  this  fafhioa 
is  ? 

Watch,  I  know  that  Deformed  ;  he  has  been  a  vile 
thief  thefe  feven  year;  he  goes  up  and  down  like  a  gen- 
tleman :  I  remember  his  name. 

Bo'^a.  Didlt  thou  not  hear  fome  body  ? 

Conr,  No;  'twas  the  vane  on  the  houfe. 

Bo^-a.  Seeft  thou  not,  I  fay,  what  a  deformed  thief 
this  fifliion  is  ?  how  giddily  he  turns  about  all  the  hot 
bloods,  between  fourteen  and  five  and  thirty  ?  **  fome- 
**  lime,  fafliioning  them  like  Pharaoh's  loldiers  in  the 
**  reechy  painting  ;  fometime,  like  god  Bel's  priefls  in  the 
**  old  church  window  ;  fometime,  like  the  fhaven  Her- 
**  cules  in  the  fmirch'd  worm-eaten  tapeftry,  where  his 
**  cod -piece  feems  as  ma  fly  as  his  club  ? 

Conr.  "  All  this  I  fee  ;  and  fee,  that  the  fafhion  wears 
out  more  apparel  than  the  man  :  But"  art  not  thou  thy- 

D  2  felf 
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felf  giddy  with  the  fafhion  too,  that  thou  hafl  fhifted  out 
of  thy  tale  into  telling  me  of  the  fa(hion  ? 

Bora.  Not  fo  neither :  but  know,  that  J  have  to-night 
wooed  Margaret,  the  lady  Hero's  gentlewoman,  by  the 
name  of  Hero ;  (he  leans  me  out  at  her  miflrefs's  chamber- 
window,  bids  me  a  thoufand  times  good  night — I  tell  this 
tale  vilely  : — I  fhould  firfl  tell  thee,  how  the  prince, 
Claudio,  and  my  mafler,  planted  and  placed,  and  pofTef- 
fed  by  my  mailer  Don  John,  faw  afar  off  in  the  orchard 
this  amiable  encounter. 

Conr,  And  thought  they,  Margaret  was  Hero  ? 

Bora»  Two  of  them  did,  the  prince  and  Claudio  ;  but 
the  devil  my  matter  knew  ihe  was  Margaret ;  *•  and  part- 
**  ly  by  his  oaths,  which  hrft  poflTefs'd  them,  partly  by 
**  the  dark  night,  which  did  deceive  them,  but  chiefly 
**  by  my  villainy,  which  did  confirm  any  flander  that  Don 
<*  John  had  made,'^  away  went  Claudio  enraged ;  fwore 
he  would  meet  her,  as  he  was  appointed,  next  morning 
at  the  temple,  and  there,  before  the  whole  congregation, 
Ihame  her  with  what  he  faw  o'er  night,  and  fend  her  home 
again  without  a  hufband. 

1  Watch,  We  charge  you  in  the  prince's  name,  fland. 

2  Watch.  Call  up  the  right  mafter  Conftable:  We  have 
here  recovered  the  moft  dangerous  piece  of  lechery  that 
ever  was  known  in  the  common  wealth. 

1  Watch.  And  one  Deformed  is  one  of  them  ;  I  know 
him,  he  wears  a  lock. 

Conr,  Maftcrs,  mailers. — 

2  Watch,  You'll  be  made  bring  Deformed  forth,  I 
warrant  you. 

Cojir.  Matters, — 

I  Watch.  Never  fpeak ;  we  charge  you,  let  us  obey 
you  to  go  with  us. 

Bora.  We  are  like  to  prove  a  goodly  commodity,  being 
taken  up  of  thefe  men's  bills. 

"  Conr.  A  commodity  in  quettion,  I  warrant  you. 
Come,  we'll  obey  you.'*  lExeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE    IV. 

An  Apartment  In  Leonato'j  Houfe.  Etiter  Hero,  Mar- 
garet, and  Ursula. 

*<  Hero,  Good  Urfula,  wake  my  coufin  Beatrice,  and 
<*  defire  her  to  rife^ 

*'  Urf.  1  will,  lady. 

**  Hero,  And  bid  her  come  hither, 

«'  Urf.  Well.'*  lExlt  Ursula. 

Marg.  Troth,  I  think,  your  other  rabato  were  better. 

Hero.  No,  pray  thee,  Good  Meg,  Til  wear  this. 

Marg,  By  my  troth,  it's  not  fo  good  ;  and  I  warrant, 
your  couhn  will  fay  fo. 

Hero.  My  coufin's  a  fool,  and  thou  art  another;  I'll 
wear  none  but  this. 

Marg,  I  like  the  new  tire  within  excellently,  ''  if  the 
**  hair  were  a  thought  browner  ;"  and  your  gown's  a  mofl 
Tare  fafhion,  i'faith.  I  faw  the  dutchefs  of  Milan's  gown, 
that  they  praife  fo. 

**  Hero,  O,  that  exceeds,  they  fay. 

**  Marg.  Ey  my  troth,  it's  but  a  night  gown  in  refpe(Sl: 
**  of  yours:  Cloth  of  gold,  and  cuts,  and  lac'd  with 
**  filvcr ;  fet  with  pearls,  down  fleeves,  fide  flceves,  and 
•^  fldrts  round,  uaderborne  with  a  bluilh  tinfel ;"  but  for 
a  fine,  quaint,  graceful,  and  excellent  fafliion,  yours  is 
worth  ten  on't. 

Hero.  God  give  me  joy  to  wear  it,  for  my  heart  is  ex- 
ceeding heavy  ! 

Marg.  'Twill  be  heavier  foon,  by  the  weight  of  a  man. 

Hero.  Fie  upon  thee  !   art  not  afham'd  ? 

**  Marg,  Of  what,  lady?  of  fpeaking  honourably?  Is 
<*  not  marriage  honourable  in  a  beggar  ?  Is  not  your  lord 
**  honourable  without  marriage  ?  I  think  you  would  have 
"  me  fay,  faving  your  reverence, — a  hujhand;  an  bad 
**  thinking  do  not  wrefl:  true  fpeaking,  I'll  offend  no 
**  body  :  Is  there  any  harm  in — the  heavier  for  a  hujhand? 
"  None,  I  think,  an  it  be  the  right  hulband,  and  the 
*«  right  wife;  otherwife,  'tis  light,  and  not  heavy:  Alk 
^*  my  lady  Beatrice  elfe,  here  The  comes." 

D  3  Enter 
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Enter  Bl  AT  Ricz, 

Hero.  Good  morrow,  coz. 

Beat,  Good  morrow,  fweet  Hero. 

Hero*  Why,  how  oow !  do  you  fpeak  in  the  fick  tune  ? 

Beat.   I  am  out  of  all  other  tune,  methinks. 

"  Marg.  Clap  us  into  Light  o*  Love  ;  that  goes  with- 
<*  out  a  burden  ;  do  you  fing,  it,  and  I'll  dance  it. 

"  B  at.  Yea,  Light  o*  Love;  with  your  heels! — then 
**  if  your  hufband  have  flables  eaough,  you1l  look  he 
"  fliall  lack  no  barns. 

"  Marg.  O  illegitimate  conftruflion !  I  fcorn  that — 
"  with  my  heels. 

**  Beut,''  'Tis  almofi:  five  o'clock,  coufm;  'tis  time 
you  were  ready.  By  my  troth,  I  am  exceeding  ill : — 
hey  ho  I 

Marg.  For  a  hawk,  a  horfe,  or  a  hufband  ? 

**'  Beat,  For  the  letter  that  begins  them  all,  H. 

**  Adarg.  Well,  an  you  be  not  turn'd  Turk,  there's 
**  no  more  foiling  by  the  ftar. 

**  Beat,  What  means  the  fool,  trow  ? 

*^  Marg.  Nothing  I;  but  God  fend  every  one  their 
«  heart's  defire ! 

'*  I/e?'o,  Thefe  gloves  the  count  fent  me,  they  are  an 
*«  excellent  perfume. 

**  Beat.   I  am  (luff'd,  coufin,  I  cannot  fmell. 

*'  Marg.  A  maid,  and  ltuft"d  !  there's  goodly  catching 
f  of  cold. 

"  Beat.  O,  God  help  me !  God  help  me!  how  long 
*'  have  you  profefs'd  apprehenfion? 

"  Marg.  Ever  fmce  you  left  it;  Doth  not  my  wit  be- 
**  come  me  rarely  ?'* 

Beat.  *^  It  is  not  ften  enough,  you  (liould  wear  it  ia 
*'  your  cap." — By  my  troth,  I  am  fick. 

Marg.  Get  you  fome  of  this  diftili'd  Carduus  Bene- 
di6tus,  and  lay  it  to  your  heart;  it  is  the  only  thing  for 
a  qualm, 

*'  Hero.  There  thou  prick'fl  her  with  a  thiflle.'* 

Beat-  Benedi(5lus !  why  Benedidtus  ?  you  have  fome 
jndral  in  this  Bcncdivftus. 

•    Afarg,  Moral  ?  no  by  my  troth,  I  have  no  moral  mean- 
ing j 
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lag;  I  meant,  plain  holy-thiflle.  You  may  think,  per- 
chance, that  I  think  you  are  in  love  t  nay,  by'rlady,  I  am 
not  fuch  a  fool  to  think  what  I  lift;  nor  I  lift  not  to 
think  what  I  can;  nor,  indeed,  I  cannot  think,  if  I 
would  think  my  heart  out  o'  thinking,  that  you  are  in 
love,  or  that  you  will  be  in  love,  or  that  you  can  be  in  love : 
yet  Benedick  was  fuch  another,  and  now  is  he  become  a 
man:  he  fwore  he  would  never  marry;  and  yet  now,  in 
defpight  of  his  heart,  he  eats  his  meat  without  grudging: 
and  how  you  may  be  converted,  I  know  not :  but,  me- 
thinks,  you  look  with  your  eyes  as  other  women  do. 

Beat,  What  pace  is  this  that  thy  tongue  keeps  ? 

Marg,  Not  a  falfe  gallop. 

Ke- enter  Ursula. 

Vrf,  Madam,  withdraw ;  the  prince,  the  count,  flgnioi 
Benedick,  Don  John,  and  all  the  gallants  of  the  town, 
^re  come  to  fetch  you  to  church. 

Hero.  Help  to  drefs  me,  good  coz,  good  Meg,  good 
Urfula. 


SCENE    V. 

Another  Apartment  In  LeonatoV  Houfe,     Enter  Leo* 
NATO,  zuith  Dogberry  ^7W  Verges, 

Leon,  What  would  you  have  with  me,  honeft  neigh* 
bour  ? 

Dogb,  Marry,  fir,  I  would  have  fome  confidence  with 
you,  that  decerns  you  nearly. 

Leon.  Brief,  I  pray  you ;  for  you  fee,  *tis  a  bufy  time 
with  me. 

Dogb.  Marry,  this  it  i?,  fir. 

Verg.  Yes,  in  truth  it  is,  fir. 

Leon.  What  is  it,  my  good  friends  ? 

Dogb.  Goodman  Verges,  fir,  fpeaks  a  little  of  the  mat- 
ter :  an  old  man,  fir,  and  his  wits  are  fo  blunt,  as,  God 
help,  I  would  defire  they  were;  but,  in  faith,  honeft,  as 
the  flviii  between  his  brows. 

D  4  Verg* 
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Verg*  Yes,  I  thank  God,  I  am  as  honeft  as  any  man 
living,  that  is  an  old  man,  and  no  honefter  than  I. 

Dogb,  Comparifons  are  odorous:  palabras^  neighbour 
Verges. 

Leon.  Neighbours,  you  are  tedious. 
Dogb.  It  pleafes  your  worship  to  fay  fo,  but  we  are  the 
poor  duke's  officers  ;  but,  truly,  for  mine  own  part,  if  I 
were  as  tedious  as  a  king,  I  could  find  in  my  heart  to  be- 
llow it  all  to  your  worfhip. 

Leon,  All  thy  tedioufnefs  on  me  !  ha  ! 
Dogb.  Yea,  and  *twere  a  thoufand  times  more  than  'tis  : 
for  I  hear  as  good  exclamation  on  your  worflilp,  as  of  any 
man  in  the  city  ;  and  though  I  be  but  a  poor  man,  I  am 
glad  to  hear  it. 

Vcrg.  And  fo  am  L 

Leon.  I  would  fain  know  what  you  have  to  fay. 
Verg.  Marry,  fir,  our  watch  to-night,  excepting  your 
worfhip's  prefence,  hath  ta'en  a  couple  of  as  arrant  knaves 
as  any  in  MefTma. 

Dogb.  A  good  old  man,  fir;  he  will  be  talking;  as 
they  fay,  When  the  age  is  in,  the  wit  is  out ;  God  help  us  I 
It  IS  a  world  to  fee  i— Well  faid,  i'faith,  neighbour  Ver- 
ges : — well,  God's  a  good  man ;  an  two  men  ride  of  a 
horfe,  one  mufl  ride  behind  : — An  honeft  foul,  i'faith, 
fir  ;  by  my  troth  he  is,  as  ever  broke  bread  :  but,  God  is 
to  be  worfhipp'd;  All  men  are  not  alike;  alas  good 
neighbour ! 

Leon.  Indeed^  neighbour,  he  comes  too  fhort  of  you. 
Dogb.  Gifts,  that  God  gives. 
Leon.  I  mufl  leave  you. 

Dogb.  One  word,  fir:  our  watch  have,  indeed,  compre- 
hended two  afpicious  perfons,  and  we  would  have  then> 
this  morning  examined  before  your  worfhip. 

Leon.  Take  their  examination  yourfelf,  and  bring  it 
me;  I  am  now  in  great  hafte,  as  may  appear  unto  you. 
Dogb.  It  (hall  be  fuffigance. 
Leon.  Drink  fome  wine  ere  you  go  :  fare  you  well. 

**  Enter  a  Meffenger, 

"  Mejf,  My  lord,  they  flay  for  you  lo  give  your  daugh- 
"  ter  to  her  hulband. 

**  Leon^ 
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♦<  Leon.  I  win  wait  upon  them ;  I  am  ready." 

{Exit  Leonata, 

Dogb.  Go,  good  partner,  go,  get  you  to  Francis  Sea- 
coal,  bid  him  bring  his  pen  and  inkhorn  to  the  jailj  we 
are  now  to  examination  thefe  men. 

Ferg.  And  we  muft  do  it  wifely. 

Dogb,  We  will  fpare  for  no  wit,  I  warrant  you  ;  here's 
that  [louchlng  his  forehead]  (hall  drive  fome  of  them  to  a 
non-com  :  only  get  the  learned  writer  to  fet  down  our  ex- 
communication, and  meet  me  at  the  jaiL  [^Exeunt, 


A  C  T    IV.      S  C  E  N  E    I. 

J  Church.  Enter  Don  Vet>ro,  Don  John,  Leonato, 
Friar,  Cl audio,  Benedick,  Hero,  end  Bea- 
trice. 

Leon, 

V^ome,  friar  Francis,  be  brief;  only  to  the  plain  form 
of  marriage,  and  you  ftiali  recount  their  particular  duties 
afterwards. 

Friar.  You  come  hither,  my  lord,  to  marry  this  lady  ? 

Claud.  No. 

Leon.  To  be  marry M  to  her,  friar  ;  you  come  to  marry 
her. 

Friar.  Lady,  you  come  hither  to  be  marry 'd  to  this 
count  ? 

Hero.  I  do. 

Friar.  If  either  of  you  know  any  inward  impediment 
why  you  (Iiould  not  be  conjoined,  I  charge  you,  on  your 
fouls,   to  utter  it. 

Claud.  Know  you  any.  Hero  ? 

Hero.  None,  my  lord. 

Friar.  Know  you  any,  count  ? 

Leon.  I  dare  make  his  anfwer,  none. 

Claud.  O  what  men  dare  do  !  what  men  may  do  !  what 
Men  daily  do!   "  not  knowing  what  they  do !" 

Bene.  How  now!  Interjedlions  ?  '*  Why,  then  fome  be 
cflaughing,  as,  ha!  ha!  he!" 

Claud, 
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Claud.  Stand  thee  by,  friar  : — Father,  by  your  leave; 
Will  you  with  free  and  unconftrained  foul 
Give  me  this  maid  your  daughter  ? 

Leon,  As  freely,  fon,  as  God  did  give  her  me. 

Claud,    And  what   have  I  to  give   you  back,   whofe 
worth 
May  counterpoife  this  rich  and  precious  gift  ? 

Pedro.  Nothing,  unlefs  you  render  her  again. 

Claud,  Sweet  prince,  you   learn   me  noble  thankful- 

nefs. 

There,  Leonato,  take  her  back  again  ; 

«'  Give  not  this  rotten  orange  to  your  friend  :" 

She's  but  the  fign  and  femblance  of  her  honour  :— • 

Behold,  how  like  a  maid  fhe  blufhes  here : 

O,  vvhat  authority  and  fliew  of  truth 

Can  cunnii  g  fin  cover  itfelf  withal ! 

««  Comes  not  that  blood,  as  modeft  evidence, 

<«  To  witnefs  fimple  virtue  ?  Would  you  not  fwear, 

«*  All  yoi'  that  lee  her,  that  fhe  were  a  maid, 

<«  By  thefe  exterior  fiiews  ?  But  (lie  is  none  :'*  ^ 

She  knows  the  heat  of  a  luxurious  bed : 

Her  blLi(h  is  guiltinefs,  not  modefty. 

Leon.    What  do  you  mean,  my  lord  ? 

Claud*  Not  to  be  marry 'd,  not  knit  my  foul 
To  an  approved  wanton, 

Leon,  Dear  my  lord, 
If  you  in  your  own  proof. 
Have  vanquifh'd  the  refjllance  of  her  youth, 
i\nd  made  di^feat  of  her  virginity, 

Claud.  **  1  know  what  you  would  fiy  ;  if  I  have  known 
her, 
<*  You'll  fay,  fhe  did  embrace  rae  as  a  hufband, 
«'  And  lo  extenuate  the  forehand  fm  :" 
No,  Leonato, 

I  never  tempted  her  with  word  too  large; 
Bur,  as  a  brother  to  a  filler,  (hew'd 
B:i(hful  fmcerity  and  comely  love. 

Hero    And  (tem'd  I  ever  otherwife  to  you  ? 

Claud.  Out  on  thy  fccming  !  I  will  write  againft  it: 
You  feem  to  me  as  Dian  in  her  orb; 
As  chiille  as  is  the  bud  ere  it  be  blown ; 

But 
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But  you  are  more  intemperate  in  your  blood 
Than  Venus,  or  thofe  pamper'd  animals 
That  rage  in  favage  fenfuality. 

Hero.  Is  my  lord  well,  that  he  doth  fpeak  fo  wide? 

Leon.  Sweet  prince,  why  fpeak  not  you  ? 

Pedro.  What  (hould  I  fpeak  ? 
I  ftand  difhonour'd,  that  have  gone  about 
To  link  my  dear  friend  to  a  common  ftale- 

Leon,  Are  thefe  things  fpoken,  or  do  I  but  dream  ? 

John.  Sir,  they  are  fpoken,  and  thefe  things  arc  true. 

Bene.  This  looks  not  like  a  nuptial. 

Hero.  True,  O  God  ! 

Claud.  Leonato,  (land  I  here  ? 
Is  this  the  prince?  L  this  the  prince's  brother  ? 
Is  this  face  Hero's  ?  Are  our  eyes  our  own  ? 

Leon.  All  this  is  fo  ;  But  what  of  this,  my  lord  ? 

Claud,  Let  me  but  move  one  queflion  to  your  daugh- 
ter; 
And,  by  that  fatherly  and  kindly  power 
That  you  have  in  her,  bid  her  anfwer  truly. 

Leon,  I  charge  thee  do  fo,  as  thou  art  my  child. 

Hero.  O  God  defend  me  !   how  I  am  befet  !■ — 
What  kind  of  catechizing  call  you  this  ? 

Claud.  To  make  you  anfwer  truly  to  your  name. 

Hero,  Is  it  not  Hero  ?  Who  can  blot  that  name 
With  any  juft  reproach  ? 

Claud,  Marry,  that  can  Hero  ; 
Hero  itfelf  can  blot  out  Hero's  virtue. 
What  man  was  he  talked  with  you  yefternight 
Out  at  your  window,  betv/ixt  twelve  and  one  ? 
Now,  if  you  are  a  maid,  anfwer  to  this. 

Hero,  I  talk'd  with  no  man  at  that  hour,  my  lord. 

Pedro.  **  Why,  then  you  are  no  maiden." — Leonato, 
I  am  forry,  you  muft  hear;  Upon  mine  honour, 
Myfelf,  my  brother,  and  this  grieved  count. 
Did  fee  her,  hear  her,  at  that  hour  lafl  night, 
Talk  with  a  ruffian  at  her  chamber  window ; 
Who  hath,  indeed,  moft  like  a  liberal  villain, 
Confefs'd  the  vile  encounters  they  have  had 
A  thoufaod  times  in  fecret. 

John^  Fie,  tie  !  they  are 
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Not  to  be  nam'd,  my  lord,  not  to  be  fpoke  of; 
There  is  not  chaftity  enough  in  language, 
Without  oifence,  to  utter  them:  Thus,  pretty  lady, 
I  am  forry  for  thy  much  mifgovernment. 

Claud.  O  Hero!  what  a  Hero  hadH:  thou  been 
If  half  thy  outward  graces  had  been  placM 
About  the  thoughts  and  counfels  of  thy  heart ! 
But,  fare  thee  well,  moft  foul,  moft  fair  !  farewcl, 
"  Thou  pure  impiety,  and  impious  purity  V* 
For  thee  Pil  lock  up  all  the  gates  of  love, 
And  on  my  eye-lids  (hall  conjecture  hang. 
To  turn  all  beauty  into  thoughts  of  harm, 
And  never  fhall  it  more  be  gracious. 

Leon.  Hath  no  man's  dagger  here  a  point  for  me  ? 

Beat.    Why,    how   now,   coufm,   wherefore  fink  you 
down?  [H.EKO  fwoons> 

John.  Come,  let  us  go:    thefs  things,  come  thus  to 
light. 
Smother  her  fpirits  up. 

{^Exeunt  Don  Pedro,  Don  John,  ^w^Cl audio. 

Bene*  How  doth  the  lady  ? 

Beat,  Dead,  I  think; — Help,  uncle; — 
Hero !  why,  Hero  ! — uncle  ! — Signior  Benedick ! — friar ! 

Leon,  O  fate!  take  not  away  thy  heavy  hand  1 
Death  is  the  faired  cover  for  her  (hame. 
That  may  be  wifh'd  for. 

Beat,  How  now,  coulin  Hero  ? 

Friar.  Have  comfort,  lady. 

Leon,  Doft  thou  look  up? 

Friar,  Yea ;  Wherefore  fhould  (he  not  ? 

Leo7i.  Wherefore  ?  Why,  doth  not  every  earthly  thing 
Cry  fhame  upon  her  ?  Could  ilie  here  deny 
The  flory  that  is  printed  in  her  blood  ? — 
**  Do  not  live,  Hero;  do  not  ope  thine  eyes: 
«^  For  did  I  think,  thou  would'!!  not  quickly  die, 
**  Thought  I,  thy  fpirits  were  ftronger  than  thy  (hamcs, 
**  Myfelf  would,  on  the  rearward  of  reproaches, 
**  Strike  at  thy  life."     Griev'd  I,  I  had  but  one  ? 
Chid  I  for  that  at  frugal  nature's  frame  ? 
O,  one  too  much  by  thee  !  "  Why  had  I  one  ? 
**  Why  ever  waft  thou  lovely  in  my  eyes  "i 

*i  Why 
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*»  Why  had  I  not,  with  charitable  hand, 

**  Took  up  a  beggar's  ifTue  at  ray  gates ; 

«*  Who  fmeared  thus,  and  mir'd  with  infamy, 

**  I  might  have  faid,  2Vo  part  of  it  is  ?72ine, 

**  This  Jhame  derives  iff  elf  from  unknown  loins? 

**  But  mine,  and  mine  I  lov'd,  and  mine  I  prais'd, 

<'  And  mine  that  I  was  proud  on  j  mine  To  much, 

«*  That  I  myfelf  was  to  myfelf  not  mine, 

"  Valuing  ot  her ;  why,  (he" — O,  fhe,  is  fallen 

Into  a  pit  of  ink  !  that  the  wide  Tea 

Hath  drops  too  few  to  wafh  her  clean  again  ; 

**  And  fait  too  little,  which  may  feafon  give 

•«  To  her  foul  tainted  flefh  !" 

BenCf  Sir,  fir,  be  patient: 
For  my  part,  I  am  foattir'd  in  wonder, 
I  know  not  what  to  fay. 

Beat.  O,  on  my  foul,  my  coufin  is  bely'd  ! 

Bene,  Lady,  were  you  her  bedfellow  laft  night? 

Beat,  No,  truly,  not;  although,  until  lall:  night, 
I  have  this  twelvemonth  been  her  bedfellow. 

Leon.  Confirm'd,  confirm'd  I  O,  that  is  Wronger  made, 
Which  was  before  barr'd  up  with  ribs  of  iron  I 
Would  the  two  princes  lie  ?  and  Claudio  lie  ? 
Who  lov'd  her  fo,  that,  fpeaking  of  her  foulnefs, 
Wafti'd  it  with  tears  ?  Hence  from  her ;  let  her  die. 

Friar,  Hear  me  a  little ; 
For  I  have  only  been  filent  fo  long, 
And  given  way  unto  this  courfe  of  fortune. 
By  noting  of  the  lady ;  I  have  marked 
A  thoufand  blufhing  apparitions 
To  ilart  into  her  face ;  a  thoufand  innocent  fbames 
In  angel  whitenefs  bear  away  thofe  blufhes; 
And  in  her  eye  there  hath  appear'd  a  fire. 
To  burn  the  errors  that  thefe  princes  hold 
Againft  her  maiden  truth  : — Call  me  a  fool 
Truft  not  my  reading,  nor  my  obfervation, 
**  Which  with  experimental  feal  doth  warrant 
**  The  tenour  of  my  book ;  trufl  not  my  age," 
My  reverence,  calling,  nor  divinity. 
If  this  fweet  lady  lie  not  guiltlefs  here 
Under  fome  bliisg  error, 

LeoK, 
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Leon,  Friar,  it  cannot  be: 
Thou  feeft,  that  all  the  grace  that  (he  hath  left, 
Is,  that  {he  will  not  add  to  her  damnation 
A  fin  of  perjury  %  fhe  not  denies  it : 
Why  feek'ft  thou  then  to  cover  with  excufe 
That,  which  appears  in  proper  nakednefs  ? 

Friar.  Lady,  what  man  is  he  you  are  accus'd  of? 

Hero,  They  know,  that  doaccufeme;  I  know  noKc: 
If  I  know  niore  of  any  man  alive. 
Than  that  which  maiden  modeily  doth  warrant, 
Let  all  my  fins  lack  mercy ! — O  my  father, 
Prove  you  that  any  man  with  me  convers'd 
At  hours  unmeet,  or  that  I  yeilernight 
Maintain'd  the  change  of  words  with  any  creature, 
Refufe  me,  hate  m.e>  torture  me  to  death. 

Friar.  There  is  fomc  flrange  mifprifion  in  the  princes^ 

Bene.  Two  of  them  have  the  very  bent  of  honour  j 
And  if  their  wifdoms  be  miiled  in  this. 
The  pra(3:ice  of  it  lives  in  John  the  baflard, 
Whofe  fpirits  toil  in  frames  of  villainies. 

Leon.  I  know  not  ;  If  they  fpeak  but  truth  of  her, 
Thefe  hands  (hall  tear  her  ;  if  they  wrong  her  honour. 
The  proudeft  of  them  (hall  well  hear  of  it. 
•*  Time  hath  not  yet  fo  dry'd  this  blood  of  mine, 
*'  Nor  age  fo  eat  up  my  invention, 
*'  Nor  fortune  made  fuch  havock  of  m-y  means, 
*'  Nor  my  bad  life  reft  me  fo  much  of  friends, 
*'  But  they  (hall  find,  awak'd  in  fuch  a  kind, 
"  Both  ftrength  of  limb,  and  policy  of  mind, 
*'  Ability  in  means,  and  choice  of  friends, 
*'  To  quit  me  of  them  thoroughly.'* 

Friar.   Paufe  awhile. 
And  let  my  counfel  fway  you  in  this  cafe. 
Your  daughter  here  the  princes  left  for  dead; 
Let  her  awhile  be  fecrctly  kept  in, 
And  pubiidi  it,  that  fhe  is  dead  indeed  : 
*'  Maintain  a  mourning  oftentation  ; 
**  And  on  your  family's  old  monument 
**  Hang  mournful  epitaphs,  and  do  all  rites 
"  That  appertain  unto  a  burial.'' 

Leon.  What  fliali  become  of  this?  What  will  this  do  ? 

Friar. 
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Friar*  Marry,  this,  well  carry'd,  (hall  on  her  be  half 
Change  flander  to  remorfe;  *'  that  is  fome  good  ;*' 
But  not  for  that,  dream  I  on  this  ftrange  courfe. 
Bat  on  this  travail  look  for  greater  birth. 
She  dying,  as  it  muft  be  fo  maintain'd. 
Upon  the  inftant  that  fhe  was  accused. 
Shall  be  lamented,  pity'd,  and  excus'd. 
Of  every  hearer :  *'  For  it  fo  falls  out, 
**  That  what  we  have  we  prize  not  to  the  wcrth, 
**  Whiles  we  enjoy  it;  but  being  lack'd  and  loft, 
*'  Why,  then  we  rack  the  value ;  then  we  find 
**  The  virtue,  that  poiTeiTion  would  not  (hew  us 
"  Whiles  it  was  ours :— So  will  it  fare  with  Claudiot 
*'  When  he  (hall  hear  fhe  dy'd  upon  his  words, 
"  The  idea  of  her  life  (hall  fweetly  creep 
*'  Into  his  ftudy  of  imagination ; 
•'  And  every  lovely  organ  of  her  life 
**  Shall  come  apparel'd  in  more  precious  habit, 
*^  More  moving,  delicate,  and  full  of  life, 
^*  Into  the  eye  and  profpeft  of  his  foul, 
"  Than  when  (he  liv'd  indeed :— then  (liall  he  mouri 
**  (If  ever  love  had  intereft  in  his  liver), 
**  And  wifh  he  had  not  fo  accufed  her ; 
"  No,  though  he  thought  his  accufation  true. 
"  Let  this  be  fo,  and  doubt  not  but  fuccefs 
•'  Will  fafhion  the  event  m  better  (hape 
**  Than  I  can  lay  it  down  in  likelihood. 
"  But  if  all  aim  but  this  be  levell'd  falfe, 
**  The  fuppofition  of  the  lady's  death 
**   Will  quench  the  wonder  of  her  infamy  : 
"  And,  if  it  fort  not  well,  you  may  conceal  her 
'*  (As  beft  befits  her  wounded  reputation) 
'*  In  fome  reclufive  and  religious  life, 
^*  Out  of  all  eyes,  tongues,  minds,  and  injuries." 

Bene.  Signior  Leonato,  let  the  friar  advife  you  : 
And  though,  you  know  my  ^nwardnefs  and  love 
Is  very  much  unto  the  prince  and  Claadio, 
Yet,  by  mine  honour,  I  will  deal  in  this 
As  fecretly,  and  juftly,  as  your  foul 
Should  with  your  body. 

Leo;i.  Being  that  1  flow  in  grief, 
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The  fmallefl:  twine  may  lead  me. 

Friar.  'Tis  well  confented  ;  prefently  away ; 

**  For  to  ftrange  fores  ftrangely  they  flrain  the 
cure — " 
Come,  lady,  die  to  live  :  this  wedding  day, 

Perhaps,  is  but  prolongM  ;  have  patience,  and  en^ 
dure.  {Exeunt, 

Manent  Benedick  and  Beatp.ice. 

Bene,  Lady  Beatrice,  have  you  wept  all  this  while? 
Beat,  Yea,  and  I  will  weep  a  while  longer. 
Bene,  I  will  not  defire  that. 
Beat,  You  have  no  reafon,  I  do  it  freely. 
Bene,  Surely,  I  do  believe  your  fair  coufin  is  Wrong'd. 
Beat,  Ah,   how  much  might  the  man  defcrve  of  me, 
that  would  right  her  ! 

Bene,  Is  there  any  way  to  (hew  fuch  friendftiip? 
Beat,  A  very  even  way,  but  no  fuch  friend. 
Bene,  May  a  man  do  it  \ 
Beat,  It  is  a  man's  office,  but  not  yours. 
Bene.  I  do  love  nothing  in  the  world  fo  well  as  you : 
Is  not  that  ftrange  ?  / 

Beat,  As  ftrange  as  the  thing  iTknow  not :  It  were  as 
poffible  for  me  to  fay,  I  loved  nothing  fo  well  as  you:  but 
believe  me  not ;  and  yet  I  lie  not ;  I  confefs  noihing,  nor 
I  deny  nothing  : — I  am  forry  for  my  coufin. 
Bene,  By  my  fword,  Beatrice,  thou  lov'ft  me. 
Beat.  Do  not  fwear  by  it,  and  eat  it. 
Bene,  I  will  fwear  by  it,  that  you  love  me  ♦  and  I  will 
make  him  eat  it,  that  fays,  I  love  not  you. 
Beat,  Will  you  not  eat  your  word  I 
Bene,  With  no  fauce  that  can  be  devis'd  to  it :  I  protcft 
I  love  thee. 

Beat.  Why  then,  God  forgive  me  ! 
Bene,  What  offence,  fweet  Beatrice? 
Beat.  You  have  fiaid  me  in  a  happy  hour  ;  I  was  about 
to  protefl  I  lov'd  you. 

Bene.  And  do  it  with  all  thy  heart. 
Beat,  I  love  you  with  fo  much  of  my  heart,  ^  that  none 
is  left  to  proteft. 

Bene,  Come,  bid  me  do  any  thing  for  thee. 

Beat, 
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ihaK  Kill  Claudio. 

Bene.   Ha !  not  for  the  wide  world. 

Beat.  You  kill  me  to  deny  it:  Farewel, 

Bene.  Tarry,  fwcet  Beatrice. 

Beat.  I  am  gone,  though  I  am  here ; — There  Is  no 
love  in  you  :— nay,  I  pray  you,  let  me  go. 

Bene.  Beatrice, — 

Beat.  In  faith,  I  will  go. 

Bene,  We'll  be  friends  firfl. 

Beat.  You  dare  eafier  be  friends  with  me,  than  fight 
with  mine  enemy. 

Bene.   Is  Claudio  thine  enemy  ? 

Beat.  Is  he  not  approv'd  in  the  height  a  villain,  that 
hath  flander'd,  fcorn'd,  di{honour*d  my  kinfwoniaQ  ?— i 
O,  that  I  were  a  man  ! — What,  bear  her  in  hand  until  they 
come  to  take  hands ;  and  then  with  public  accufation,  un- 
cover'd  flander,  unmitigated  rancour,— O  God,  that  I  : 
Were  a  man  !  I  would  eat  his  heart  in  the  market-place. 

Bene.  Hear  me,  Beatrice. 

Beat.  Talk  with  a  man  out  at  a  window? — a  proper 
faying !  " 

Bene.  Nay,  but  Beatrice  ; — • 

Beat.  Sweet  Hero!— (he  is  wrong'd,  (he  is  flander'd^ 
(he  is  undone. 

Bene.   Beat — ^ 

Beat.  Princes  and  counties!  Surely,  a  princely  tefti- 
mony,  a  goodly  count-comfefl ;  a  fweet  gallant,  furely! 
O  that  I  were  a  man  for  his  fake !  or  that  I  had  any  friend 
would  be  a  man  for  my  fake!  But  manhood  is  melted  into 
courtefies,  valour  into  compliment,  and  men  are  only 
turned  into  tongue,  and  trim  ones  too :  he  is  now  as  valiant 
as  Hercules,  that  only  telis  a  lye,  and  fwears  it : — I  cannot 
be  a  man  with  wifhing,  therefore  I  will  die  a  woman  with 
grieving. 

Bene.  Tarry,  good  Beatrice  :  By  this  hand,  I  love  thee. 

Beat.  Ufe  it  for  my  love  fome  other  way  than  fwearing 
by  it. 

Be72e.  Think  you  in  your  foul,  the  count  Claudio  hath 
vvrong'd  Hero  ? 

Beat.  Yea,  as  fure  as  I  have  a  thought,  or  a  foul. 

Bene*  Enough,  I  am  engag'd,  I  will  challenge  him;  I 
E  will 
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will  kifs  3^our  hand,  and  {o  leave  you :  By  this  hand, 
Claudio  (hall  render  me  a  dear  account :  As  you  hear  of 
me,  fo  think  of  me.  Go  comfort  your  coufin  :  1  muft 
fay,  flie  is  dead  ;  and  fo  flirewel.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE     II. 

J  Prifon,      Enter  Dogberry,   Verges,  Borachio, 
CoNRADE,   the  Town-Clerk  and  Sexton  in  gowni* 

Jlogb,  Is  our  whole  difTembiy  appeared  ? 

Verg.  O,  a  ilool  and  cufhion  for  the  fexton ! 

Sexton.  Which  be  the  malefaftors  ? 

Dogb.  Marry,  that  am  I  and  my  partner. 

Vcrg,  Nay,  that's  certain;  we  have  the  exhibition  to 
examine. 

Sexton.  But  which  are  the  offenders  that  are  to  be  cx- 
amin'd  .^  let  them  come  before  mafter  conflable, 

Dogb.  Yea,  marry,  let  them  come  before  me. — 
What  is  your  name,  friend  ? 

hora.  Borachio. 

Dogb.  Pray,  write  down — Borachio.- — Yours,  fu  rah  r 

Ccmr.  I  am  a  gentleman,  fir,  and  my  name  is  Conrade. 

Dogb.  Write  down — mafter  gentleman  Conrade, — 
Mafters,  do  you  ferve  God  ? 

Both,  Yea,  fir,  we  hope. 

Dogb.  Write  down  — that  they  hope  they  ferve  God  : — 
and  write  God  firft;  for  God  defend  but  God  (hould  go 
before  fuch  villains!  —  Mailers,  it  is  proved  already  that 
you  are  little  better  than  faife  knaves,  and  it  will  go  near 
to  be  thought  fo  fliortly.  How  aufwer  you  for  your- 
feivcs  ? 

Conr.  Marry,  ilr,  we  fay,  we  are  none. 
Dogb.  A  marvellous  witty  fellow,  I  a  (fur  e  you ;  but  I 
will  go  about  with   him. — Come  you  hither,  firrah ;    a 
word  in  your  ear,  fir ;  I  fay  to  you,  it  is  thought  you  are 
falfe  knaves. 

Bora.  Sir,  I  fay  to  you,  we  are  none. 
Dogb.  Well,  ft  and  afide. — Tore  God,  they  are  both  in 
a  tale:— Have  you  wiit  down-^that  they  are  none  ? 

Sexton* 
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Sexton.  Mafter  conftable,  you  go  not  the  way  to  ex- 
amine; you  muft  call  the  watch  that  aie  their  accufers. 

Dogb.  Yea,  marry,  that's  the  efteft  way: — Let  the 
watch  come  forth  : — Mafters,  I  charge  you  in  the  prince** 
oame  accufe  thefe  men. 

Enter  Watchmen, 

1  Watch.  This  man  faid,  fir,  that  Don  John,  th« 
prince's  brother,  was  a  villain. 

Dogb,  Write  down — Prince  John  a  villain  :-^Why  that 
Is  fiat  perjury,  to  call  a  Prince's  brother — villain. 

JSora.  Mailer  conftable, 

Dogb.  Pray  thee,  fellow,  peace;  I  do  not  like  thy  look> 
I  promife  thee. 

Sexton.  What  heard  you  him  fay  elfe  ? 

2  Watch.  Marry,  that  he  had  received  a  thoufand  du- 
cats oi  Don  John,  for  accufing  the  lady  Hero  wrongs 
fully. 

Dogb^  Flat  burglary,  as  ever  was  committed. 
Verg.  Yea,  by  the  mafs,  that  it  is* 
Sexton.  What  elfe,  fellow  ? 

1  Watch.  And  that  Count  Claudio  did  mean,  upon  his 
words,  to  difgrace  Hero  before  the  whole  affembly,  and 
DOt  marry  her. 

Dogb.  O  villain  !  thou  wilt  be  condemned  into  ever* 
laftlag  redemption  for  this. 
Sexton.  What  elfe? 

2  Watch.  This  is  all. 

Sexton.  And  this  is  more,  maflers,  than  you  can  deny* 
Prince  John  is  this  morning  fecretly  ftolen  away ;  Hero 
was  in  this  manner  accus*d,  in  this  very  manner  refus'd, 
and  upon  the  grief  of  this,  fuddenly  dy'd. — Mafler  con- 
ftable,  let  thefe  men  be  bound,  and  brought  to  Leonato's ; 
I  wiil  go  before,  and  (hew  him  their  examination.     [Exit, 

Dogb.  Come,  let  them  be  opinion'd* 

*'  Verg*  Let  them  be  in  hand. 

**  Conr*  OfF,  coxcomb  ! 

**  Dogb.  God's  my  lif^e  !  where's  the  fexton  ?   let  him 
.  **  writedown — the  prince's  officer,  coxcomb.  "—Come, 
bind  them  : — Thou  naughty  varlet ! 

Conr,  Away  !  you  are  an  afs,  you  are  an  afs. 

E  2  Dcgh. 
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Dogb.  Doft  thou  not  fufpefl  my  place  ?  Dofl:  thou  not 
fufpeJt  my  years?— O  that  he  were  here  to  write  me 
down  — an  afs !— but,  maflers,  remember,  that  I  am  an  af's  ; 
though  it  be  not  written  down,  yet  forget  not  that  I  am 
an  afs  : — No,  thou  villain,  thou  art  full  of  piety,,  as  fhall 
be  prcvtfd  upon  thee  by  good  witnefs:  I  am  a  wife  fellow; 
and,  which  is  more,  an  officer  ;  and,  which  is  more,  an 
houfnolder;  and,  which  is  more,  as  pretty  a  piece  of  fiefh 
as  any  is  in  Mellina  ;  and  one  that  knows  the  law,  go  to; 
and  a  rich  fellow  enough,  go  to  ;  and  a  fellow  that  hath 
had  loiTes;  and  one  that  hath  two  gowns,  and  every  thing 
handron:ie  about  him:— -Bring  him  away.  O,  that  1  had 
bvCn  writ  down — ;an.afs  ! —  [Exeunt, 


ACTV.       SCENE     I. 

Be/ore     Leonato's     Boufe.       Enter    Leonato     and 
Antonio. 


Antonio. 


I 


F  you  go  on  thus,  you  will  kill  yourfelf ; 
And  'tis  not  wifdom,  thus  to  fecond  grief, 
Againft  yourfelf. 

^ Leon.  I  pray  thee,  ceafe  thy  counfel, 
Which  falls  into  mine  ears  as  profitlefs 
As  water  in  a  Iieve :  give  not  me  counfel ; 
Nor  let  no  coriiforter  delight  mine  ear, 
But  fuch  a  one  whofe  wrongs  do  fuit  with  mine. 
Bring  me  a  father,  that  fo  lov'd  his  child, 
Whofe  joy  of  her  is  overwhelm'd  like  mine,  ' 

And  bid  him  fpeak  of  patience  ; 
♦■*  Meafure  his  woe  the  length  and  breadth  of  mine, 
*'   And  let  it  anfwer  every  ftrain  for  Orain  ; 
**  As  thus  for  thus,  and  fuch  a  grief  for  fuch, 
**  In  every  lineament,  branch,   fhape,  and  form  : 
"  If  fjch  a  one  will  fmile,  and  ftroke  his  beard  ; 
**  In  forrow  wag  !  cry  hem,  when  he  fhould  groan  ; 
"  Patch  grief  with  proverbs;  make  misfortune  drunk 
"  With  candle-wallers ;  bring  him  yet  to  me, 

*'  And 
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*«   And  I  of  him  will  gather  patience. 

**  But  there  is  no  fuch  man  :    For,   brother,  men 

**  Can  counfel,  and  give  comfort  to  that  grief 

*'  Which  they  themfelves  not  feel;   but  tailing  it, 

*'  Their  counfel  turns  to  pafTion,  which  before 

*'  Would  give  preceptial  medicine  to  rage, 

•*  Fet'er  ftrong  madnefs  in  a  filken  thread, 

*'  Charm  ach  with  air,  and  agony  with  words  :" 

No,  no;  'tis  all  men's  office  to  fpeak  patience 

To  thofe  that  wring  under  the  load  of  forrow  ; 

But  no  man's  virtue,  nor  fufficiency 

To  be  fo  moral,  when  he  (hall  endure 

The  like  hinnfelf  :    therefore  give  me  no  counfel ; 

**  My  griefs  cry  louder  than  advertifement." 

Ant,  Therein  do  men  from,  children  nothing  differ. 

Leon,  I  pray  thee,  peace;  I  will  be  flefh  and  blood; 
For  there  was  never  yet  philolbpher, 
That  could  endure. the  tooth-ach  patiently  ; 
However  they  have  writ  the  ftyle  of  gods. 
And  make  a  piQi  at  chance  and  fufferance. 

Ant.  Yet  bend  not  all  the  harm  upon  yourfclf ; 
Make  thofe,  that  do  offend  you,  fuifer  too. 

Leon,   There  thou  fpeak'ft  reafon :  nay,  I  will  do  fo : 
My  foul  doth  tell  me,  Hero  is  beiyM  ; 
And  that  (liall  Claudio  know,  fo  (liall  the  prince 
And  all  of  them  that  thus  difhonour  her. 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio. 

Ant.  Here  comes  the  prince,  and  Claudio,  haftily. 

Pedro.  Good  den,  good  den. 

Claud'  Good  day  to  both  of  you. 

Leon.  Hear  you,  my  lords,— 

Pedro.  We  have  fome  hafte,  Leonato. 

Leon,  Seme  hafle,  my  lord?  — well,  fare  you  well,  my 

lord  : 

Are  you  fo  h  a  ft  y  now  ?— well,  all  is  one, 

Pedro,  Nay,  do  not  quarrel  with  us,  good  oM  man. 

Ant.    If   he  could    right    himfelf    with    quarrelling. 
Some  of  us  would  lye  low. 


Claud,   Who  wrongs  him  ? 


leon. 
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Leon,  Marry,  thou  doft  wrong  me,  thou  diflembler, 
thou  I 
Kay,  never  lay  thy  hand  upon  thy  fword, 
I  fear  thee  not. 

Claud.  Marry,  beflirew  my  hand, 
If  it  iliould  give  your  age  fuch  caufe  of  fear  : 
In  faith,  my  hand  meant  nothing  to  my  fword. 

Leon,  Tu(h,  tuih,   man,  never  fleer  and  jell  at  me  ; 
I  fpeak  not  like  a  dotard,  nor  a  fool  ; 
As,  under  privilege  of  age,  to  brag 
What  I  have  done  being  young,  or  what  would  do. 
Were  I  not  old  :   Know,  Clnudio,  to  thy  head. 
Thou  hall  fo  wrong'd  my  innocent  child,  and  me, 
That  I  am  forc'd  to  lay  my  reverence  by ; 
And,  with  grey  hairs,  and  bruife  of  many  days. 
Do  challenge  thee  to  tryal  of  a  man. 
I  fay,  thou  haft  bely'd  my  innocent  child. 
Thy  flander  hath  gone  through  and  through  her  heart. 
And  (he  lies  bury  M  with  her  anceftors  : 
O,  in  a  tomb  where  fcandal  never  flepr. 
Save  this  of  hers,  fram'd  by  thy  villainy  \ 

Claud.  My  villainy  I 

Leon*  Thine,  Claudio ;   thine  I  fay. 

Pedro.  You  fay  not  right,  old  man. 

Leon,  iViy  lord,  my  lord, 
I'll  prove  it  on  his  body,  if  he  dare  ; 
Pefpight  his  nice  fence,  and  his  adive  pra^lice, 
Jiis  May  of  youth,  and  bloom  of  luftyhood. 

Claud.  Away,  I  will  not  have  to  do  with  j'ou. 

Leon*  Canft  thou  fo  daffe  me  ?  Thou  haft  kill'd  my  child 3 
If  thou  kill'ft  rne,  boy,  thou  ihali  kill  a  man. 

Ant.  He  ftiall  kill  two  of  us,  and  men  indeed : 
But  that's  no  matter  ;  let  him  kill  one  firft  ; — 
Win  me  and  wear  me,— let  him  anlwer  me  : — 
Come,  follow  me,  boy  ;   come,  fir  boy,  follow  me  ; 
Sir,   boy.  Til  whip  you  from  your  foining  fence, 
Kay,  as  I  am  a  gentleman,  \  will. 

Lefin.  Brother, — 

Ant.  Content  yourfclf :   God  knows,  I  lov'd  my  niece  ; 
And  (he  is  dead,  ftandcr'd  to  death  by  villains 

That 
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That  dare  as  well  anfwer  a  m3n,  indeed. 
As  I  dare  take  a  ferpenc  by  the  tongue  : 
Boys,  apes,  braggarts,  jacks,  milkfops ! — 

Leon.  Brother  Anthony, — 

Ant    Hold  you  content ;   What,   man  r    I  know  thcra, 
yea, 
And  what  they  weigh,  even  to  the  utmoft  fcruple  ; 
Scambling,  out-facing,  fafhion-mongVing  boys. 
That  lye,  and  cog,  and  flout,  deprave  and  flander, 
**  Qo  antickly,  and  (how  outward  hideoufnefs,** 
And  fpeak  off  half  a  dozen  dangerous  words. 
How  they  might  hurt  their  enemies,  \i  they  duril, 
Aud  this  is  all. 

Leon.  But,  brother  Anthony, — 

Ant.  Come,   'tis  no  matter  ; 
Do  not  you  meddle,  let  me  deal  in  this. 

Pedro.    Gentlemea   both,    we    will   not    WAke    your 
patience. 
My  heart  is  forry  for  your  daughter's  death; 
Bat  on  my  honour,  (he  was  charg'd  with  nothing 
Bur  what  was  true,  and  very  full  of  proof. 

Leon.  My  lord,  my  lord, — 

Pedro f  I  will  not  hear  you. 

Leon,  No  ? 
Come,  brother,  away  r-^I  will  be  heard  ;  — 

Ant,  And  fhall. 
Or  iome  of  us  will  fmart  for  it.  [Exeunt  amhjf.* 

Enter  Benedick, 

Pedro.  See,  fee, 
Here  comes  the  man  we  went  to  fcek. 

Claud.  Now,  fignior  ! 
What  news  .> 

Bene.  Good  day,  my  lord. 

Pedro.  Welcome  fignior : 
You  are  almoft:  come  to  part  ?.lmofl  a  fray. 

Claud,  We  had  like  to  have  had  our  two  nofes  fnapt 
off  with  two  old  men  without  teeth. 

Pedro.  Leonato  and  his  brother :  What  think'fl  thou  > 
had  we  fought,  I  doubt,  we  Ihou'.d  have  been  too  young 
for  them, 

E  4  Bcnco 
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Bene.  In  a  falfe  quarrel  there  is  no  true  valour. 
I  came  to  feek  you  both. 

Claud,  We  have  been  up  and  down  to  feek  thee  ;  for 
we  are  high-proor"  melancholy,  and  would  fain  have  it 
beaten  away  :   Wilt  thou  ufe  thy  wit  ? 

Bene,  It  is  in  my  fcabbard  ;  (hall  I  draw  it  ? 

**  Pedro.  Do(i  thou  wear  thy  wit  by  thy  fide  ?'* 

Claud.  "  Never  any  did  fo,  though  very  many  have 
*'  been  bcfide  their  wit." — I  will  bid  thee  draw,  as  we  do 
the  minftrels  ,  draw,   to  pleafure  us, 

Pedro.  As  I  am  an  honeft  man,  he  looks  pale  :— 
Art  thou  fick  or  angry  ? 

Claud.  What  \  courage,  man  !  What  though  care 
kill'd  a  cat,  thou  haft  mettle  enough  in  thee  to  kill 
care. 

Bene.  Sir,  I  fliall  meet  your  wit  in  the  career,  if 
you  charge  it  againft  me:— I  pray  you,  choofe  another 
fubje(5V. 

**  Claud.  Nay,  then  give  him  another  ftafF;  this  laft 
*^  was  broke  crofs." 

Pedro.  By  this  light,  he  changes  more  and  more ;  I 
think,  he  be  angry  indeed < 

Claud.  If  he  be,  he  knows  how  to  turn  his  girdle. 

Bene,  Shall  1  fpeak  a  word  in  your  car  ? 

Claud.  God  blefs  me  from  a  challenge  ! 

Bene.  You  are  a  villain  ;~-I  jeft  not : — I  will  make  it 
good  how  you  dare,  with  what  you  dare,  and  when  you 
dare  : — Do  me  right,  or  I  will  proteft  your  cowardice. 
You  have  killM  a  fvveet  lady,  and  her  death  fhall  fall 
heavy  on  you  : — Let  me  hear  from  you. 

Claud,  Well,  I  will  meet  you,  fo  I  may  have  good 
cheer. 

Pedro,  What,  a  feaft  ?  a  feaft  ? 

Claud.  I'faifh,  I  thank  him  ;  he  hath  bid  me  to  a 
calves-head  and  a  capon  ;  the  which  if  I  do  not  carve 
moft  curioufly,  fay  my  knife's  naught.  Shall  I  not  find  ^ 
woodcock  too  ? 

Bene,  Sir  your  wit  ambles  well ;  it  goes  eafily. 

*'  Pedro.  I'll  tell  thee,  how  Beatrice  prais'd  thy  wit  the 
**  other  day:  I  faid,  thou  had'fl  a  fine  wit;  True,  fays 
««  fhe,  a  fine  little  one ;  No^  faid  I,  a  great  wit ;  Piglet, 
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**  faid  (he,  a  great  grofs  one ;  A^^zy,  faid  I,  a  good  wit  \ 
^*  Jufl^  faid  (lie,  it  hurts  nobody  \  Nay,  faid  I,  the  gentle- 
**  man  is  wife  ;  Certain,  faid  fhe,  a  wife  gentleman  \  Nay^ 
*'  faid  I,  he  hath  the  tongues  \  That  I  bdieve,  faid  (he, 
**  for  he  fwore  a  thing  to  me  on  Monday  nighty  which  he 
*'  forfiuore  on  Tuefday  morning  ;  there's  a  double  tongue ^ 
*«  there^s  two  tongues^  Thus  did  (he,  an  hour  together, 
<*  tranf  fhape  thy  particular  virtues ;  yet  at  lafi-,  fhe  con- 
«'  eluded  with  a  figh,  thou  waft  the  propereft  man  in 
<«  Italy. 

**  Claud.  For  the  which  (he  wept  heartily,  and  faid, 
**  (he  car'd  not. 

"  Pedro.  Yea,  that  (lie  did  5  but  yet,  for  all  that,  aa 
**  if  (he  did  not  hate  him  deadly,  (lie  would  love  him 
**  dearly;  the  old  man's  daughter  told  us  all. 

*'  Claud,  All,  all;  and  moreover,  God faw  him  when  he 
*^  was  hid  in  the  gar  den. ^^ 

Pedro.  But  when  (hall  we  fet  the  favage  bull's  horns  on 
the  fenfible  Benedick's  head  ? 

Claud.  Yea,  and  text  underneath.  Here  diuells  Benedick 
the  married  man  ? 

Bene.  Fare  you  well,  boy;  you  know  my  mind;  I 
will  leave  you  now  to  your  golTip-Uke  humour  :  you 
break  jefts  as  brnggarts  do  thei^r  blades,  which,  God  be 
thanked,  hurt  not.  My  lord,  for  your  many  coiirtefies 
I  thank  you ;  I  muft  difcontinue  your  company  :  your 
brother,  the  baftard,  is  fled  from  Mefiina;  you  have, 
among  you,  kill'd  a  fweet  and  innocent  lady  :  For  my 
lord  lack-beard  there,  he  and  I  (hall  meet  ;  and  till  then, 
peace  be  with  him  !  {Exit  Benedick. 

Pedro*  He  is  in  earned. 

Claud.  In  moft  profound  earneft ;  and.  Til  warrant 
you,  for  the  love  of  Beatrice. 

Pedro.   And  hath  challeng'd  thee  i 

Claud.  Moil  (incerely. 

Pedro,  What  a  pretty  thing  man  is,  when  he  goes  in 
{lis  doublet  and  hole,  and  leaves  off  his  wit  i 


Enter 
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£'«/^r  Dogberry,  Verges,  Conrade,  <7«iBoRACHio 
guarded, 

**  Claud,  He  is  then  a  giant  to  aa  ape:  but  then  is  an 
'*  ape  a  doctor  to  fuch  a  man. 

**  Pedro,'"  But,  foft  you,  let  bs  ;  "  pluck  up  my  heart, 
•*  and  be  fad  :"  Did  he  not  fay,  my  brother  was  fled  ? 

Dogb,  Come,  you,  fir  ;  if  juftlce  cannot  tame  you,  rtic 
ihall  ne'er  weigh  more  rcafons  in  her  balance :  nay,  aa 
you  be  a  curfing  hypocrite  once,  you  muft  be  look'd  to. 

Pedro,  How  now,  two  of  my  brother's  men  bound  I 
Borachio,   one  ! 

Claud.  Heaiken  after  their  offence,  my  lord  ! 

Pedro,  Officers,  what  offence  have  thefe  men  done  ? 

Dogb^  Marry,  fir,  they  have  committed  falfe  report ; 
moreover,  they  have  fpoken  untruths;  fecondarily,  they 
are  flanders ;  fixth  and  laftly,  they  have  bely'd  a  lady ; 
thirdly,  they  have  verify'd  unjuft  things  :  and,  to  conclude, 
they  are  lying  knaves. 

Pedro,  Firft,  I  afk  thee  what  they  have  done ;  thirdly, 
lafk  thee  ^yhat's  their  offence;  fixth  and  laftly,  why  they 
are  committed  ;  and,  to  conclude,  what  you  lay  to  their 
charge  ? 

Claud,  Rightly  reafon'd,  and  in  his  own  divifion ; 
**  and,  by  my  troth,  there's  one  meaning  well  fuited," 

Pedro,  Whom  have  you  offended,  matters,  that  you 
are  thus  bound  to  your  anfwcr  ?  this  learned  confiable  is 
too  cunning  to  be  underflood  :   what's  your  offence? 

Bora,  Sweet  prince,  let  me  go  no  further  to  mine 
anfwer  ;  do  you  hear  me,  and  let  this  count  kill  me.  I 
have  deceived  even  your  very  eyes ,  what  your  wifdoms 
could  not  difcover,  thefe  (hallow  fools  have  broyght  to 
light ;  who,  in  the  night,  overheard  me  confeffrng  to  this 
man,  how  Don  John  yonr  brother  incens'd  me  to  flander 
the  lady  Hero;  how  you  were  brought  into  the  orchard, 
and  faw  me  court  Margaret  in  Hero's  garments;  how  you 
difgrac'd  her,  when  you  fliould  marry  her :  my  villainy 
they  have  upon  record;  which  I  had  rather  feal  with  my 
death,  than  repeat  over  tomyfhame:  the  lady  is  dead 
upon  mine  and  my  maflcr's  falfe  accufation;  and  briefly, 
I  defire  nothing  but  the  reward  of  a  villain. 

Pedre, 
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Pedro.  Runs  not  this  fpeech  like  iron    through  your 
blood  > 

Claud.  I  have  drunk  poifon,  whiles  he  ntter'd  it* 

Pedro.  But  did  my  brother  fet  thee  on  to  this  ? 

Bora,  Yea,  and  paid  me  richly  for  the  pradiice  of  It, 

Pxdro*  He  is  composM  and  fiam'd  of  treachery  :— 
And  fled  he  is  upon  this  villainy, 

Claud,  Sweet   Hero!    now   thy   image  doth  appear 
In  the  rare  femblance  that  I  lov'd  it  firft. 

Dogb.  Come  bring  away  the  plaintiffs ;  by  this  time  our 
fextoQ  harh  reformed  ilgnior  Leonato  of  the  matter  :  And 
mafters  do  not  forget  to  fpecify,  when  lime  and  place  fnall 
ferve,  that  I  am  an  afs. 

Ferg,  Here,  here  comes  mader  Signior  Leonato,  and 
the  fexton  too. 

Re-enter  Leonato  and  Antqnio,  zvith  the  Sexton* 

Leon,  Which  is  the  villain  ?   Let  me  fee  his  eyes  ; 
That  when  I  note  another  man  like  him, 
I  may  avoid  him  :  which  of  thefe  is  he  ? 

Bora.  If  you  would  know  your  wronger,   look  on  me. 

Leon.  Art  thou  the  Have,  that  with   thy   breath   haft: 
killed 
Mine  innocent  child  ? 

Bora.  Yea,  even  I  alone. 

Leon.  No,  not  fo  villain  ;  thou  bely'ft  thyfelf ; 
Here  (land  a  pair  of  honourable  men, 
A  third  is  fled,  that  had  a  hand  in  it : — 
I  thank  you,  princes,  for  my  daughter's  death  ; 
Record  it  with  your  high  and  worthy  deeds  ; 
'Twas  bravely  done,  if  you  bethink  you  of  it. 

Claud,  I  know  not  how  to  pray  your  patience, 
Ytt  I  muft  fpeak  :  Chufe  your  revenge  yourfelf ; 
Impofe  me  to  what  penance  your  invention 
Can  lay  upon  my  fin  ;  yet  finn'd  I  not. 
But  in  miftakiug. 

Pedro.   By  my  foul,   nor  I; 
And  yet,   to  fatisfy  this  good  old  man, 
J  would  bend  under  any  heavy  weight. 
Tlvat  he'll  enjoin  me  to. 

LeoHK. 
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Leon.  I  cannot  bid  you  bid  my  daughter  live, 
That  were  impoffible;   but,  J  pray  you  both, 
PoiTefs  the  people  in  Mefiina  here 
How  innocent  ftie  dy'd  :   *'  and,  if  your  love 
**  Can  labour  aught  in  fad  invention, 
•'  Hang  her  an  epitaph  upon  her  tomb, 
**  And  fing  it  to  her  bones;  fing  it  to-night"  : 
To-morrow  morning  come  you  to  my  houfej 
And  fmcc  you  could  not  be  my  fon-in-law. 
Be  yet  my  nephew  :    my  brother  hath  a  daughter, 
Almoft  the  copy  of  my  child  that's  dead. 
And  (lie  alone  is  heir  to  both  of  us  ; 
Gire  her  the  right  you  (hould  have  given  her  coufin, 
And  fo  dies  my  revenge, 

Cla'ui.  O  noble  fir, 
Your  over-kind nefs  doth  wring  tears  from  me  ! 
I  do  enr.brace  your  offer;   and  difpofe 
For  henceforth  of  poor  Ci audio. 

Leon,  To-morrovv  then  I  will  expecl  your  coming  ; 
To-night  I  take  my  leave.     This  naughty  m^n 
Shall  face  to  face  be  brought  to  Margaret, 
Who,  I  believe,  was  pack'd  in  all  this  wrong, 
Hir'd  to  it  by  your  brother. 

Bora.  No;  by  my  foul,   (he  was  not ; 
Nor  knew  not  what  (he  did,  when  fhe  fpoke  to  mej 
But  always  hath  been  jufl  and  virtuous, 
In  any  thing  that  I  do  know  by  her. 

Dog  It.  Moreover,  fir  (which,  indeed,  is  not  under 
white  and  black),  this  plaintiff  here,  the  offender,  did 
call  me  afs  :  I  befecch  you,  let  it  be  remembered  in  his 
puniihment  :  And  alfo,  the  watch  heard  them  talk  of  one 
Deformed  :  *'  they  fay,  he  wears  a  key  in  his  ear,  and  a 
"  lock  hanging  by  it ;  and  borrows  money  in  God's 
•*  name;  the  which  he  hath  us'd  fo  long,  and  never  paid, 
''  that  now  men  grow  hard-hearted,  and  will  lend  nothing 
*'  for  God's  fake  :''  Pray  you,  examine  him  upon  that 
point. 

Leon.  I  thank  thee  for  thy  care  and  honed  pains. 

DogL  Your  worfhip  fpeaks  like  a  moft  thankful  and 
reverend  youth  ;  and  1  pralfe  God  for  you. 

L€on» 
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Leon,  There*s  for  thy  pains. 

Dogb,  God  fave  the  foundation  ! 

Leon.  Go.,  I  difcharge  ihee  of  thy  prifoner,  and  I  thank 
thee. 

Dogb,  I  leave  an  errant  knave  with  your  worftiip ; 
which,  I  befeech  your  worfhip,  to  corre<5f  yourfeif,  for 
the  example  of  others.  God  keep  your  worfliip  ;  i  wilh 
your  worfhip  well ;  God  reflore  yoa  to  health  :  I  humbly 
give  you  leave  to  depart ;  and  if  a  merry  meeting  may  be 
wifh'd,  God  prohibit  it.— Come,  neighbour.        [Exeunt. 

*'  Leon,  Until  to-rnorrow  morning,  lords,   farewel. 

*' J?it.  Farewel,  my  lords  j    we  look  for  you  to-mor- 
rov^-. 

*'  Pedro.  We  v^'ill  not  fail. 

**  Claud,  To-night  I'll  mourn  with  Hero." 

Leon,  Bring   you    thefe  fellow:   on  ;    well  talk  with 
Margaret, 
How  her  acquaintance  grew  with  this  lewd  fellow, 

{Exeunt  fever  ally. 


SCENE     II. 

A  Room  In  Leonato's  Houfe.     Enter  Benedick,  and 

Margaret,  7neeting, 

Bene,  Pray  thee,  fweet  midrefs  Margaret,  deferve  well 
at  my  hands,   by  helping  me  to  the  fpeech  of  Beatrice. 

Marg,  Will  you  then  write  me  a  fonnet  in  praife  of  my 
beauty  ? 

Bene.  In  fo  high  a  flyle,  Margaret,  that  no  man  living 
ftiailcome  over  it  ^  for,  in  moft  comely  truth,  thou  de- 
fervefl:  it. 

Marg,  To  have  no  man  come  over  me?  why  fnall  I 
always  keep  below  flairs  ?  ' 

Bene.  Thy  wit  is  as  quick  as  the  greyhound's  mouth. 
It  catches. 

Marg.  And  your's  as  blunt  as  the  fencer's  foils,  which 
hit,  but  hurt  nor. 

Bene.  A  moft  manly  wit,  Margaret,  it  will  not  hurt  a 
woman ;  and  fo,  I  pray  thee,  call  Beatrice  •  "  I  Pive 
**-ihee  the  bucklers."  ^ 

"  Marg. 
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"  Marg'  Give  us  the  fwords,  we  have  bucklers  of  oiir 
"  own. 

**  Bene.  If  you  ufe  them,  Margaret,  you  muft  putia 
**  the  pikes  with  a  vice  ;  and  they  are  dangerous  weapons 
«  for  maids.'* 

Marg,  Well,  I  will  call  Beatrice  to  you,-  **  who  I 
«  think  hath  legs/'  [^jr/r  Margaret- 

Bene,  "  And  therefore  will  come.*'     [5/«^J.] 
The  god  of  love^ 
That  fits  above^ 
**  And  knows  me,  and  knows  me^* 
*'  How  pitiful  I  deferve,—" 

I  mean  in  fmging;  but  in  loving,  Leander  the  good 
fwimmer,  Troilus  the  firft  employer  of  pandars,  and  a 
whole  book  full  of  thefe  quondam  car  pet- mongers,  whofe 
names  yet  run  fmoothly  in  the  even  road  of  a  blank  verfe, 
why,  they  were  never  {q  truly  lurn'd  over  and  over,  as 
my  poor  felf,  in  love  :  Marry,  I  cannot  fliew  it  in  rhime; 
I  have  try*d  ;  I  can  find  out  no  rhime  to  lady  but  hahy^ 
an  innocent  rhime;  ior  f corn,  horn,  a  hard  rhime;  for 
fchoolf  fool,  a  babbling  rhime;  very  ominous  endings: 
No,  I  was  not  born  under  a  rhiming  planet,  for  I  cannot 
woo  in  feftival  terms. — 

Enter  Beatrice. 

Sweet  Beatrice,  would'ft  thou  come  when  I  call  thee  ? 

Beat,  Yea,  fignior,  and  depart  when  you  bid  me. 

Bene.  O,   flay  but  till  then  ! 

Beat.  Then,  is  fpoken  ;  fare  you  well  now  : — and  yet 
ere  I  go,  let  me  go  with  that  I  came  for,  which  is,  with 
knowing  what  hath  pafl  between  you  and  Claudio. 

Bene.  Only  foul  words  :  and  thereupon  I  will  kifs 
thee. 

Beat.  Foul  words  are  but  foul  wind,  and  foul  wind  is 
but  foul  breath,  and  foul  breath  is  noifome;  therefore  I 
will  depart  unkifs'd. 

•  Bene,  Thou  hafi:  frighted  the  word  out  of  its  right 
fenfe,  fo  forcible  is  thy  wit:  But,  I  muft  tell  thee  plainly, 
Claudio  undergoes  my  challenge;  and  either  I  muft  ftiortly 
hear  from  hiiij,  or  I  will  fubfcribe  him  a  coward.   And,  I 

pray 
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pray  thee  now,  tell  me,  for  which  of  my  bad  parts  didft 
thou  firft  fall  in  love  with  me  ? 

Beat,  For  them  all  together ;  which  maintained  (o 
politick  a  flare  of  evil,  that  they  will  not  admit  any  good 
part  to  intermingle  with  them.  But  for  which  of  my 
good  parts  did  you  fir  ft  fuffer  love  for  me  ? 

Bene,  Suffer  love  ;  a  good  epithet  1  I  do  fufFer  love, 
indeed,  for  I  love  thee  againft  my  will. 

Beat,  In  fpight  of  your  heart,  I  think;  alas!  poor 
heart  I  If  you  fpight  it  for  my  fake,  I  will  fpight  it  for 
yours;  for  I  will  never  love  that,  which  ray  friend 
hates. 

Be7ie.  Thou  and  I  are  too  wife  to  woo  peaceably. 

Beat,  It  appears  not  in  this  confeffion  ;  there's  not  one 
wife  man  among  twenty,  that  will  praife  himfelf. 

Bene,  An  old,  an  old  inftance,  Beatrice,  tliat  liv'd  in 
the  time  of  good  neighbours  :  if  a  man  do  not  eredl  in 
this  age  his  own  tomb  ere  he  dies,  he  fliall  live  no  longer 
in  monument,  than  the  bell  ring?,  and  the  widow 
weeps. 

Beat.  And  how  long  is  that,  think  yon  ? 

Bene,  Queftion  ? — Why,  an  hour  in  clamour,  and  a 
quarter  in  rheum:  Therefore  it  is  moft  expedient  for  the 
wife  (if  don  Worm,  his  confcience,  find  no  impediment  to 
the  contrary),  to  be  the  trumpet  of  his  own  virtues,  as  I 
am  to  myfelf :  So  much  for  praifing  myfelf  (who,  I  my- 
felf  will  bear  witnefs  is  praife-worthy),  and  now  tell  me. 
How  doth  your  coufin? 

Beat,  Very  ill. 

Bene.  And  how  do  you  ? 

Beat,  Very  ill  too. 

Bene.  Serve  God,  love  me,  and  mend  :  there  will  I 
leave  you  too,  for  here  comes  one  in  hafle. 

Enter  Ursula. 

Urf,  Madam,  you  muft  come  to  your  uncle;  "  yonder's 
*'  old  coil  at  home:"  it  ,is  proved,  my  lady  Hero  hath 
been  falfely  accus'd,  the  prince  and  Claudio  mightily 
abus'd ;  and  Don  John  is  the  author  of  all,  who  fs  fled 
and  gone  :    *'  Will  you  come  prefently  ?" 

Bgat,  Will  you  go  hear  this  news,  fignicr  ? 

Bene, 
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Bene,  I  will  live  in  thy  heart,  die  in  thy  lap,  arid  be 
bury'd  in  thy  eyesj  and,  moreover,  I  vviil  go  with  thee  to> 
thy  uncle.  \_Exeunt, 


SCENE    III. 

"^  Church.       Enter     Don  Pedro,     Cl audio,     and 
"  Attendants   with   Mufic   and  Tapers, 

*'  Claud.  Is  this  the  monument  of  Leonato  ? 
*'  Atten,  It  is,  my  lord. 

"  Cl  AUDIO  redds, 

"  Done  to  death  by  Jlanderous  tongues 

**  Was  the  Hero,  that  here  Ifes  : 
"  Deathy  in  guerdon  of  her  wrongs, 

**   Gives  her  fatne  which  n^ver  dies  : 
**  So  the  Ufc^  thai  dy'^dwlih  Jhame, 

"  Lives  in  death  with  glorious  fame i 


cc 


Hang  thou  there  upon  the  tomb, 
Praifing  her  when  I  am  dumb.— 
Now  mufic  found,  and  fing  your  folemn  hymii. 

**  S   O   N    G. 


*  Pardon,  Goddefs  of  the  night, 
'  Thofe  that  flew  thy  virgin  knight ; 

*  For  the  which,  with  Jongs  of  woe^ 
Round  about  her  tomb  they  go. 

'  Midnight,  ajfifi  our  moan  ; 
*'  Help  71  s  to  figh  and  groan ^ 

*'   Heavily^  heavily  : 
"  Graves  yawn  and  yield  your  dead, 
**  Till  death  be  uttered, 
**  Heavily,   heavily, 

*'  Claud.  Now,  unto  thy  bones  good  night  ! 
**  Yearly  will  I  do  this  rite. 

*'  Pedro.  Good  morrow,  mailers;  put  your  torches  out' 
**  The  wolves  have  pre>'d  j  and  look,  the  gentle  day 

<«  Before 
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Before  the  wheels  of  Phoebus,  round  about 

**  Dapples  the  drowfy  eaft  with  fpots  of  grey  : 

Thanks  to  you  all,  and  leave  us  ;  fare  you  well. 

**  Claud.  Good  morrow,  mailers;  each  his  feveral  way. 

**  Pedro.  Come,  let  us  hence,  and  put  on  other  weeds; 

And  then  to  Leonato's  we  will  go. 

*'  And  Hymen  now  with  luckier  ifTue  fpeeds, 

Than  this,  for  whom  we  render'd  up  this  woe  \ 

[Exeunt* 


SCENE    IV. 

Leonato*s    Houfe.      Enter  Leonato,     Benedick, 
Margaret,  Ursula,  Antonio,  Friar  atid Hlrq, 

Friar,  Did  not  I  tell  you  (lie  was  innocent  ? 

Leon,  So  are  the  piince  and  Claudio,  who  accus'd  her. 
Upon  the  error  that  you  heard  debated  : 
But  Margaret  was  in  fome  fault  for  this ; 
Although  againfl:  her  will,  as  it  appears 
"  In  the  true  courfe  of  all  the  queftion.'* 

Jnl,  Well,  I  am  glad  that  all  things  fort  fo  well. 

Bene,  And  fo  am  I,  being  elfe  by  faith  enforc'd 
To  call  young  Claudio  to  a  reckoning  for  it. 

Lecn,  Well,  daughter,  and  you  gentlewomen  all. 
Withdraw  into  a  chamber  by  yourfelves; 
And,  when  I  fend  for  you,  come  hither  maflc'd  ; 
Tb#  prince  and  Claudio  promis'd  by  this  hour 
To  vifjt  me  : — You  know  your  ofEce,   brother ; 
You  muft  be  father  to  your  brother's  daughter, 
And  give  her  to  young  Ciaudio.  [Exeunt  Ladies, 

Jnt.  Which  I  will  do  with  confirm'd  countenance. 

Bene,  Friar,  I  rnufl  entreat  your  pains  I  think. 

Friar.  To  do  what,  fignior  ? 

Bene.  To  bind  mc,  or  undo  me,  one  of  them.— 
Signior  Leonato,  truth  it  is,  good  fignior, 
Your  niece  regards  me  with  an  eye  of  favour. 

Lion.  That  eye  my  daughter  lent  her ;  'tis  moft  true. 

Bene,  And  I  do  with  an  eye  of  love  requite  her. 

Leon.  The  fight  whereof,  I  think,  you  had  from  nsf, 
From  Claudio  and  the  prince;  But  what's  yoyr  will  ? 

F  Bene, 
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Bern,  Your  anfwer,    fir,   is  enigmarical  : 
But,  for  my  will,  my  will  i?,  your  good  will 
May  ftand  with  cure,  this  day  to  be  conjoin'd 
In  the  eftate  of  honourablf  marriage  ; — 
In  which,  good  friar,  I  fhall  defire  your  help. 

Leon,  My  heart  is  wi-h  your  liking. 

Friar.  And  my  help. 
"  Here  comes'the  prince,  and  Claudia." 

Enter  Don  Pedro  and  Claudio,  ivith  Attendants, 

Pedro,  Good  morrow  ro  this  fair  affembly. 

Leon.  *'  Good  morrow,  prince;  good  morrow,  Claudio;*' 
We  here  attend  you  ;   Are  you  yet  derepmined 
To-day  to  marry  with  my  brother's  daughter  \ 

Claud,  I'll  hold  my  mind,  were  fhe  an  Ethiope. 

Leon,  Call  her  forth,  brother,  here's  the  friar  ready. 

\_Exit  Antonio. 

Pedro,  Good  morrow,   Benedick :     Why,   what's  the 
matter. 
That  you  have  fuch  a  February  face, 
So  fall  of  froft,  of  florm,  aud  cloudinefs  ? 

Claicd,  I  think,  he  thinks  upon  the  lavage  bull :  ■ 
Tufh,  fear  not,  man,  we'll  tip  thy  horns  with  gold. 
And  all  Europa  {hall  rejoice  at  ihce  : 
As  once  Europa  did  at  iufly  Jove, 
When  he  would  play  the  noble  bead  in  love. 

Bene.  Bull  Jove,  fir,  had  an  amiable  low  ; 
And  fome  fuch  ftrange  bull  leapt  your  father's  cow,. 
And  got  a  calf  in  that  fome  noble  feat, 
Much  like  t.o  you.  for  you  have  jult  his  bleat. 

Re-enter  Antonio,  %vlih  Hero,  Beatrice,  Map.ga- 
RET,  and  Ursula,  majk'd, 

^  Claud,  For  this  I  owe  you  :  here  come  other  reck'- 
nings" 
Which  is  the  lady  I  mud  feize  upon  ? 

Jnt,  This  fame  is  fhe,  and  I  do  give  you  her. 

Clatid.  Why  then  fhc's  mine ;    Sweet,    let  me  fee  your 

face. 
Leon.  No,  that  you  fhall  not,  till  you  take  her  hand 
jiefore  this  friar,  and  fwear  to  fliarry  her. 

Claud, 
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Claud.  Give  me  your  hand  before  this  holy  friar; 
I  am  your  hufland,  If  you  like  of  me. 

Hero*  And  when  1  Uv'd,  I  was  your  other  wife  : 

[Unmajklng* 
And  when  you  lov'd,  you  were  my  other  hufband. 

Claud.  Another  Hero  ? 

Hero.  Nothing  certaioer: 
One  Hero  dy'd  defil'd  ;  but  I  do  live. 
And,  furely  as  I  live,  I  am  a  maid. 

Pedro.  The  former  Hero  >  Hero,  that  is  dead  ! 

Leon.  She  dy*d,  my  lord,  but  whiles  her  flander  liv*d. 

Friar.  All  this  amazement  can  I  qualify  ; 
When,  after  that  the  holy  rites  are  ended, 
I'll  tell  you  largely  of  fair  Hero's  death  : 
Mean  time  let  wonder  feem  familiar, 
And  to  the  chapel  let  us  prefenrly. 

Bene.  Soft  and  fair,  friar. — Which  Is  Beatrice  ? 

Beat.  I  anfwer  to  that  name  ;  What  is  your  will  ? 

Bene.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 
•»    Beat.  Why,  no,  no  more  than  reafon. 

Bene,  Why  tlien  your  uncle,  and  the  prince,  and  Claudlo 
Have  been  deceived  ;  they  fwore  you  did. 

Beat.  Do  not  you  love  me  ? 

Bene.  Troth,  no,  no  more  than  reafon. 

Beat.  Why,  then  my  coufm,  Margaret,  and  Urfula, 
Are  much  deceiv'd  ;  for  they  did  fwear  you  did. 

Bene.  They  fwore,  that  you  were  almoft  Tick  for  me. 

Beat.  They  fwore,  that  you  were  well-nigh  dead  for  me. 

Bene,  *  T  is  no  fuch  matter : — Then,  you  do  not  love  me  ? 

Beat.  No,  truly,  but  in  friendly  recompence. 

Leon.   Come,  coufm,  I  am  fiire  you  love  the  gentleman. 

Claud.  And  I'll  be  fworn  upcn't,  that  he  loves  her  ; 
For  here*s  a  paper,  written  in  his  hand, 
A  halting  fonnei  of  his  own  pure  brain, 
Fafhion'd  to  Beatrice. 

Hero.  And  here's  another, 
Writ  in  my  coufm's  hand,  {^olen  from  her  pocket, 
Containing  her  afFe<Si:ion  unto  Benedick. 

Bene.  A  miracle !  here's  our  own  hands  againft  our 
hearts! — Come,  I  will  have  thee ;  but,  by  this  light,  I 
take  thee  for  pity. 

B^^t* 


^4  MUCH    ADO    ABOUT    NOTHING, 

Beat,  I  would  not  deny  you;-^biit,  by  this  good  day, 
I  yield  upon  great  perfualjon;  and,  partly,  to  fa ve  your 
life,  for,  I  ^vas  told,  you  were  in  a  confumption. 

Bine.  Peace,  I  will  flop  your  mouth. 

[KiJJIng  hef, 

Pedro,  How  doft  thou,  Benedick  the  married  man  ? 

Bene,  Til  lell  thee  what,  prince;  a  college  of  wit- 
crackers  cannot  flout  me  out  of  my  humour:  Doft  thou 
think,  I  care  for  a  fatire,  or  an  epigran^  ?  No :  if  a  man 
-will  be  beaten  with  brains,  he  fnail  wear  nothing  hand- 
fome  about  him:  In  brief,  fmce  I  do  purpofe  to  marry,  I 
will  think  nothing  to  any  puipofe  that  the  world  can  fay^ 
sgainfl  it;  and  therefore  never  fiout  at  me  for  what  I 
have  faid  againft  it  ;  for  man  is  a  giddy  thing,  and  this  is 
my  conclufion. — For  thy  part,  Claudio,  I  did  think  to 
have  beaten  thee ;  but  in  that  thou  art  like  to  be  my  kinf- 
caan,  live  unbruis'd,  and  love  my  coufm. 

Cktid.  I  had  well  hoped,  thou  would'fl  have  denied 
Beatrice,  that  1  might  have  cudgelFd  thee  "  out  of  thy 
"  iingie  life,  to  make  thee  a  double  dealer;  which,  out 
•*  of  queftion,  thou  wilt  be,  if  my  coufin  do  not  look  ex- 
*•  ceeding  narrowly  to  thee/' 

Bene,  Come,  come,  we  are  friends : — let's  have  a  dance 
ere  we  are  marry'd,  that  we  may  lighten  our  own  hearts, 
and  our  wives'  heels. 

Leon*  We'll  have  dancing  afterwards. 

B.fne,  Firft,  o'  my  word;  therefore,    play,   muflc. — 

Prijjce,   thou  a»t  f^d  ;  get  thee  a  wife,  get  thi-e  a  wif«  ; 
thsie  is  no  ilafi'more  reverend  than  one  tipt  with  horn. 

Enter  Mejfen^er, 

^    Mejf  My  lord,  your  brother  John  is  ta'en  in  flight. 
And  brought  with  armed  men  back  to  Meilina. 

Bene,  Think  not  oa  him  till  to  morrow :  I'll  devife  the« 
brave  puniihments  for  him. — Strike  up,  pipers. 

Dance.     [Exeunt  omnes* 


THE    END. 


1 


^-^ifer-^ci2Hs»3saossfS^ 


^M' 


n 


7^L 


kMNh» 


^;..^/i^i 


i>/ 


.  «r 


^  ■      f.^. 


isB;. 


mw 


